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Expendable Assets: Zero 


by DragonstoneH 


Summary 


The League of Villains has attacked Tartarus, and changed everything. All for One is on the 
loose, Shigaraki wants revenge against the Sensei who stole his life. Deku and Bakugou 
must face each other before they can join the final, fated fight; One for All versus All for 
One! 


Prequel to "Expendable Assets, a yandere in the secret service". 


Notes 


To go forward, you have to go back, so before the release of the third part of Expendable 
Assets, we shall take a dive into the past and see the events that set the whole story in 
motion! 


See the end of the work for more notes 


First Response 


“This is Tartarus Guard post 1! We are under attack! It is the League of Villains! Where did they... 
ah fuck, Nomus! Shishikura, hold that door! We need to...” The call for help had overtaken every 
single Hero Net channel, nationwide. Maybe even reaching out to Korea and Taiwan, though that 
would hardly help. Intervention was needed right away. 


Enji Todoroki knew that their options were limited now; kill or be killed. Speed was of the essence. 
Making it to Tartarus by SUV, as he usually did to respond to calls, would take at least an hour. 
“Get the helicopter ready. The big one, the twin rotor beast. We have to be on the air right now.” 


A government investment on their new number one hero, a sign of their trust in him? Saying “you 
can handle anything this country can throw at you’? Or a veiled insult, “you are nowhere near All 
Might’s speed, have a helicopter to carry you around so not too many innocents die when you get 
there too late’? A part of him supported the second idea. The part of him that had done so much 
wrong, the part his children hated, rightfully. 


“Endeavor, sir, bird is ready!” Two minutes. Two minutes of updates on the villain’s progress, of 
their battle strategy. Gigantomachia, that big ugly fucker, had been unleashed against a JSDF base 
in the outskirts of Tokyo, and was destroying military assets as easy as those “Gumbams” or 
whatever their name was from that show Natsuo had liked...ten or twelve years earlier? Enji had 
no idea anymore. Rei had told him about that once, with that smile she used to have when talking 
of the children. That smile Enji had erased with every action. 


Outfitted and ready, Endeavor walked up the back ramp of his helicopter. He sighed, pushing back 
the thoughts of his many failures. He knew that word of his sins was whispered everywhere these 


days, and his days as number one were numbered. Two years, tops. But before that, he was still 
useful to Japan. A war machine, violence applied carefully, for the greater good. 


“Mind if I hitch a ride, Constipation Supreme?” Miruko’s smile was smug as ever, and the 
nickname was just as unwelcome. 


“T don’t care, it is a big helicopter, and taking all my sidekicks would take even longer. Is Hawks 
coming too?” The three heroes were loosely affiliated, though Miruko was fiercely independent 
and would most always decline team ups. 


“He’s on his way, he has a patrol fifteen minutes away at helicopter speed. And he’s faster. He’s 
got that birdhead kid with him. Toko-something, I guess...By the way, if you think this is a team up 
you can keep dreaming, you flaming human turd, imagine it is a taxi.” 


“T’m charging fuel from your agency, then.” Endeavor scowled. It wasn’t even second nature to do 
so, it seemed to be his first answer to anything. Just scowl, be an angry bastard. All that anger, for 
so long...even at UA Recovery Girl had lectured him on that, and the kidney stones it brought. 
And his issues had only grown worse with time. 


“Get us to Tartarus, pilot.” Endeavor ordered, sitting down. 
“Yes sir, [Il push it to the limit.” The pilot replied, giving Endeavor an “ok” sign. 


“Ah look, Ryukyu is heading to that army base, Giganto is in for a fight with someone his size. 
She’s got a few UA interns...oooh, Acid Girl, she might be useful there...” 


“Let’s just fly in silence, Miruko, your chatter is making me angry.” 


She was ridiculously smug as she flipped him off “So usual Enji Todoroki, huh? Fine, [ll let you 
brood in silence. Are you calling dibs on your son?” 


“The hell do you mean? Shouto is nowhere near Tartarus...” 


“Are you as thick in the head as you are in the ass, you shit? Or are you deliberately ignoring how 
a year ago you yelled in the radio “Stay your hand! He is my son!”, making me look like a fool in 
front of everyone?” Her impression of Enji would have definitely made Hawks explode in laughter, 
like every one of Fuyumi’s bad jokes. Why the hell was Hawks joining them for dinner so often? It 
had to be to piss Enji off, that made sense. 


Enji narrowed his eyes “That is a secret between Hawks, you, and me, don’t you understand?” 


“Blabla secret, blabla reputation...[ don’t give a shit. That “Dabi’” is a scrawny piece of shit and I 
could have split him in two with a good kick. You asked me not to. Are you arrest him? Bring him 
back to the side of good? “Redeem” him?” 


“Tf all goes well, yes. I pushed him to evil, it is my responsibility. And if I can’t arrest him...I will 
kill him. It is for the good of Japan.” 


Miruko shook her head “A simple “TI call dibs” would have been enough. Fine, I want that Toga 
girl. Let’s see if she can take a kick.” 


Izuku Midoriya gargled the mouthwash, and he spat into the sink. His neck was a bit stiff, from the 
uncomfortable bunk bed he slept in when on “Internship Time”; in the winter term of their second 
year, UA students were required to spend at least 300 hours operating as heroes, and base time 
counted too. Some of their classmates arranged their hours to only go to UA some days, or to take 
afternoon classes, some would take classes a week in, and have an internship the next. 


The first step had been getting a full hero license, which had let them operate unsupervised, if they 
could show the skills needed...everyone had passed. Some had then gone of as interns, but not 
Izuku. No, he was starting his own team, with his friends. After some evolution and growth, the 
team had ended up taking an unused warehouse belonging to Momo Yaoyorozu’s family, 
graciously gifted to them. There they had some rooms to rest, store their gear, plan their patrols, 
and best of all, it had ample room for training and developing new support items! 


Izuku combed his hair, making it about as presentable as it could get (without seven kilograms of 
hairgel, at least), and dressed in some comfy clothes. The day looked to be uneventful; a single 
patrol, maybe some sparring and weightlifting...gonna try and see if I can squat more than Tenya 
this time! And after that, maybe ordering some food; the six days of internship they had 
programmed ended at 1 pm and they were expected back at UA at 4, to start class again next 
morning. It would be a slow day... 


“Mid! Mid! Screw nicknames...IZUKU! The plane works! The Mei lives!!!” 


Izuku poked his head into the garage, where Mei had spent the last weeks building an entire VTOL 
plane from scratch, with enough room for the team and maybe a passenger or two. She had 
rambled long with Izuku about how the plane would later have a cargo section and even some 
weapons, that she insisted on not calling weapons, but rather “air supremacy Babies”. 


The plane looked like a cross of an old-time supersonic plane, a fighter jet, and a makeshift 
paintjob, with giant crosshair eyes on the wings and flaps, Mei’s corporate logo for her newly 
established support company, Hatsume Industries. A company that had so far created seventeen 
separate support items for their costumes, a full new outfit in Izuku’s case, a lightweight 
exoskeleton mech to carry crates around, and the Mei. It was amazing! 


“Mei! This is the best thing I have seen since that time All Might jumped thirty kilometres in a 
single bound! This is the future of transport!” 


“YES! The Mei is fuelled, ready, all the duct tape has been replaced with proper parts! I owe 
Momo some steak for this one, she is just the best friend a genius like me could hope for...hold up. 
Is your phone vibrating too?” 


Izuku pulled out his phone, the Hero Net notification immediately playing a call for help, highest 
level priority “This is Tartarus Guard post 1! We are under attack! It is the League of Villains! 
Where did they...ah fuck, Nomus! Shishikura, hold that door! We need to...” 


Izuku’s eyes crossed with Mei’s. “Is it ready?” 


There was absolute confidence in Mei’s voice as she replied “All the simulations check, status as 
green as your hair. Let’s take this baby up for a spin!” 


They didn’t need to speak a single word after that, they knew what needed to be done. The power 
of One for All flowing through his body, Izuku rushed to the common room where the team would 
gather. Shouto, Tenya and Tsuyu were leaving to get dressed, while Momo and Ochako were 
adjusting their hero suits already. They were fast, which made Izuku incredibly proud. Not bad for 
a part time hero team, huh? 


As everyone was already doing their part, Izuku got to his room and quickly put on his gear; 
combat shirt with a few polymer armour plates Mei had added, pants which already had the leg 
armour in place, his shoes, with the iron soles Mei had made and kept improving for his Shoot 
Style. He placed his mouth protector around his neck, as usual; it now had filters to keep him safe 
from toxins, but it wasn’t exactly comfortable to use for long periods of time. The hood was still 
there, though he hadn’t used it in months! 


And finally, he slipped on the gauntlets, which made his long-range attacks much more 
manageable at higher power levels. And they looked really neat as well, with blue lines that Mei 
had confessed were a Young All Might reference all along! 


He was ready in seconds, and was soon strapping down the seatbelt on the plane. 
“I’m flying this slowly, guys, don’t worry. I trained for 36 hours on the simulator!” 


Ochako muttered softly “I hope you slept at some point of those, crazy engineer.” Their 
relationship was cool, professional, but never friendly. At least it was better than her relationship 
with Izuku... 


Last year, something had changed. For both of them. Izuku had realized just how much he felt for 
Ochako, but then...they had grown apart. Every time he approached her alone, she would have 
somewhere else to be, or someone to visit or had training with Gunhead or...Every time Izuku had 
tried asking what was wrong, she had no chance. It was harrowing. 


So, he had asked his mom. He had asked All Might. He had even sent a text to his father, Hisashi 
Midoriya, and been left on seen. Maybe he had no time for his son’s drama while dealing with his 
own divorce in the laziest, most hands-off way possible? It was pointless, Hisashi would have 
probably counselled running away or something. 


All Might had no idea what to do. He had always been so focused on heroism he had never dated. 
It had been a shock to Izuku, who had definitely felt that there had been more than just friendship 
between Toshinori and David Shield, but they had just been friends, all along. His mentor, his 
biggest father figure, the man he most admired...had no answer to what to do when the girl he 
liked seemed to want to be as far away from him as possible. 


And Inko...had told him to let her do what she wanted. That she wasn’t worth him, that if she 
wanted to leave, that she could leave. That holding on to someone so desperately would just tear 
Izuku apart. She...she had been speaking from experience. It was what was causing her divorce. 


So Izuku had stopped looking for Ochako. He had done his best to keep her off his mind. His first 
real crush on a girl, and it had gone about as well as his nightmares from middle school. Well, 
maybe she hadn't publically humiliated him, or had ridiculed him, a Quirkless nobody, for daring to 
have a crush...but she didn’t want to be with him. That much seemed clear. He didn’t want to be 
causing any classmate anxiety just by approaching them, so he had stopped. 


Killing his feelings had hurt enormously. He had almost failed the exams, that term, as depressed 
as he was. He had stopped seeing lida, Todoroki or Tsuyu during the lunch breaks, instead just 
eating alone. It had been bleak for a few weeks...But they hadn't let him face that alone. Mei had 
reached out to him, giving him stuff to do, as a sort of workshop helper. He had found a good 
friend in Shinsou, a fellow loner at the time, and the three had worked through his sadness. 


Finally, it had been Tsuyu who had pulled him out from that depression, with a simple “We’re both 
green, we can make a themed team, kero. It rhymes.” From there it had evolved, from a two-person 
team, to even including Mei and Momo, as well as a few Business students who handled some 


other stuff by subcontract... 


From a heartbroken teen to an entrepreneur who had reconnected with his friends. It was a good 
change. Life wasn’t easy yet, but things were looking up now. And at least Ochako and him could 
be work acquaintances, if nothing else, so it was still good! He wasn’t sad anymore about his 
feelings, but...he missed her friendship. Maybe someday that would change, but for now...there 
was a lot more to think about. 


“Hello, control tower! It is Mei Hatsume, flight M31, out of a warehouse in Musutafu, our flight 
plan is a straight line to Tartarus, flying nap of the earth. All good?” 


“Thank goodness, you are the first to respond! Airspace is clear, how quick can you get there? Are 
you on a helicopter?” 


“A very fast plane! I built it myself, Hatsume tech, so best quality in the market! Give us...fifteen 
minutes!” The plane couldn’t reach top speed yet, but it should be fast enough to get the villains! 


“Roger, M31, fifteen minutes, maybe twenty if there is turbulence. Endeavor Hero agency, and 
Hawks have responded to the call, other heroes have been diverted to a secondary attack by 
Gigantomachia. A few hero teams are closer to the area on foot or bike and will attempt to get 
there quick!” 


It was a race against time. Izuku knew already what the League were after; All for One. Would 
Shigaraki release his mentor to inherit the AFO Quirk? Out of loyalty? To get the most powerful 
person in Japan to support his plans? 


It didn’t matter. An average person would take half an hour just to navigate the corridors to All for 
One’s cell. The League would be opposed every step of the way, and the heroes would close in on 
them. Their final gambit, or the beginning of a new dark age? It depended on how well the heroes 
fought. It was everything or nothing, and Izuku was ready to fight to the death. 


The winter of their second year at UA had been one full of changes for Katsuki Bakugou. First 
time greeting the new year with a full Hero License, his first Christmas spending it with someone, 
the first time he had driven a vehicle half as fast as his own explosions! A vintage American style 
bike, red and black and orange, and with soft leather saddlebags, it was beautiful! 


Driving it around with Eijirou...it almost made everything else fade away in the background. It 
was like he was meant to ride it, and to have him by his side. 


And there was no place better for that than the shore near Tartarus. There were no tall buildings 
nearby, or big housing developments, meant to isolate Tartarus as much as possible, and to keep 
escapes as difficult as they could be. The wind and the free air freed his mind from the fact that his 
bike license was a bit lenient and it wasn’t fully legal for him to drive a bike this powerful... 


Helicopters could be seen from far away, so Katsuki pulled over to watch. Maybe it was some 
high-risk arrest? It was a bit calming to imagine that, and it made sense with how militaristic the 
helicopters looked. Katsuki shrugged, put his helmet back on and continued. Driving away from 
Tartarus, Katsuki rode down the sea road, respecting the traffic rules (but cursing angrily at a 
fuckhead who cut into his lane). Until, at a stop sign a few miles away, he found himself side by 
side by his sort-of-classmate, Hitoshi Shinsou. Since Kaminari was the purple haired bitch’s 


friend, and Ashido seemed to want to as well, the fucker was always around the “squad”. At one 
point Kaminari had called it the “BakuSquad” but honestly, they were all Kirishima’s friends, 
before Bakugou’s. It was logical not to label it as such. 


“What’s up, troll hair bitch?” he snarled, and Shinsou just flipped him off. That would not stand. 
The moment the light turned green, they would race, and Katsuki would humiliate him! 


But their phone earpieces came to life. A Hero Net call for help, a chance to fuck up someone’s 
day! There was a call for all available heroes...and from behind him, Katsuki heard the distant 
sound of gunfire and explosions. It was Tartarus, under attack. 


“Let’s save that race for later, alright?” said Shinsou beside him, and the two started driving for the 
oncoming lane. They had to reach Tartarus as fast as they could, but with the panicked traffic... 
Hurry the fuck up! They are attacking! Get your heads out your asses, civilians! FUCK! 


What could the villains be after? Was it the League? If it was Shigaraki...All for One! 


“Hurry the fuck up, Shinsou, shit is hitting the fan. You have your cheap piece of crap equipment 
on you?” 


“Yeah, you?” 


Katsuki nodded; he had his hero suit under the motorbike leathers and his gauntlets and kneepads 
on the saddlebags. He was as ready as he could ever be. But to see All for One again? Nothing 
could prepare him for that. He had to stop those weak League villains before they could reach All 
for One, or the world could go to shit. That, at least, he had learned from All Might and Deku; 
AFO was the real threat. 


“Command post Theta here, we are holding the line, everything is good up here! The Twice clones 
are weak to guns! Shoot them in the head, use everything we have got, stop that tide. Wait...oh 
fuck! They’ve got Nomus! Aim for the brain! Officers! Aim for the...They are different, throw 
everything we have at them!” 


Different Nomus? That was not good in the slightest. Japan’s police and heroes had adapted to the 
Nomu types seen before; exposed brains, not very intelligent, dependent on a handler. Unusual 
Quirks, strength about three times that of an average person, no particular strategy or fighting 
style. 


A bit over a year back, though, there had been a big fight involving a Nomu, nicknamed the High 
End, and Endeavor, his first fight as the number one hero. Higher intelligence, incredible power, 
even a few Quirks Izuku had recognized, like Muscular’s muscle hypertrophy, in particular the way 
it supported its “wings”. A truly fearsome creature, and a fight Izuku had grudgingly admired. Sure, 
Endeavor was perhaps the worst person he had known, but that had been some fine battling. 


“Guys, the League have been uh...quiet for a while, half a year, right?” 


“Yes, their last known incident was a bank job eight months ago and have kept low since then...I 
thought they had died!” answered Tenya, checking on any possible news on his phone. “It seems... 


it seems they were gathering resources, maybe training? It was foolish on our part to believe they 
had gone to ground after that inconclusive fight against Gigantomachia.” 


The fight lida was referring to had been a small engagement in the mountains. Kirishima and 
Bakugou had been hiking when finding the giant sparring against members of the League, and had 
been joined by Mt. Lady and Miruko, who were nearby. The fight had lasted for ten minutes, and 
had ended with two broken ribs, a fractured wrist and a dislocated shoulder for Mt. Lady, and a 
very nasty eye injury for Gigantomachia, from one of Miruko’s kicks. Nobody knew if he would 
lose the eye. In the end, Gigantomachia had covered the rest of his team’s escape and, after kicking 
an Unbreakable Kirishima against a cliffside, the giant had been teleported away, by some 
disgusting black liquid pouring from his mouth and covering in seconds his entire body. 


“Well, guys...they have new Nomus now, we all heard the radio. They might still have fodder 
Nomus, so we take those first and deal with the new ones later, okay? Shouto, you and Uraraka 
take the outside side; Momo, you and Tenya the front approach. Tsuyu, we go together; we are the 
most agile and can get fast to All for One’s cell!” 


But before he could detail the plan even further, there was a direct call on the Hero Net; “Deku! 
What’s up? It is your favourite senpai crew, we’re around to help, count on us!” 


“Mirio, you don’t have a Quirk! And how are you going to get there? We’re on the fastest 
transport and are still seven minutes away!” It felt extremely hypocritical to discourage Mirio’s 
heroism as a Quirkless person, but Izuku had to think of his senpai’s safety! 


“We were having some stew nearby, Nejire’s recommendation. And I still carry my suit around, so 
I’m still ready. We can be there a couple minutes after you guys!” 


“Mirio, you could die! Do you even have a valid hero license?” 


“Nope! But Quirkless vigilantism is a grey area!!!” The senpai laughed, and on the speaker Izuku 
also heard Nejire’s musical giggling. “And the great Suneater has got my back, I have nothing to 
fear.” 


This was a bad idea, Izuku knew, but it didn’t mean he wasn’t grateful for the help. Endeavor and 
other heroes in the vicinity would also arrive quick enough...hopefully. But they couldn’t count on 
that, in a single instant the mission could turn upside down. They could only depend on each other, 
and, if they were close enough, the Big 3. Or more accurately, the Big 2 plus a buff teenager. 


“We’re very, very close! Where do I land this Baby?” asked Mei, who was having the time of her 
life flying a plane she had built from scratch. 


“Can you do a hover?” 
“Yeah!” 
“Uraraka, can you and Todoroki float safely to the ground?” 


Her face was full of a hero’s determination, no space for whatever tension there was between them. 
“T’ve got it, Deku.” 


“Mei, stop by the main bridge, and then hover above the roof! Iida and I have legs that can take a 
fall.” 


With big smile and gleaming eyes, Mei’s hands clicked a dozen buttons and levers, before pulling 
on the stick, bringing them to a halt above the access bridge to Tartarus. “Go, go, go! Frostburn, 


(2? 


Uravity, go!” They jumped off, with a touch of Uraraka’s Quirk keeping Shouto from becoming a 
splat on the ground. 


It was hero names from here on out, no first or last names. Eraserhead had taught them that 
extremely well, one of the biggest lessons he gave them. It wasn’t that people wouldn’t know their 
identities (as UA students they were already somewhat well known), but rather the separation of 
the hero and their personal life. It showed that they were in the moment, switched on. Ready. 


“Ingenium II! Philosopher!!! Jump! Land safely!” Tenya and Momo had changed their hero names 
slightly, formalizing the role of the current Ingenium and ditching the “Creati”, choosing the new 
one after the Philosopher’s Stone. “I turn food to pretty much anything, I believe I deserve to call 
myself after a stone that could turn lead to gold!” she had said when presenting the change request. 


Both dark haired heroes leapt, with Momo holding on to Tenya; the current Ingenium had 
extremely strong and powerful legs, and as a natural side effect of his Quirk, had developed quite 
the shock absorption and strong bones in both legs and spine. In layman’s terms, he had zero 
problems jumping down fifteen meters! 


With a good percentage of One for All, Izuku could achieve similar results. “Hop on, Froppy!” 
Mei waved them off “Go! Jump! Kick ass!” 


With a deep breath, Izuku leapt. There were twelve meters between his feet and the ground, and the 
air whooshed past his ears; it was exhilarating! He had never been too afraid of heights, and to 
know that he would make the jump unharmed filled him with a sense of incredible pride. 


Three meters from the ground, Tsuyu pushed off his back, aiming for a roll. Izuku twisted for a 
combat roll of his own, landing softly as his weight and momentum were distributed through his 
entire body, and further cushioned by the pure energy running through his skin. 


Up on the roof, Deku saw a few men with guns, yelling in English to communicate with each other. 
Foreign mercenaries, Shigaraki got some friends. The roof of Tartarus was huge, separating the 
squads of mercenaries, the few members of the League that were up top, and their teammates by 
dozens of meters, maybe even a hundred and fifty meters between Izuku, Iida and Momo. Their 
fight was their own; Momo was fighting a helicopter, a gunship, by the look of its missiles, while 
lida covered her. The gunship fired its machine gun...right at a big riot shield Momo had made out 
of a Kevlar-titanium alloy! She was incredible! 


As lida jumped from the bubble shield to kick at the helicopter, Izuku was turned back to his fight. 
Ten men closed into accurate firing distance, so Deku and Froppy quickly took cover. “Deku, 
there’s a hatch close by, I can open it, kero.” 


“T’ll cover you!” Deku took aim and sent a burst of air, placing the shockwave just behind the 
mercenaries. It took their balance for a second, enough time for a second snap “Air Force 
SMASH!” Izuku yelled, as a few lost their footing and were sent flying a few meters back. It 
wasn’t lethal, but they were hardly the main target; everything was just an obstacle between Izuku 
and All for One. 


Froppy gave him a thumbs up as the hatch opened, and in a second both had jumped in, closing it 
behind them. The fight on the roof was no longer their concern. 


“All heroes, this is Deku, my team is on site and we are engaging the League. Froppy and I just 
climbed down hatch...uh...35, on the north side of the roof. Tartarus security, what is your 
status?” Izuku said, kneeling down to speak on his earpiece. 


“Command post Zeta here, we lost CP Theta to the Nomus. Alpha and Gamma are holding against 
some sort of soldiers with guns, Bravo was overrun by Shigaraki. Echo is dealing with a bunch of 
Twice clones. They’re pushing back.” 


“What is the quickest route to intercept Shigaraki? They must be heading to AFO’s cell.” 


The policeman hesitated for a second, then said “There is a ramp elevator a hundred meters away, 
it goes pretty directly to the cell, but for the last three levels you will have to take corridors and 
stairs and...I’1l send you a map by Hero Net. Deku, right? What kinda hero name is that, huh?” 


“Err haha...I chose it to spite my bully, long story! Oh, I just received it. Are you sure this is the 
quickest route to intercept?” Tsuyu nodded at him in agreement after looking carefully at the 
holographic map on Izuku’s wrist communications pad, yet another genius invention of Mei. 


“From your approach, yes. From the side, there is a side hatch on a wall that leads to a level above 
AFO’s cell, it can only be reached by a tall boat with an elevator platform...” 


A girly voice then interrupted them “Dibs! Broccoli head Deku, we are here! The Big 3 have 
arrived! I’m carrying the boys and flying super fast...Oh look, there’s the door!” On the 
background they could hear Tamaki’s terrified yelp and Mirio saying “Slow down, slow down!” 


They heard the metallic thump on their comms; they had crashed against that wall. Izuku cringed, 
Tsuyu just shook her head, unamused. “We are fine! And running, running, running in to catch the 
villains! Oh look, an evil trench coat! This way boys!” The communication was turned off as the 
Big 3 moved in to engage the enemy. 


“T hope they are fast enough to stop Shigaraki...” 


Tsuyu smiled softly “They are big guys, it’s in their name, they can take care of themselves. We 
should keep going.” 


The hundred meters separating them from the ramp were closed by heavy steel blast doors. Some 
they could unlock with their hero credentials, some they could hack open, but a few had been 
damaged indirectly by the villain’s attacks, so they took turns kicking them down. The upper floors 
of Tartarus were not meant to be the highest security, so it was only a few inches of steel to kick, a 
task that both Froppy and Deku could perform admirably. 


As Froppy kicked down the last steel door, they saw the elevators, which descended diagonally 
into the ground. One was at the dock, and the other was somewhere below. The lifts were open, 
designed for cargo. It looked like a thing straight out of a mine, not a prison, but it probably made 
sense to use it to bring in larger inmates, as a gigantic hatch on the roof could be opened to lower 
them directly via helicopter. For absolute units as Gigantomachia, when he finally got arrested, it 
was necessary. 


“Tzuku, do you know how to operate a cargo lift, kero?” 


“Uhhbh...no.” 


It took them an agonizingly long time, before finally a button worked, and the lift started going 
down! Down below the lights were off, so they couldn’t see what was happening. The sounds of 


battle didn’t reach the ramp, the walls around them were really thick now. 
“Do you think we could, I dunno...run down the ramp instead?” 


Tsuyu took a look down at it and reported “Looks like a ton of cables and the tracks the lift is on, 
and those look oiled. Kero, we could slip and fall and there is very little to catch ourselves with. A 
bad death, Deku.” They would need to endure the ride, and hope they were still fast enough. 


“Checkpoint Persephone, we have them against the wall but we are running low on ammunition! 
That guy with glasses has some...thing on his backpack...a tiny Nomu? What the hell? Does it 
have arms? Kujo, does that baby Nomu have arms?” 


A stoic voice replied “Give me a break, it is a baby Nomu with no arms...Where did the leader go? 
Where is Shigaraki?” 


Static followed, and the radio line died. Izuku tried reaching them again, but nothing. He hoped 
they weren’t dead, that Shigaraki was too focused on finding AFO...but he couldn’t fool himself. 
Those guards were probably gone. 


“Deku, is that the other lift...” the sound of a vacuum forming and popping loudly interrupted 
Tsuyu as a chunk of their elevator was turned into a marble, that plopped onto the ground with a 
small click. 


“Ts that...hold up, it’s just a mask, no gizmos or anything...let me squint...” Another attack tore a 
small section of safety railing, missing the mark by quite a distance. “Green...two of them. Froppy 
and Izuku-Baby! Or whatever nickname our dear Toga has chosen for you lately...Stay still, will 
you?” 


“He has two Nomus, Deku, we can take them, kero.” 


The two elevators were now close enough that with augmented leg strength they could definitely 
make it. And Compress also jumped with ridiculous agility when he kidnapped Kacchan...can he 
still do that? And...how did that even work? Exchanging a look, both heroes took the jump, Tsuyu 
going high and Izuku aiming low, directly at the tracks that held the lift. 


“Smash!” he yelled as his foot connected, denting the metal and making the lift stumble. At the 
same time, Tsuyu attacked with a kick of her own, her foot pushing a medium sized Nomu off the 
platform. The creature wailed haplessly and rather pathetically. 


“Ah dammit! You kicked off Freddy! That’s it, young lass, it’s personal now, that Nomu was like 
our pet! Mary, you attack Izu-Babbu!” It seemed like Compress, or the League at large, had 
decided to name the Nomus, like that regular yellow Nomu that had just fallen off...and the 
fearsome female Nomu that pounced on Izuku as he clambered on top of the platform! 


Mary, huh? What Quirks did they put it you? You are definitely one of the new Nomus. She was a 
tall girl, with a muscular build that made the ghost of Nana Shimura smile in approval. Her arms 
reached past her knees and her fingers extended to sharp claws, must be one of the Quirks...do they 
extend or are the claws fixed? Are the arms that long always? Her legs had an extra point of 
articulation; below the knee they turned again, like the hind legs of a gazelle. And based on the 
way she had rushed to attack Izuku, they gave her amazing speed and strength. 


Besides the possible Quirks for each pair of limbs, Izuku could notice a certain sound reduction 
around her. A stealth Nomu? He sent a roundhouse kick, probing her defences; the female Nomu 
countered with a kick of her own. She was quite strong, and rather fast. Her face was hidden 


behind what looked like a mask, but as her eyes focused on him, he could tell it was likely organic, 
like the bodysuit that covered her. A second skin? Might be another Quirk... 


As Deku probed his opponent’s defences, looking for any weak spot, Froppy moved around 
quickly, everywhere at once. She bounded from side to side of the platform, jumped to the walls 
and back. She was too nimble, too quick, but all around her the air imploded into marbles, catching 
small pieces of the elevator each time. By this point, there were no railings, the crates stacked had 
been torn to pieces, and even some floorboards were gone. 


All Tsuyu needed was to close in the distance. Mr. Compress relied on his sole remaining hand for 
his Quirk, after losing one against Overhaul. They had learned most of how his Quirk worked from 
observation, at the very least to aim the compression of matter. The compression only worked with 
his flesh hand, the prosthetic didn't channel the Quirk, so Deku and Froppy would focus on the 
flesh arm first. 


A compression blast took everything close to Tsuyu as she did a jump closer, just a single bound 
away from Compress...and along with the bottom half of Tsuyu’s hair and a bit of her shoe. The 
marble plinked on the ground and was quickly forgotten, as a Froppy with jagged shoulder length 
hair twisted and turned to deliver a devastating upwards kick. 


Tsuyu had some level of super strength in her lower body, and the sickening crunch of Mr. 
Compress’ bones was heard as Froppy’s foot connected with his wrist. There was no time for him 
to scream in pain, no time to curse, as Tsuyu wrapped her tongue around his neck and, using her 
bodyweight, threw him over her shoulder and unto the ground. He was dazed and stunned, and 
couldn’t move much. 


Meanwhile Izuku had closed in on Mary. While she didn’t have two years of sparring experience 
against pro heroes, like Izuku, and fought in a wild, unpredictable way, she made up for her lack of 
technique with sheer brutality. Her claws tore the floor every time Deku parried her strikes 
downwards, the talons of her feet whistled as they passed just inches past his face. Izuku’s Shoot 
Style didn’t give him much advantage over a Nomu who was well over two meters tall, and had 
longer legs than any human of such height. 


Cursing his short height and the lack of advantage it gave him in a straight fight, Deku stepped 
back in order to change strategy. Mary seemed to have no long-range Quirks, and that gave him the 
advantage at mid-range! He aimed his fist, and sent a five finger Air Force Smash right at her face. 
Based on tests he had run with Mei, he knew that, at his current percentage of One for All, such an 
attack had about enough force to bend steel, or break someone’s skull. 


It just tore away Mary’s mask. 


Behind it, her face was a mixture of biological and mechanical elements, and a lot of exposed 
nerves. It was frightening, but the yell she let out next? Chilling. 


Mary’s eyes were wide and full of anger, and fear, and somehow...innocence. She wasn’t fully 
comprehending the situation, just that she had to fight. Who had she been? What was her story? It 
was a tragedy, that was for sure. And she would not likely ever be the same as she had been...In a 
way, whoever Mary had been, was now dead. 


She had gone berserk, attacking even more randomly than before. A swipe at his knees, a slash by 
his carotid artery, a punch to his shoulder, a kick to the side of his face. He avoided the claws, he 
evaded the talons, and he blocked the hits...but he had left himself open in his last parry, and he 
was just close enough. 


A claw sliced the side of his jaw, spraying blood all around and breaking his mouthguard in two. 
The piece of metal spared his neck of the worst, but Izuku still felt his skin being ripped open. It 
was agony, but it had brought Mary’s arm within reach of his hands! In an instant he had a firm 
grasp on her forearm and was swinging her around and above his head, taking her down and 
smashing her face onto the floor. 


She squirmed under his hold, immediately moving to free herself. Izuku let go of her arm and 
instead locked his arms around her neck in a rear naked choke. He held on as tight as he could; he 
had to choke her unconscious, or she would free herself and claw out his eyes! 


Mary’s arms tried clawing at him, so Deku hid his face behind her neck. The sharp claws tore at 
his suit, damaging even the resistant cloth Mei had created, and sending little sprays of blood all 
over. Just more scars to add to the pile, nothing deadly, I will be alright...but Recovery Girl might 
kill me first! It hurt, but Izuku’s pain threshold was ridiculously high after half a semester breaking 
his bones, so he held on. 


On the ground, Mr. Compress had used his prosthetic arm to get himself up, and dusted his coat. 
Froppy circled around him like a predator, too nimble for him to focus on her long enough to come 
up with a strategy. But was his Quirk completely tied to his hand? Could he do it with a broken 
arm? 


Compress used the prosthetic to raise his mangled hand, and Tsuyu knew she had made a mistake 
on not finishing him off on the ground. “Deku, get out the way!” she yelled, and it took all of 
Izuku’s speed to push both himself and Mary the Nomu to the side. A small crystal ball containing 
a good part of the back of his hair fell to the ground. 


“Well our dear Toga will probably appreciate I didn’t take your head off. Don’t know if she’ ll like 
that undercut, I am no barber! Now for my next trick, Pll capture you both and get this hand 
checked at, how am I expected to do card tricks like this? My kids are already scared of my robot 
hand...Stay still, damn you!” 


Izuku saw the next attack aimed right at his head, and his veins filled with adrenalin. Everything 
became hyperreal, every one of his senses was amplified by the feeling of his imminent death; he 
could feel the struggling Nomu pause and switch her attack, a bone claw sliding out of her elbow to 
stab him, he could hear Tsuyu gliding through the air, a kick about to connect, and he could feel 
his stomach clenching in anticipation of a hit... 


So, he pushed Mary upwards, right into the compression’s path and as he did so he jumped 
backwards and to the floor, hitting his shoulder hard on the corrugated metal sheet, and denting it 
considerably. There was a loud whoosh as Mary was instantly compressed into a small marble, 
which Izuku caught and placed securely in his pocket. 


And then a cracking sound, as Mr. Compress’ mask split in two, kicked by Froppy. He dropped 
down, clutching his swollen face in his hands, his legs giving way and not supporting him. “A 
magician’s thing is sleight of hand and that...that was quick.” 


Tsuyu placed a foot on his chest, holding him down. “Can I say something? Before you arrest me 
and all?” 


“Move and I will kick your face in, kero. I was holding back right now, don’t make me regret it.” 


“Okay, I get it. I would...I know that we are the worst. As villains. I...I shouldn’t have done this to 
my family but the League...they are my family too. I had to see this through. Shigaraki...that boy 
has probably made it by now, or he will soon enough. And you two...I think I slowed you down 


quite a bit, didn’t I?” 


“Kero, we don’t have time for this...” Tsuyu said as she mixed some of her saliva with a toxin she 
produced in her stomach, “It is not puke, villain, it is a neurotoxin that will safely knock you out 
for 45 minutes, kero.” She spat it at him, and Compress was out like a light. 


Despite taking out the balance of the elevator at first, the thing had kept on going, and now they 
were almost out of sight from their own lift, the one that was heading down. “Guess there’s no time 
to tie him up, is there?” asked Izuku rhetorically, as both took a few steps back for a running start 
and leapt, managing to catch onto the lift in the very last second. 


Tsuyu was up on the platform first and gave Izuku a hand to clamber up. They exchanged a proud 
look; they had really come very far from those two newbie students who had fought together at the 
USJ attack. To be the first to arrive at the scene and catch a high end Nomu, as well as Mr. 
Compress? They were really turning into great pro heroes, and they weren’t even doing this full 
time yet! 


“Looks like we are getting close, kero. You ready?” 


Izuku tightened his fists, thinking of every encounter with Shigaraki. USJ, the Kiyashi Ward mall, 
when rescuing Bakugou, that rooftop skirmish last winter... “Let’s go get that crusty villain.” 


Kill with my knees 


Chapter Notes 


Izuku and his team have arrived on scene, and reinforcements will arrive soon. The 
breakout is almost complete! 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Katsuki was beyond pissed. He had arrived a couple minutes after for some reason fucking Half- 
and-Half! And Uraraka was there too, being a badass, which he approved of. But how the fuck had 
Todoroki and the others made it so fast? It had to be the work of that insane bitch Hatsume. The 
Hero Net operators were already telling him all sorts of useless shit, like Birdbrain and his idiot 
teacher being inbound; that Endeavor, that tiny dick piece of trash, had a helicopter; that those 
wackjobs from the Big 3 had gone inside a side entrance like the clowns they were. 


It didn’t matter at all. All that mattered was the armoured truck in front of them. He had Shinsou to 
rely on, but that useless bastard could not take on an armoured personnel carrier or APC, no matter 
how much he had grown as a hero, no matter that he wasn’t as much of a whiny bitch anymore. 
But Shinsou could help him get to Uraraka, and with her they could take on the truck and secure 
the bridge to Tartarus. 


“Distract them, you purple, whiny little bitch!” 


Shinsou nodded and started darting from cover to cover, which on the bridge consisted of concrete 
barriers and trashed, abandoned cars; the attack had caught a few civilian contractors on the way to 
cater to Tartarus’ needs, as notable in a large food catering truck and several pickup trucks full of 
crates. 


The enemy mercenaries had driven a large armoured truck straight through the traffic, smashed the 
front entrance, and turned back to face the hero counterattack. It was armed with a big machinegun 
on top, which, if Katsuki’s knowledge of blasts and explosions didn’t fail him, was a .70 calibre M7 
heavy machine gun. A beautiful piece of engineering, perfected from the old M2...and which could 
turn any of his fellow heroes into pink mist in a couple shots. 


The machine gun’s firing arc was open enough that it could fire at any of them the second they left 
cover, so Katsuki couldn’t just fly over and blast them all to hell. He had to rely on others...just for 
now. 


The second Shinsou moved, the machine gun trained on him, and were it not for a thick concrete 
barrier, that whiny bitch would have been obliterated. He was fast enough, thankfully. Katsuki 
might have been unamused with his classmate’s first real mission being the last, but the idea of 
Ashido and Kaminari crying day and night over that? Shinsou better stay alive. 


With a second to act, Katsuki surveyed the forward area: Uraraka had touched a car and was using 
it for cover, while a giant ice wall shielded some civilians still caught up in the fight. They were 
weak and couldn’t protect themselves, and that task would likely keep the fucking half-and-half at 
least while the APC was in play... 


“Bakugou, you annoying twat! Move when I count to three! One...two...three!” yelled Shinsou, as 


he ran out in the open again. It was reckless, but that showed some balls. Katsuki used the chance 
well, sending himself up in the air, three meters up, and then forward, blasting in a couple seconds 
just behind Uraraka. 


The hero Uravity had picked up some rubble, and was in the process of using her Quirk on it and 
throwing it at the truck, to pretty good effect; the windows were broken and all the mercs except 
the one on the turret had taken cover behind the truck. 


“Wassup, Roundface?” he said, casually. Their mutual respect made them almost friends, but 
Uraraka’s shifting focus made her hard to figure out. Katsuki still didn’t know whether she was any 
close to her goals than in first year, but in a fight, she was steady. And Katsuki couldn’t but admire 
that. 


“Bakugou? What are you doing here?” 


“T was riding my bike on the area. There’s fuckers to destroy here. So, like old man All Might says, 
I am here. And I got a plan.” 


She looked at him, a determined smile on her face “Yeah? What’s the big idea?” 


“T blast the turret with a volley of AP Shots and run at it. You touch it, send it up...and Howitzer 
Impact!” 


She nodded. “That will work! Let’s go win this, just like...” Her face turned sad, then anxious, 
then pissed off. Just like who, Roundface? Who the fuck? “Like All Might!” The anger stayed, 
melded with determination. They could work like that. 


“Ready? Let’s fuckin’ do it!!!” 


The hero King Explosion Murder (at least that was what he called himself in his mind, those UA 
fuckers still hadn't accepted it) blasted up into the sky, moving fast as hell. He went from behind 
cover, to a tall van, fired a shot, then moved again. Every blast was accurate and powerful, bending 
the turret’s metal blast shield inwards. Would it kill the gunner? Only if the fucker was stupid 
enough to stay behind the gun! 


Now the M7 gun was trained on him, and King Explosion Murder was starting to feel the heat as 
those ridiculously big bullets zoomed by, just inches away from his death. It was exhilarating, and 
he felt alive! 


He lived in the moment, he felt his own power, there was no doubt in his mind. Just the instant. 
Evading the gunfire. His sweat exploding in his palms. The unobtrusive ear protection he wore 
clogging the sounds of the world, and his heartbeat filling his eardrums. The absolute victory as he 
saw Uravity sliding over a car and right up to the enemy truck! 


In a touch the APC’s wheels left the ground and it started rising slowly, so King Explosion Murder 
propelled himself right up to it, darting beneath the arc of its machinegun. In a second Uravity had 
cleared the blast area, and King Explosion Murder was ready. 


“HOWITZER IMPACT!” he yelled, laughing grimly as he brought his hands together for a blast 
that could tear down pretty much anything he had tried it against. The tingle as his hand sweat 
ignited and became a concussive blast the size of a telephone booth...it tickled his spine all the 
way up to his brain. Blasting things made him feel good. Hurting fools with it? Even better! 


With the combined powers of Uravity and King Explosion Murder, the enemy truck had blasted 
off the bridge and fallen into the ocean, as Uraraka brought her fingers together. The APC blasting 


off had knocked the mercs behind it into the ground, with several impact wounds visible; shattered 
bones, swelling. Maybe a broken skull or two. A few were not moving. Dead? Who the fuck cared? 
They were foreign mercenaries, helping to release the most dangerous man in Japan. They had 
started a war and in war, people died. 


Shinsou moved in then to tie up any who were still moving, while Todoroki cleared away the 
civilians. It had been a victory and the heroes could advance and fuck up more villains. 


Katsuki turned to Uraraka, giving him a smile that would have made weaker people piss their 
pants. She was tough as hell, so she returned it. “Roundface, that was great. Top tier fucking 
work!” Jf I wasn’t in love with Eijirou...who knows. 


But their victory was short lived. No sooner had Shinsou put all the bundled mercs on the side of 
the road and Todoroki cleared the last civilian, that a blast of blue fire rained down on them. Three 
more blasts followed, and they dove for cover. “It is that crusty fuck Dabi! I’m gonna rip his head 
off!” 


And then a fireball flew over their heads, and Katsuki felt his heart sink. Even before turning 
around, he knew what object had been engulfed in flames. As his eyes followed the path of the fire, 
they set upon the charred, burnt remains. Of his goddamn motorcycle. Eijirou’s Christmas gift, 
given with such a sweet face...Gods, he had never been happier. He had never been more complete 
than that Christmas together. 


And now the proof it had happened, the gift Eijirou had given him? Gone up in flames. 


“Where are you, Shouto Todoroki? We have much to discuss...about Endeavor! He is going to use 
you as a...” Dabi started, but King Explosion Murder had taken up to the air, reaching the platform 
the villain had descended upon, borne aloft by his flames. The platform was some scaffolding 
attached to the bridge and King Explosion Murder reached it in a couple seconds. 


“DIE!” yelled King Explosion Murder, setting off explosion after explosion and attacking 
mercilessly. He started with a right hook, just like that piece of shit Deku says I do, huh? Next an 
uppercut, an explosion-powered backhand! A kick to the scrawny villain’s leg and a straight punch 
to the face, blasting with his gauntlet! 


The villain defended himself with blue flames. The concussive power of the blasts was softened by 
the sheer pressure the fire expelled, so the fucker was still alive, but the kick to the leg kneecapped 
him, and he retreated in a limp. King Explosion Murder backed up Dabi to the edge of the 
platform. It was a furious exchange of explosions and fire, and King Explosion Murder had the 
initiative. A few moves more and the piece of shit would fall into the waves! 


And then Dabi covered his entire arms with flames, then his neck and even his face. Those ugly, 
crusty scars took flame, and Katsuki realized that they were like that because they were the places 
the fire could sprout from! “Do you expect me to be amazed you don’t melt your eyeballs and can 
see through that blue fire? You fucking villain, ?1l KILL YOU! THAT BIKE WAS A GIFT!” 


Dabi had the gall to smile like the sassy bitch he was “I looked for the ugliest vehicle in the bridge 
and burnt it...it was an eyesore.” 


“IT WAS A 2098 HARLEY! A CLASSIC! KIRI BOUGHT IT WITH HIS FIRST BONUS!” His 
anger still pushed him onwards, but with more fire in play, Dabi was getting dangerous. Every 
fireball seemed bigger, even if it had the villain panting and in pain. 


Maybe it would have to be a battle of attrition, instead of the decisive victory King Explosion 


Murder always looked for... 


But the next fireball caught him off guard. He was way too close, his next attack already 
committed, a strong blast aimed at Dabi’s ribs. The blue fire caught all the concussion and spread, 
about to engulf him...and he was knocked off course by a pillar of ice slamming against his side. 


He crashed a few dozen meters away, rolling to avoid hurting himself, but that hit with the ice had 
taken the air from his lungs. “Fuckin’...half...and half...” he wheezed, trying hard to catch his 
breath. Shinsou and Uraraka were dragging the unconscious mercs away, as the bridge gradually 
caught fire. Katsuki could see the purple haired prick’s bike on the end of the bridge...in perfect 
condition. It was a disgrace! The world was unfair, and the anger pushed him onwards to join the 
fray. 


In the middle of the bridge Todoroki and Dabi were fighting, red flames against blue flames, and 
everything around them was catching fire. With Todoroki’s scar, the flame colours, everything... 
I'm getting déja vu... 


Shrugging off thoughts of copyright infringement, King Explosion Murder blasted into the fight, 
attacking with a left palm strike. Todoroki wasn’t an idiot and adjusted to fight around Katsuki’s 
moves, and they drove Dabi back to one of the bridge’s support beams. He looked desperate, even 
afraid. 


“Shouto...it could have been different. You could have listened! You could have joined me!” 


With his usual constipated voice, Todoroki answered “You have been attacking me for the past 
five minutes! I’m going to beat you before anything!” 


Dabi shook his head and opened his arms, just like Katsuki had seen Endeavor do. Fuck, you’re not 
about to... 


“Prominence...” 
Todoroki quickly interrupted him “Touya, NO! STOP! IT WILL KILL YOU!” 


“...Bur...” Dabi couldn’t finish the words, or to gather the fire for his attack. King Explosion 
Murder had been faster, flying at a him, his kneepad contacting with Dabi’s chest. “Kill with my 
knees”, he had asked the support company when first becoming a hero. And from the way Dabi 
crumpled, it had probably been just that. 


“Bakugou, did you just kill my evil older brother with your knees?” 


Katsuki shrugged “I had to do it at some point’, before kneeling down to take Dabi’s pulse “Nah, 
he’s alive. And he better because he OWES ME!” 


“T...thank you. Touya...he would not have survived a Prominence Burn. And neither would you.” 


“And you would, Half-and-Half? Oh wait, look up, that’s your dear old dad.” He pointed at the big 
Chinook-style helicopter that bypassed them to drop Miruko on the roof, her unexpectedly small 
frame landing with unrivalled agility, and from the back, Endeavor flew off, pushing himself with 
his own flames. 


King Explosion Murder set of a couple small explosions, sneering in distaste at the inelegant 
version of flying Endeavor managed. Just you wait, Endeavor, because my flying will take your 
spot and leave you in the dirt. 


Nejire Hadou wasn’t the most focused of girls. All the time her attention would get pulled by 
interesting stuff, her curiosity taking her quickly from one thing to the other. Her attention span 
was not a hindrance to her schoolwork, as she had graduated with good grades, but her friends did 
notice that conversation with her would be all over the place. Some like that, many didn’t. Yuyu, 
Mirio and Tamaki understood her, they accepted that part of her. It was nice! 


But as a hero, she switched on. Her attention now caught everything, every little detail, every little 
pattern. Where on her day to day a squirrel may distract her from eating pudding, as a hero a 
gunshot hole in a wall was evidence. A little thing out of place led to another, and then another. 


Ryukyu, her mentor, said her train of thought may not be the most orthodox one, but she got 
results. She was a good tracker, and in the mountains where Ryukyu chiefly acted, it was a great 
strength. Indoors, in an environment so full of clues? Nejire’s curiosity was a well-tuned compass! 


“Boys! I know where they went...and a shortcut! Suneater, you had beef, right?” 


Tamaki nodded shyly, and let the food transform his body, making him thick shouldered as a bull, 
and making horns appear on his head. 


“Okay! So cool! I'll blast this door and you finish bashing it in! It is gonna take us just to the 
corridor to the big boss cell!” 


“H...how...did you...did you know???” asked Tamaki. 
“There’s a big sign up there!” clarified Mirio “Your hood hides it for you, Suneater!” 


The hero with social anxiety looked up and panted in embarrassment “That...is a very dumb 
mistake.” 


“Get all your meal powers ready, Suneater, cause they are probably very close! Okay, three, two, 
one! Charge!” Nejire aimed both arms at the door and sent waves of pure power at them, the 
relentless power pushing the steel door to its hinges. She huffed and puffed her cheeks; it had to be 
at least a meter thick to resist so much! 


When the steel was at its limit, Tamaki charged it, slamming the door open with a shoulder bash. 
“Raaaahhhh!!!” he yelled, and led the way into the corridor. As some fried chicken power turned 
his legs like a velociraptor’s and Takoyaki turned his arms into tentacles, Tamaki’s confidence 
increased! Nejire followed, flying quickly, propelled by the wave energy her Quirk gave her. Mirio 
kept the rear guard, because with no Quirk, he could just run at the speed of a buff teenager, 
nothing more. 


Nejire was not afraid for Mirio, or his involvement in the mission. Mirio knew his limits, and 
would only stick to fighting regular goons, not one of the League villains; the wizard would just put 
him in a tiny ball, the crusty lanky one would make him a well-done steak, the boss with the sad 
eyes would make poor Mirio into dust! Maybe while Quirkless he could take on the one that 
looked like a shinobi tortoise and the strange girl with the crush on their young kohai, Deku...But 
who knew? It was best to take less risks! 


The corridor was covered in white panels, some sort of plasticky sci-fi-looking metal, and the 
entire roof was soft white lamps. Only the floor was a different colour, a slate grey. It made Nejire 


feel like she was on a starship in the future! A starship attacked by enemy humans, of course, since 
the aliens would likely use plasma weapons... 


“There they are!” she yelled, spotting a pair of evildoers. The first one was the leader! Shigaraki 
Tomura! He looked shorter than Nejire had imagined, and a lot less impressive. He had not lived a 
good life, and it showed. 


Shigaraki was no longer wearing hands on top of him, just one over his nose and mouth, which 
didn’t manage to hide a very dry face. When arrested, Nejire would insist on his guards facilitating 
a skin treatment for the poor sod! He had a long black coat, which was stylish in an evil sort of 
way, and his blueish white hair was quite long. 


The other man was dressed in a prison outfit, had the manacles of handcuffs still on his hands, and 
most strikingly, his head was a misshapen potato. All for One, Sensei, evil guy supreme! In a 
second Nejire felt a wave of fear wash through her, the sheer magnitude of AFO’s power apparent 
at a glance. But not her glance: All for One was seeing her. 


The fear Nejire felt for her own safety, the paralysing dread...Mirio charge at All for One, and 
Nejire forgot all about her fear. Her friend was in danger, and their bond was stronger than fear! 


Nejire was a blur of blue and light green as she tried to get in the way, to help Mirio, to do 
something. But she wasn’t fast enough, as All for One casually sprouted a ton of muscle and spikes 
on his right arm and swatted Mirio aside. Lemillion was down, and Nejire would protect him! 


But a hand shot towards her face, quick as lightning. Only her reflexes as a hero let her change 
direction quick enough, and a blast of energy managed to push Shigaraki away. The villain tried 
getting closer, but Wave Motion kept him at bay with her energy spirals. His willpower alone kept 
him standing as Nejire pushed and pushed. 


Behind her Suneater had joined the fray, his tentacles and velociraptor-like legs tearing at All for 
One’s arm with the rage one can only have when seeing a person, as beloved as Mirio was for 
Tamaki, on the ground, hurt and vulnerable. Tamaki was angrier than ever, and his wrath pushed 
back even the great All for One. 


Nejire pinned Shigaraki slowly, raising the power she was using bit by bit. Shigaraki took a knee, 
then both. He clawed a handhold with his Quirk, but Nejire wasn’t letting up... 


And then a blast of pure kinetic energy caught her from behind, from where Mirio had just gotten 
back up, from where Tamaki was clawing out All for One’s face with the talons in his legs. The 
blast popped Nejire’s ears, but even so she heard the thumping sound of two bodies crashing 
against a wall; her friends. 


Nejire herself was sent flying a few meters away, falling hard on the ground. Looking up, she saw 
All for One approach Shigaraki. The supervillain grabbed his underling by the shirt, torn now by 
Nejire’s waves, and spoke “Dojo. Sword. Hand. Decay. Sky. Action. Cherry Blossom. Death. 
Activate.” 


The words were loud and clear, and the ease with which he had spoken shook Nejire to the core; 
Tamaki had almost clawed out the entire skin off All for One’s face, how could he still speak? But 
the real terror came next, as Shigaraki started screaming his lungs out. 


The villain’s eyes lost focus and tears started streaming. He looked so...lost. Nejire’s heart hurt 
just looking at him. Sure, she knew that Shigaraki had done many foul deeds, and had damaged 
Japan so much...but to see him suffer like that? One had to be heartless not to feel bad for him. 


She had to do something. She had to help. In this moment, Shigaraki was not just a villain, he was a 
victim. And heroes defended victims, no matter what. Gritting her teeth, Nejire started getting up. 
She was the hero Wave Motion, acting leader of the Big 3. She was Ryukyu’s second in command. 
She was the girl with the blue-est hair in her apartment building! And most of all, she was not 
afraid of All for One. 


“T gave you your memories back...and you can’t accept them. I figured you would have 
remembered on your own, Tenko. It seems my hope was...misplaced. I...1f you had embraced the 
truth, if you had reacted as hoped, I would have given you All for One right now. You are not 
worthy, and I must cut my losses now. At least you were useful, for a while...Good riddance, 
Tenko Shimura!” 


An obsidian spider leg sprouted from the back of All for One, and was aimed right at Shigaraki’s 
heart! 


“Let that dry, pathetic lad go! Don’t hurt him!” Nejire focused all her power in a single blast, and 
succeeded in wrenching Shigaraki from AFO’s hands, throwing him like a ragdoll to the ground. 
All for One didn’t even move, and just looked at her, a smile on the lower side of his face, which 
somehow remained. Nejire noticed that he had good teeth, much to her annoyance. 


“You have just saved the worthless life of Tomura Shigaraki. Were you the hero that little Tenko 
Shimura never had? Or would you...” 


“DETROIT! SMAAAASHHHH!!!!” yelled a voice as Deku rolled in, punch first, sending All for 
One staggering a step back. 


“One for All! My brother’s Quirk, and it’s inheritor!” Three kicks were Deku’s next attacks, all 
connecting. Even from several meters away, Nejire heard the crunch of bones. A flying kick, the 
fourth one, sent a tooth clinking against a wall. Deku was then joined by Froppy, who kicked 
AFO’s kneecap, further staggering him. 


“Not in a talking mood, Izuku Midoriya? I have so many things I could tell you. About your Quirk, 
about yourself, about Shigaraki. I raised him for fifteen years to see the reaction on All Might’s 
face, you know? Or perhaps...” Both green heroes connected attacks to AFO’s face, interrupting 
him. 


The supervillain raised a hand and invisible walls of energy sent them to the ground. “Interrupting 
is quite rude, Midoriya. Miss Asui, I expected better of you as well, is that the example little 
Satsuki and young Samidare look up to? Disappointing. Ah, Izuku, what are you doing? Getting 
up? Think of dear Inko, think of her poor heart.” 


“Do not talk of my mother! Don’t threaten Tsuyu’s family! Don’t...think...[ won’t get UP!” Deku 
rose up slowly, and the invisible wall shattered. 


“Tzuku, you are not bad at this. But you are not on my level.” Three more obsidian spider legs 
sprouted and attacked Deku, overwhelming his defences and closing in to pierce his heart...until a 
strong tentacle pulled All for One’s foot, almost tripping him. Nejire moved up, limping as quickly 
as she could to where Shigaraki had ended up. 


Deku had used the momentary distraction to hold on to one of the spider legs and, with a yell of 
effort, had pulled on it, swinging All for One over his head! The supervillain crashed on the 
ground, the momentum tearing off the appendage entirely. Mirio took advantage of the small 
opening and swung a piece of rebar at All for One, his improvised weapon acquired from the 
wreckage of the wall he had crashed against. 


The steel rod did about as much damage as a rubber ducky thrown by a toddler. Mirio was met by a 
superpowered punch again, and this time he stayed down. He fell near Nejire, and she could see his 
chest showing swelling and bruises already. 


With the last ounces of her strength, Nejire sent twin spirals of wave motion at All for One. If she 
held on long enough, she might pin him down...But the supervillain took a step. Then another. He 
was relentless. Nejire could not keep up with that superpowered resilience; she was only human. 
This villain was well beyond that. 


Deku, Froppy, and Suneater fought hard, but their attacks were countered at every turn. Froppy fell 
first, caught in a cold blast of air. Suneater went next, an uppercut to the stomach knocking all air 
from his lungs. He vomited, and with the half-digested food went away some of his power. 
Heaving, he fell to the floor. 


Deku held on, fighting with everything he had. It was not enough. All for One was toying with 
him. 


“This is not even close to the power you have unleashed before! Are you afraid of breaking your 
bones? I will do much worse...eventually. First, I might just sit back and watch, for a while longer. 
I might just find a few amusing ways to...” In an unexpected move, Deku had flicked his pinkie 
finger at full power at All for One, the wind pressure knocking Nejire back. 


Then Deku had stomped on the ground, taking AFO’s grip on the ground for just an instant...and 
then the green hero choke slammed All for One, the energy of his Quirk lighting up his entire body 
in red and green. 


AFO spit blood, smiled through broken teeth, and said “You made me bleed, congratulations. That 
reminds me of the first thirty seconds of my first fight with All Might...good times, good times. 
Lost my face, died a couple times, you know, the works. I’ll see you soon, Izuku Midoriya. And... 
don’t go befriending any pathetic people in these days, you will need strong people beside you if 
you are to give me an entertaining fight.” 


And with that, All for One fired that same energy Quirk he had used earlier, this time as a beam. It 
cut a meter-thick hole all the way through Tartarus. And then... 


And then All for One flew. 


Nejire felt fear again. All for One had used so little of his power against them. Even when injured 
and old, he was still way beyond their power. And he didn’t just kill people, the screaming and 
crying Shigaraki was proof of that. Carefully, Nejire placed some handcuffs on him, which Tsuyu 
had given her from a pouch on her suit. Some weird tech that their pal Hatsume had made, it 
seemed. It looked like a pair of clear plastic socks, connected with a polymer chain. But the socks 
were made out of a neat material, and filled with some sorta fluid, so when she put his hands in 
them, Shigaraki’s fingers wouldn’t just melt through! 


Even as she secured Shigaraki and Tsuyu checked on Tamaki and Mirio, Deku leapt to action, 
climbing the hole All for One had created through the walls and roof. He was amazingly stubborn! 


It took a few minutes, and Nejire felt some energy return to her. She looked closer and Shigaraki; 
without a hand on his face, he was almost good looking. Maybe without the lines of worry and 
sadness and anger on his face...She pitied him. He was in pain, and she wanted him to feel better. 
With delicate hands she patted his back, like when calming a young boy. 


“T surrender!” he cried as he opened his eyes. They had changed completely. Where once there was 


nothing but anger, hate and grief, now there was confusion, a sense of great loss. “You saved me. I 
know who I was. I know I was Tenko Shimura.” 


Nejire couldn’t help but smile at him. This was an...interesting development. And her curios 
nature had her dying to know everything about both Shigaraki and Tenko Shimura. “Well, I am 
Nejire Hadou, nice to meet you!” 


Enji Todoroki, the Flame Hero Endeavor, flew over the battlefield, or in the words of someone 
wise from the distant past “he fell with style”. The fire could propel him upward in bursts, but it 
simply wasn’t enough for real flight. Perhaps someone with more balanced body temperature, like 
his son Shouto, could actually fly with flames alone, with proper training... 


But it served for now, and it served well. 


Like an avenging god, Endeavor rained fire upon the mercenaries that littered the roof of Tartarus. 
He took one sector, while Miruko took another, and the kids from what had turned out to be 
Shouto’s team had the rest, combining a speedtser’s kicks and minigun that fired rubber bullets. 
The students had a downed helicopter as cover, which had apparently been dragged down to the 
roof with ropes and the occupants knocked out. There were whole squads of mercenaries behind 
them, tied up. 


They were honouring All Might’s “no killing” rule. Pathetic. These men, and the League of 
Villains that had hired them, had declared war on Japan. They were now sentenced to die, or any 
competent court should determine so. And Endeavor was a tool of justice, quite eager to deliver the 
sentence. Would his fire attacks kill them? It was likely. 


Well...he was going to hell anyway. Or maybe jail, whatever came first. If Touya got to him, or 
any of his multiple enemies, he could die, and meet his maker. He had regrets aplenty, if that was 
his case. 


If not, maybe his wife’s lawsuit would finally catch up. He knew he had earned retribution, and 
that redemption was far from a possibility; even naive, idealistic fools like All Might would give 
up on him once the truth about his family was out. But before that, he had crimes to solve, villains 
to defeat, and a number one position to earn. 


Sure, there would be an end, maybe sooner than later. But for now, Endeavor was king. 


“PROMINENCE BURN!” Bright red flames surged from his body, angrily devouring everything 
in their path. Weapons, barriers, people. The fire made no distinction. Five men who had been 
aiming at him, green lasers pointed at his head...gone. There were probably more in his section, 
there had to be more! 


The person who didn’t lack for targets was Miruko. Having quickly dealt with half a dozen 
gunmen, Miruko had started running to meet up with the junior heroes, but had encountered a 
bizarre, rather impressive horde. All of them were the villain Twice, in that creepy bodysuit. 
Endeavor hoped Twice at least wore something else in whatever shit hideout they had, because he 
knew first-hand how uncomfortable it was to have one’s ass exposed by a skintight bodysuit. 


They may have hoped to overwhelm Miruko, or to be quicker than her. They had failed, miserably. 
The clones were weaker than their host, with their overall health limited by their pain threshold; 


damage equivalent to a broken arm would kill them. Miruko’s kicks were much stronger than what 
was needed to break an arm, and the clones fell by the score. 


A few surviving policemen had regrouped on the inside and emerged to help, quickly joining their 
efforts with Miruko. Up in the air, Endeavor found the original Twice, identifying him because the 
stress of the battle was making him lose his mind. A ball of flame narrowly missed the villain, but 
his mask caught fire, and it was over. 


All those versions of himself die around him, no mask to keep himself from “splitting”...the man 
broke. In a frenzy, the original Twice charged the police line, leading the last few clones. They 
pushed the cops almost to the edge of the roof...and a shotgun blast caught Twice in the chest. 


Endeavor didn’t see what type of shot it was, just the blood, but the villain fell off the roof. It was 
pathetic, and somewhat sad to see the desperation. His eyes went dim and glazed over, and Twice 
was gone, disappearing into the water. Endeavor had to give him credit; he had indeed been the 
original all along. The clones fell all around, their final thought to avenge their host. A few 
policemen were killed by them, but one by one every clone was put down. 


And all that was left was a raging Himiko Toga. Throwing knives took down the policemen, not 
dead but badly wounded, every blade expertly placed. The last two standing were quickly attacked 
by the insane girl, who leapt at them yelling. “He was like my brother! You killed him! YOU 
FUCKERS KILLED HIM!!!” 


Her knives flashed in the air, and those men were marked for death...Until a kick caught Toga’s 
arms. Miruko was on her, and all that stood between Toga and the rabbit hero’s deadly attacks was 
the sheer anger exploding from the teenager. It was not enough to win, not nearly...but Miruko 
was bleeding, and Toga was still standing. Battered, bruised and wounded, Toga fought like a wild 
animal. 


But before Endeavor could see the end of the fight, a grappling hook caught his boot and pulled 
him to the ground. Whoever was doing it was strong and had taken him by surprise. Endeavor 
crashed on the ground, hitting the deck hard. He rolled back to his feet quickly, assessing the area; 
he had been grappled down to an area of the roof full of air purifiers and intakes, to keep even the 
pressurized interior of Tartarus oxygenated. 


And that meant concealment for his opponent. Concealment but not cover, nothing on this roof 
could stand up to Hellflame! 


Endeavor pondered for a moment if setting fire to the air vents would cause much collateral 
damage; the inside guards, at least the ones who had survived, seemed to be dealing with the 
Nomus well enough, and there were a few of Shouto’s classmates inside... “This is Endeavor, if 
you’re in the A sector... FUCK.” His communications had broken on landing...who had thought 
about placing the main radio unit on his suit on his back? 


He would fire the guy later. But right now, he had more literal fire in mind. His right arm ignited, 
and a small ball shot right at the vents and air shafts in front of him. The aluminium tubes and mild 
steel boxes melted to slag, and revealed a Nomu, lying in wait. The beast leapt at him, its exposed 
brain an easy target. 


Endeavor grabbed the creature by the neck and slammed it to the ground, smashing the brain in a 
single move. “Weak. Pathetic.” He stepped on its head, once, twice, thrice. There was just gore left. 


An arc of fire revealed three more, yet another ambush. A fireball engulfed the Nomus, and he 
closed the distance, kicking the first in the throat, punching the second in the gut, and grabbing the 


third with both hands. The ugly creature’s head turned read and blue as Endeavor’s flames burned 
it to ashes! “Useless! Is this all you have got?” he said, turning around, flaming fists at the ready. 


The punches were hundreds of degrees Celsius hot, and left knuckle shaped burn marks on the 
Nomus. In a fight of attrition, he was slowly melting the creatures. There had to be more around, 
just trying to get him tired, right? 


Thinking that had been a bad idea, as it had summoned a different Nomu, one of these new “High 
Ends”. Dark leather-like skin covered it, like a layer of armour, and what looked like a metal mask 
was wrapped around its face, with tubes coming out the back of the skull and into the spine. 


The Nomu was tall, taller even than Endeavor, and, most strikingly, had four arms, that held onto 
four vicious katanas. A definite improvement over that Nomu that carried chainsaws and assorted 
gardening equipment, and didn’t one of Shouto’s classmates also have many arms? A fuck ugly 
mutant...maybe he should ask his son if this Nomu had been made with his classmate? 


Endeavor dropped the Nomu he was currently murdering and squared up, ready to fight. He had 
only two arms, but fire was a much deadlier weapon than four puny katanas. All he needed was an 
opening, and the Nomu would burn. 


The beast attacked first, three blades striking in unison, with wild arcs...and from nowhere, a blade 
had indeed lodged itself in Endeavor’s arm. A man had attacked him from behind! It was Spinner, 
that puny lizard...who looked changed; taller, broad shouldered, muscles twice as big. And instead 
of a ridiculous sword made of many knives, he wielded a large cleaver. Only the cosplay-quality 
Stain outfit remained to ascertain his identity. 


The aramid fibres in Endeavor’s costume, made to handle fire, kept the cleaver from chopping his 
entire arm off, but the cut was vicious. “You are a fake hero! Dabi told us about you, Enji 
Todoroki! Stain...Stain would have killed you!!!” 


Endeavor’s fire kept the five swords away, and his counterattack kept them on their toes, but his 
enemies were quick. Only the previous High End had pushed him so...A proper fight at last! 
Maybe if he died in battle his memory would not be tarnished by his sins... 


A ribbon of blood from a shallow cut on the side of his neck pushed all thoughts of dying away. 
No, he had to kill these fools before that. He may be a failure as a person, and have sentenced his 
career to death, but there were still things to do; see his children get married and start families, get 
Touya arrested and tried for his crimes, to see his son Shouto surpass that green haired bastard son 
of All Might. 


They were pushing him to the last resort, a full powered Prominence Burn. It was a risky gamble, 
as it would leave him vulnerable and weak... 


He used it anyway. 


Fire around him turned white hot, and he opened his arms. A savage smile spread across his face 
and he yelled “PROMINENCE...BURN!!!” The fire burned so hot that it sapped his stamina 
almost instantly, but the flash of flame exploded outward in an awe-inspiring display of sheer 
power. 


Endeavor took a knee, feeling sweat all over him, and his organs themselves in pain. His retinas 
were in agony from the flash, and his nose was assaulted by the smell of burnt flesh and hair. His 
suit held, as it was supposed to, but every cut had left it shredded. Thankfully, the Burn had 
cauterized the wounds, so he wouldn’t pathetically bleed to death to a pair of mutants. 


He collapsed further, holding on by sheer willpower. He had surpassed his limits for that attack, 
really gone Plus Ultra, as that fool All Might would have said. In front of him he saw Spinner on 
the floor, his arm covered in deadly burns; the sneaky thug had been smart enough to hit the deck 
and make himself a smaller target. It had not saved him from getting the rest of his body burnt to 
hell, but he still lived. Maybe he was one of those reptiles that shed their skin, if not he would 
spend his time in prison with permanent wounds. 


Behind Spinner there was only steam and flames. The Nomu had only had thick skin, it had to be 
dead... 


The fucking thing walked through the fire, unscathed. 


Endeavor was doomed, until he heard the most annoying sound in the world; fast wings and a 
carefree laugh. Feathers pushed him away from the Nomu, and a short guy was dropped right in 
front of him, his bird face determined. 


A huge shadow appeared from the short guy’s clothes, going wild and tearing into the Nomu. It 
was a close thing, but the shadow monster thing seemed to be taking less damage. The Nomu may 
have been fireproof, but the moment a cloud hid the sun, the shadow grew three sizes bigger and 
tore it apart. 


“Hey grumpy, did we save you?” said an annoying voice that landed beside him. “Gonna have to 
invite me for a meal to pay me back, huh?” 


“T had that weakling on the ropes, Hawks. Now do you need to grab my butt to carry me to safety, 
you GOD DAMN PERVERT?” 


The former double agent laughed again “It is your only redeeming feature, Endy, and literally 
playing with fire is incredibly fun, wouldn’t you agree? Hey, hey, hey! Don’t actually burn cook 
this chicken, man! Okay, I let you go. Wanna help Miruko take down that schoolgirl?” 


“They are still fighting? How?” 


“Seems the girl used a flash grenade and disappeared for a while, Miruko just caught up with her 
and is kicking the shit out of...oh shit, Miruko kills too? She just kicked Toga off the roof! No... 
she jumped herself!” 


At that same moment a sneaky, doctor-looking fella appeared from a hatch and Hawks had taken 
up flight, “Pll go see if I can’t arrest that girl.” 


“And I’ve got that egghead.” That man reminded Enji of a character from that game Fuyumi had 
liked...or had it been Touya? Who actually cared? Doctor Egghead or something...even when 
dead tired, Endeavor could still beat up an out of shape old man! 


A black goo started enveloping the egghead, and he heard Hawks curse “Shit! They teleported 
Toga away!” Endeavor had seen that power before, after fighting the High End; it had taken Dabi 
to safety. Based on the intel they had on the League, the Quirk was related to an “Ujiko” person, 
previously unknown. Was it this doctor, armed with a pistol and some weird pet creature? 


Endeavor took aim, but he couldn’t summon the energy to create fire. He would need to tackle the 
man and knock him out before he could escape. His powerful legs carried him quickly over to the 
shorter man, and in seconds he was close enough to hear the man muttering. 


“’..got one of the Master’s tools out, shouldn’t have kept her for this fight if he had other plans. 
Shit’s gone sideways, was Shigaraki not good enough?” Endeavor reached the man, panting, his 


lungs in pain and every muscle screaming at him to rest, and he punched the old guy in the face. 


Broken glasses fell on the floor, along with the creature the “doctor” was holding. It looked like a 
baby-sized Nomu. Endeavor ignored it, it had to be weak. Holding his broken face with one hand, 
the doctor took a couple steps back. Endeavor stepped forward, only to stumble after being shot. 


The puny 9 mm bullet had hit his armoured shoulder, so it didn’t hurt him, but in exhaustion, the 
attack made him hesitate. His brain was sluggish, and he felt the folly of fighting on even after 
going all out. All Might had lost everything fighting like that, had Endeavor learned nothing? 


It was just an old man, he told himself. An old man with no escape. Endeavor took another step 
forward, and the man pulled the trigger again. It just clicked. Blood dripped from a smashed nose 
as Endeavor got one step closer. 


“This is Tokyo Special Assault Team Alpha, arriving at the scene!” A helicopter’s blades behind 
him were the only sound beyond his radio. 


“Sniper team Shinigami, here, heads up; you’ve got a spike in electromagnetic ene...” 


A blast of pure energy split the roof, not twenty meters away from Endeavor. He stumbled to a 
knee, watching the blast area. In the edge of his vision, he saw the doctor ready what looked like a 
dart gun. Whatever could that do? Get him to finally go unconscious? Endeavor was doing just that 
quite fine on his own. His armour would not let any dart hit him, anyway. 


Looking at the blast hole, he heard wind shifting, and behind him, the doctor chanted “The Master 
is free! But...is it the Apprentice turned Master? Or was there failure?” 


And then a terrifying sight, which made Endeavor thank whichever god would hear for the 
foresight of going to the bathroom before the mission. 


All for One had flown out, sixteen spider legs crawling out of his torn back, the previous “potato 
face” cut to shreds, till muscle and bone showed. The orange prison jumpsuit caught everyone’s 
eyes, and in an instant, All for One loomed over them, like an avenging god. 


“There have been good things and bad things today.” AFO said, his voice carrying through the air 
supernaturally “I learned that choosing my successor based solely on destroying All Might’s hopes 
and dreams was...misguided. So that is a good thing. But I see now that I must do this myself. 
Doctor, if you would be so kind?” 


Endeavor turned back and saw the man had the baby Nomu in hand again, as well as the dart gun. 
Looking at it now...what was he doing? 


Ujiko aimed at Endeavor and said “Look at you, Endeavor. The worst this society has, and the hero 
all those civilians rely on... Child abuse, all you did to your wife, all that collateral damage... This 
might be, let’s see...poetic justice, at least. Say goodbye to your Quirk. Johnny, be a good Nomu 
and take the Master away.” No sooner had he spoken, that a gun cracked. 


Endeavor closed his eyes, ready for the impact which would end his career...but instead heard the 
pudgy man collapse to the ground, a sniper shot right through the forehead. The baby nomu, 
“Johnny”, just fell on top of his face and waddled on the floor, puking.” 


“The “I will do it myself’ part didn’t mean I would be doing that right away... Oh well.” All for 
One seemed to readily accept the situation, shrugging. He might have even smiled, but Endeavor 
had finally sat down and couldn’t focus his eyes properly. 


From AFO’s arm a bright red bubble appeared, hurdling towards the helicopter’s blades in an 
instant...and then the bubble collapsed on itself, bending the blades in many places. The helicopter 
started to fall, and all Endeavor could do, was watch. 


From the blast hole AFO had made upon the roof appeared a blur of green and red lightning, and 
from the side of the roof a flash of white and dark blue, even faster. The green hero saw All for 
One, then the helicopter...and leapt after the falling vehicle. 


“Ingenium! Catch the crew!” said a teenager’s voice in the comms. It was All Might’s bastard, 
Deku Midortya. 


“No...ignore the chopper, get AFO!” muttered Endeavor, watching as his son’s friend leapt inside 
the falling craft and threw the Special Assault Team officers, where his other friend, Ingenium, 
caught them and placed them safely on the ground. 


All six policemen in the chopper were saved, while All for One just flew away. 


The heroes regrouped, and soon all the emergency services would start arriving. It had been a great 
loss, to let someone like that go. As the heroes took away the survivors of the League of Villains, 
there was an urgent, terrible notification, broadcast to all Japan “The supervillain known as All for 
One has broken out of prison, a state of high alert has been declared.” 


Chapter End Notes 


Thanks for reading! See you next week! 


The battle is over, for now 


Chapter Notes 


And the battle of Tartarus ends! 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


As the chopper flew away, Tomura Shigaraki went over the events of the day again. He couldn’t 
believe how it all had gone so wrong. All of it. And now, he had a very different desire than to free 
All for One and kill All Might. He was changing. 


The attack took place on January 13", at sunrise. Two helicopters filled with the shady American 
mercs Shigaraki had contracted would rappel onto the prison roof, covered by two attack 
helicopters, while an armoured vehicle attacked the bridge entrance. Another chopper carried the 
League of Villains, ready to exploit the diversion the mercs would create and get inside. 


The battle started when the armoured vehicle rumbled on the streets, racing for the prison’s bridge. 
Its main gun, an anti-tank canon, firing at the security checkpoint with explosive ammunition. 
From a few miles out, the merc helicopters readied and flew out to play their part. In just a few 
minutes, the security force on Tartarus was engaged on the front and from above, police and heroes 
fighting fire with fire against the mercenary force. 


The call for backup had been sent immediately, and the heroes had to be on the way. As Shigaraki 
“s helicopter landed on the corpse-riddled roof of Tartarus, the League got to their positions. 


Dabi glided down onto the bridge propelled by his flames, Spinner gathered a squad of mercs 
around the busted anti-aircraft guns of the roof, and the rest split to breach the inside of the prison. 
Toga and Twice would clear the top floors, while Shigaraki and Ujiko would melt the floors and 
clear the lower basement. 


The fighting was terrifying and exhilarating at the same time. His quirk was not suited at all for a 
gunfight, so he shot at the police guards with a submachine gun, while Ujiko held a pistol. Melting 
holes into the floors, Shigaraki’s squad had made it half-way to the basement when Dabi radioed in 
“Shigaraki, the heroes are here, at least three teams. Endeavor, Lemillion and Deku...” the 
message was interrupted by the sound of motorcycles, cursing and Dabi’s flames. 


Shigaraki continued, deeper into the prison. He managed to sneak up on a guard, and, threatening 
him with disintegration, had found All for One’s location. Pleased at the guard cooperating, he had 
Ujiko send him into the river around Tartarus instead of killing him. “League, I have his location! 
We are five floors away!”’. 


The only answer was Spinner asking for help. “Toga, Twice! Get up there! Give us time!” 


Now he was outside All for One’s cell, the strongest thing he had ever seen. Beyond the glass, his 
sensei smiled. But as they approached, sentry turrets descended from the ceiling, red laser beams 
aiming. Shigaraki felt like it was a quick time event, as the adrenalin made time slower. He jumped 
out the way just in time, as the sentry gun’s multiple barrels spooled and fired, shredding the mercs 


to pieces. Ujiko had managed to transport away, and radioed in “Shigaraki, I’m useless down there, 
Pll go with the others.” 


Now alone, Shigaraki had to deal with the sentry guns before he could melt sensei’s prison. The 
solution to the problem made him feel he had God Mode on: he would melt the ceiling, walk up to 
the turrets from above, and melt them. A short while later, he scratched his neck as his smuggest 
smile ever graced his dry lips. The guns were melted slag. His right hand went to the polymer wall 
separating him and All for One. 


The material was strong and resilient, but his quirk ate through it like a hot knife through butter. 
Finally, he had made a man-sized hole through the wall, all five meters thick. All for One had a set 
of turrets trained on his head, but moving around carefully, Shigaraki melted them one by one, as 
their targeting system was complex, but completely focused on sensei. All for One’s restraints 
came off, and sensei was free at last. 


All for One’s mangled head looked up at the turrets and said, “Took you long enough, Tomura.” 
The villains made their way up two levels, until they came upon the first hero team unto the 
breach, UA’s Big Three: Lemillion, Suneater and Wave Motion. Suneater sprouted tentacles, and 
Lemillion charged All for One. The supervillain had walked in obvious show of muscle atrophy, 
but engaging multiple quirks, engaged the heroes. Shigaraki charged the female hero, trying to 
close the distance, but the hero’s shockwaves were powerful and precise, and he couldn’t get close 
enough. The hero could only have been a few years younger, but he felt she was almost toying with 
him. 


Shigaraki quickly looked at All for One, just as a massive energy attack came from the 
supervillain, knocking aside the heroes he had been fighting and sending Shigaraki crashing onto 
one of Wave Motion’s own shockwaves. The clash knocked the air out of Shigaraki’s lungs, and he 
felt some broken bones. The female hero was on the ground a few meters away. Shigaraki felt 
someone pull on his shirt and saw All for One’s face up close. 


He started speaking “Dojo. Sword. Hand. Decay. Sky. Action. Cherry Blossom. Death. Activate.” 


Shimura Tenko was at home, playing with his dad, with his action figures. Twelve-inch tall figures, 
representing extreme sportsmen and heroes. On his right hand, he had his favourite, Sefior Acci6on, 
the sports champion and secret agent! His dad had his friendly rival, Speedsman. Their extreme 
snowboards were some pieces of a cardboard box, that they surfed down the living room couch. It 
was Saturday, and Tenko’s mom had gone to see granny Nana. 


As Sefior Acci6n won another slide down Sky Storm Mountain, Tenko heard the doorbell ring. “I 
‘Il get the door daddy!” he yelled and rushed to the door. He opened it and saw a man in a blood- 
soaked dark suit, with a scarred and bruised face that looked somehow like a hero’s face should 
look. But the eyes scared Tenko, and then the man smiled. 


Tenko was frozen with fear. He was a bad man. He tried to yell for his dad but could only make a 
sad whimper that barely made a sound. Dad yelled from behind Tenko “Stay away from my son!”, 
and his strong arms carried Tenko away. Tenko managed to yell, hoping the neighbours could hear 
“HELP!”. 


Dad took Tenko into a room and locked the door. He grabbed a bo staff from behind a bed and got 
into a fighting stance. He looked back at his son, and said “I love you, son. Never forget it.” The 
entire wall was pulled away by the stranger, his right arm had grown immensely. 


Tenko was afraid! Daddy had no Quirk! Where were the heroes? 


A bo staff was little match for the stranger, who had wrapped dad in glowing black chains that 
sprouted from his fingertips. The chains tightened, with a horrible crunching sound. The stranger 
dropped dad just in front of Tenko and knelt before the child. 


“What is your Quirk?” he asked with a voice that felt somehow familiar but was also completely 
alien. Tenko heard himself speak, with no control “I-I d-don‘t have a Qui-irk”. The stranger’s eyes 
twinkled at his response “We can’t have that, oh no. I will give you one.” A black limb extended 
from the stranger’s back, like a spider’s leg made of obsidian, and the limb stabbed Tenko in the 
neck, directly in his spine. Cold fire burned through his body as the appendage sent a wave of 
energy into him. He lost control of his body and a seizure started. 


Tenko felt his leg muscles cramp and tense in painful ways, while his arms flailed wildly, hitting 
himself in the face and body. He could feel a warm and wet sensation and felt water dripping down 
his leg. He cried and screamed. And then he was dropped down on the floor, falling on his left 
knee. He screamed again. The stranger grabbed Tenko and placed him in front of his dad. The 
chains had wrapped around dad’s mouth too. 


A flash of light caught Tenko’s attention, as the stranger had snapped a photo with a polaroid 
camera. He shook it a bit to reveal the photo and left the room. He had a pair of knives and a 
permanent marker on his hands. He scribbled something on the photograph and stabbed it on the 
wall behind dad. 


“Do you want to help your daddy?” asked the stranger. Tenko nodded, he had to save dad! 


“Then you will help me stop his pain” two more spider legs appeared from the man’s back, held 
Tenko’s hand, and brought it close to dad’s face. Then Tenko’s hand touched. And daddy yelled in 
pain. Tenko’s hand moved forward. He tried pulling back, but the spider legs were too strong. Dad 
was in pain, he was dying! Tenko’s hand was killing daddy! 


He tried to grab the obsidian limbs with his left hand, but the stranger caught his arm at the wrist, 
and brought his left hand to dad’s face too. Tenko tried to close his eyes, but tiny spider legs caught 
his eyelids and kept his gaze focused on his dad’s eyes, as his face dissolved. 


Dad had stopped screaming, Tenko had not. He was released, and tears filled his eyes. He tried to 
hold his dad’s body, but it melted to his touch. The body twitched and dad’s left hand covered 
Tenko’s face. It felt safe! The rest of the arm melted around the hand, and soon the hand became 
rigid. Strong hands pulled him away. 


Nothing remained but dust and the hand on his face. 


The stranger removed the hand, and took out his camera again, snapping another instant picture. 
Again, he scribbled something and nailed it to the wall with a knife. The spider legs held Tenko 
close, by the wrists, as the stranger walked out the house, and into a nearby alley. He pointed at the 
house, half its wall crumbling down. 


On cue, two heroes arrived; a massive blonde titan of a man with strange hair and blue eyes, and a 
strong hero with grey hair and a yellow and white outfit. The bigger hero broke down the wall and 
rushed inside, followed closely by the older hero. “NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!” yelled the 
hero, his mighty voice carrying over to Tenko’s ears. 


An obsidian spider leg stabbed Tenko in the spine again. “All Might did not arrive on time to save 
you, Tomura Shigaraki. He can not save people, only spread the violence. What happened today, 


he caused it.” 


After a few minutes, Tomura stood up in the alley. Something horrible had happened! He had a 
Quirk, a horrible Quirk! He had killed his dad! Tomura was afraid, terrified, he ran. 


Shigaraki woke up on the futuristic corridor of Tartarus, his arms restrained behind his back, as the 
hero Wave Motion patted his back, trying to calm him down. He had been crying, he had lost the 
hand for his face, his throat was hoarse from yelling. He broke into tears again, repeating over and 
over, between sobs “I surrender’. 


The hero helped him sit and hugged him. The simple action, that little bit of empathy, of humanity, 
had almost made the world right again. When he finally ran out of tears, he managed to say “You 
saved me. I know who I was. I know I was Tenko Shimura.” 


She had smiled at him, and said “Well, I am Nejire Hadou, nice to meet you!”. 


Nejire had helped him up and gently led him to the outside. A repair crew was placing a metal 
bridge extension over a hole that had been burned off, the surviving mercenaries were in cuffs and 
being led to armoured police vehicles. Less than a third were still alive. 


Nejire led Shigaraki to a heavy helicopter, a military model with two rotors. Sitting aboard it was 
Dabi, covered in Eraserhead-style restraining straps, his hands inside a coolant container, connected 
to a switch that a young hero with a costume reminiscent of Eraserhead’s held, his eyes daring 
Dabi to make a move, so his hands could be frozen. 


Two closed bodybags were also there, secured to the chopper’s floor. Next to them, a stretcher held 
Spinner, an IV connected to his reptilian arm. He was unconscious and covered in nasty burns. Mr. 
Compress was held similarly to Dabi, his good hand immersed in a sleeve of a purplish liquid, his 
mask by his side, slashed by gigantic claws. 


Shigaraki felt a pang of pain, he was guilty of his friends suffering, two of them were dead, another 
could be dying. And all to save the man who had destroyed his life, erased his childhood and killed 
his dad? The guilt was almost unbearable. He turned to the blue haired hero and asked “W-who...” 
before being interrupted by the number | Hero, Endeavor, who walked out of the cockpit towards 
the villain, saying “The teleport one and Twice. The police ended him.” 


The intimidating hero towered above Shigaraki and his eyes were full of hatred. He unlatched 
Shigaraki’s cuffs and fastened him to a set of chains that dangled from the ceiling, securing his 
wrists at an angle so he could not touch the cuff or chain. A few others came into the helicopter, 
filling up the space. One was the police officer Tsukauchi, who took Endeavor aside to talk; 
another was a nurse who checked Spinner’s condition quickly. 


Then the three UA students Shigaraki knew would be here; Izuku Midoriya, Shouto Todoroki and 
Katsuki Bakugou, the latter of which was even angrier than usual “...the fucker got away! My 
power, your power, it was useless!” his hands crackled with small explosions. 


Beside him Midoriya had a look of cold rage and frustration, Todoroki looked a bit more resigned, 
but just as furious. Bakugou punched the wall, denting the metal, but then noticed Dabi “You are 
still alive, you shithead? You owe me a fucking bike! It was A GODDAMN HARLEY! You know 
how hard it is to get one in Japan? Of course you don’t, shit-for-brains!” 


He raised his hand to blow up the tied up villain, but was caught by the purple haired Eraserhead 


wannabe’s restraining binds, “I don’t want Scarboy’s brother’s brains all over me, mate” he said, in 
a smug monotone. 


Admitting his defeat but losing no anger, Bakugou turned to Endeavor and said “Your shitstain son 
owes me a Harley!” before storming out. Endeavor included his son in conversation with the 
detective, and Deku approached Shigaraki and Nejire. 


Deku looked more concerned than angry, and said, “What happened to you, Shigaraki? Mirio told 
me what happened with All for One just now, how he left you behind and you started shouting.” 


Before Shigaraki could answer, Nejire said “All for One said something, and it seems something 
snapped in his mind. We should get a psychiatrist, Deku, I don’t think the same Shigaraki left 
Tartarus.” 


“The Mei is ready, Izuku!” said a pink haired girl behind the hero, appearing at a distance even 
Shigaraki, who had been raised pretty much by a smoke monster villain, could tell was not the 
polite distance in Japan. 


“You named it after yourself?” said the purple haired guy, an incredulous smile on his face. 


“Why yes, of course! It is the mother of all my babies! And I’m the mother of all the babies! And I 
wasn’t going to name my VTOL after some other scientist, I discovered the element in the fuel 
myself!” As the girl talked her eyes shone excitedly; Shigaraki thought she was clearly insane. 


A few heroes remained, Endeavor, his son Shouto, Tsukauchi the detective, the purple haired 
student, and Nejire, who sat close to Shigaraki. He felt weird about her presence, in general he 
didn’t like people and people didn’t like him, but she just sat there like he was normal, humming to 
herself a pop song. Shigaraki envied her calm state of mind, he had just gambled everything to save 
a man who had destroyed his family and ruined his life, he had lost the closest thing he had ever 
had to friends, and now he would most likely never see them again if they separated them in prison. 


He thought back to how Kurogiri had pretty much raised him and he felt much more guilt; he 
hadn’t even thought about freeing him instead. 


The helicopter flew and headed north. Shigaraki wallowed in regret and self-pity, but eventually his 
thoughts turned to anger, towards All for One. He had moulded Shigaraki into a tool for his own 
revenge against All Might, supposedly training him as a successor. But it turned out he had been 
the revenge himself; the innocent grandchild of All Might’s mentor, turned into a shell of a human 
being, a killer, a villain. It disgusted Shigaraki to think about all the fabricated grudges All for One 
had slowly created in him, with just a few suggestions. He had been prepared to fight the world for 
the man who had killed his family, seeking the approval of a monster. 


“Detective, I must speak with you!” he said, in the loudest voice his throat could muster, and the 
officer approached him. 


“What is it?” he said, with distrust. 


“T want to confess. I want to speak with Deku and All Might. And if possible, I want to help you 
bring All for One down. I now see what he made me become, and I want to help.” 


“Tsukauchi...it is really early and I have class...What happened?” 


Toshinori Yagi wiped the sleep off his eyes and yawned, thinking of how he still had about fifteen 
more minutes to sleep and dream of nice things, like his mentor Nana Shimura still being alive, or 
his boy Izuku having unbreakable bones... 


“All for One has been released. A lot went down...I don’t even know where to start. Let me...let 
me put my thoughts in order.” Toshinori was wide awake, already planning his next move. He 
needed to talk to Nezu, to the government, to Endeavor. To everyone who could do something. 


Tsukauchi sighed and continued “Okay, so all the League are captured, except for Twice and a 
corpse we have identified as a doctor that had clearance to work at Tartarus too. Had no id on him, 
and the snipers got him in the head, so the most we have is that he had a moustache.” 


Toshinori suddenly remembered Izuku telling him once of the doctor that had informed him of his 
lack of Quirk. It was a reach, but... “Did the man have gear-shaped glasses?” 


Tsukauchi’s voice was surprised “How...how did you know?” 


“That bastard was right under our noses! He was...he was a paediatrician thirteen years ago. 
Tsubasa?” Just like...just like the DNA match of that poor Nomu killed by Stain... 


“Did any other villain escape? What of Stain? Of Kurogiri?” asked Toshinori, fearing the worst. 


“None. Though that schoolgirl Toga made a run for it, we have The Lurkers on it.” Edgeshot, 
Kamui Woods and Mt. Lady? A formidable team, and more than capable of dealing with a teenage 
girl. 


“Tt is a relief, Tsukauchi...what of Shigaraki? How did it go?” 


“T’m calling because of that, Toshinori...he wants to speak to you, soon. The field doctors don’t 
think he is in the most stable headspace now, but in a day or two?” Since knowing of Shigaraki’s 
past, Toshinori felt such a great regret. He had not been able to save him, and it would forever 
haunt him. 


“T...why does he want to speak?” 


“T don’t really know. It seems he might have some undiagnosed disorder or something, because 
after a breakdown, even his eyes have a different look to them. I don’t know if he is honest about 
this, but...he said he wanted revenge.” 


“Against me?” 
“Against AFO.” That was an unexpected development indeed. 
“T’ll need to talk to so many people...and young Izuku. Was he there?” 


“Yeah, he arrived out of nowhere in a plane I’m not entirely sure is legal...he distinguished 
himself. Maybe after all this, if he wants, the police can honour him and his team.” Toshinori felt 
his chest full of pride. Izuku was the closest thing to a son for him, and by all that was good, he 
was damn proud. He was becoming a kind, confident, brave young man, and a very strong hero. 


“Did Shigaraki ask for young Izuku too?” 


“Yes. Right now I’ve got miss Nejire Hadou keeping an eye on him. For some reason, he seems to 
trust her and yelled at one of my cops that she was his hero. And she is too curious to be pushed 
away, it seems.” 


“Good lord, I hope young Hadou knows what she is doing. Is Shigaraki handcuffed?” 


“We restrained him, first with handcuffs almost at the elbow and keeping his hands from touching 
anything manually, and then with some liquid canisters your son had with his team.” Toshinori 
didn’t even correct Tsukauchi about that. 


“T’m glad things aren’t as bad as they could be, old friend. I think...I think Endeavor is trying to 
call too, scream a lot...” 


“Take care, Toshi. ll keep you posted on AFO and if we catch Toga.” 


As Tsukauchi hung up the phone and Endeavor’s call entered, with an ear-splitting “ALL 
MIGHT!”, Toshinori clicked on the TV in his room. As always, it was set on the Hero News 
channel. He saw the breaking footage of AFO flying away as “two unidentified hero sidekicks save 
helicopter policemen”. Izuku had prioritized saving over going after AFO. 


Toshinori felt so much rage. So much anger. So much sadness. “I had won this fight...why does 
my boy have to fight it again? It is unfair. There are enough villains in this world...for him to fight 
this revenant. Damn you, All for One.” 

“YAGI! Did you say anything? I’m talking here!” 

“[’m listening, Todoroki. Tell me everything.” All Might replied. He could only fight his 
helplessness now and help instead with his knowledge, with contacts, with everything he could still 
give. 


“Listen, Togata, using your Quirkless state as an excuse for vigilantism is not legal, no matter what 
loopholes you think you are using.” 


Nejire saw Mirio smile brightly, and then wince; he had three broken ribs, a sprained ankle, and 
most notably, his entire face was one big lump of bruises. “It’s alright, Captain! There is precedent! 
This guy Knuckleduster, my friend Deku told me about him! Big guy, heard of him?” 


The tactical response commander, a captain, apparently, sighed “Yes, we know about that guy, 
what of it?” 


“Well, I did some digging, and he lost his Quirk like me! And he wasn’t arrested!” 


The policeman rubbed his temples, before starting to yell “People’s lives were in-” a glance from 
Tamaki silenced him. There rarely was such intensity in his eyes outside of a fight; he clearly 
would not allow anyone to antagonize Mirio after such a deadly fight. 


“Mirio risked the most at Tartarus, yes. Please...please don’t blame him. He is a hero. Through 
and through. I...couldn’t stop him from coming with us. He wanted to help...please just errrr...just 
accept it. I don’t, I can’t. I can’t listen to someone tell him he was wrong, when he just did what a 
real hero does!” 


The commander was speechless. He opened his mouth, once, twice. He shook his head, and left, 
and the Big 3 were alone again, in the middle of the makeshift detention centre setup in the 
countryside, about half an hour away from Tokyo by helicopter. After hitching a ride with 
Endeavor, they had been taken here and interrogated by so many; police, other heroes, reporters, 


more police, government agents... 


At some point, Nejire had stopped paying attention, and had focused instead on the guy she had 
arrested, Tomura Shigaraki. In the helicopter, he had suddenly asked to talk to Deku and All Might. 
Deku was on his team’s plane, a thing that made Nejire woozy just imagining how much effort it 
must have taken to build, and All Might...was probably home? It wasn’t even 10 a.m. and Nejire 
already felt like if she had been awake for a month. 


She was so curious about this Shigaraki person! Despite all the dry skin, he was kinda cute, and 
with his current state of mind, he reminded Nejire of an abused dog, and it made her hero instincts 
all protective. He was in crisis, that was for sure, but how? 


Nejire inferred it had to do with identity. He had introduced himself as Tenko Shimura as well, 
which was the name of a boy who had been missing for more than fifteen years. Was that really 
him? They knew that All for One had kidnapped kids and turned them to Nomus, was Shigaraki 
something similar? She wanted to hug the poor guy, no one deserved that! 

“Hey, Nejire! You okay? You are staring at a cloud with a lot of intensity!” Mirio’s voice brought 
her back from a short bout of introspection. He looked concerned, as did Tamaki. Both were so 
beat up and injured...and yet they were worried for her? They were the best friends one could ask 
for. 


“No...[’m just curious about this Shiggy person.” 


“You mean...Shigaraki?” asked Tamaki, hesitantly “He uhh...he wanted to kill All Might and the 
class A students.” 


“T’m not sure if this is the same person who wanted that. He said he wanted revenge on All for 
One, and to talk to All Might!” she replied. Why was she defending this guy? He was a villain. But 
that wasn’t all he was, either. He was also a victim. 


“Nejire, do you think he has a double personality? Wasn’t that the clone guy?” 


“[’m not sure...1 wanna find out. Coming with?” she said, motioning for the quickly fabricated 
cells that Mei Hatsume had produced for the captives held in this detention centre; Shigaraki, Dabi, 
Mr. Compress, and the female Nomu, who apparently was called Mary, and was unconscious. 


Dabi’s cell had some water hoses aimed at him, and his entire body was encased in some sort of 
greenish gel. The scrawny guy had exchanged his torn coat and outfit for a light grey jumpsuit and 
some casts for broken bones. Endeavor was having a quiet talk with the man. Neyjire only really 
noticed that Dabi had quite a long neck, and it made her giggle to have such a ridiculous idea. 


Compress occupied the next cell they passed, on a videocall with someone on a computer. He 
looked sad, ashamed. It hurt Nejire to see anyone feeling like that. Next to his cell was an 
electrified dome which housed the Nomu. From what Nejire had seen, only a few had survived, 
and had been spread out to the other impromptu prisons, and this gal was the toughest of them. 


And she was snoring like a 7 feet tall baby. “Awwww! She’s so cute!” Nejire said, pointing at how 
she was curled up adorably “Look Tamaki! Mirio! She’s baby!” 


“Nejire, she is a killing machine, not a puppy to play catch with” mentioned Tamaki, looking quite 
intimidated by the girl Nomu. 


“You think she gives good hugs?” she asked, motioning to the Nomu’s buff arms. 


“She could arm wrestle with me.” The voice was sudden and surprised Nejire, who turned around 
to meet Miruko, the rabbit hero. 


“Oh hey, Miruko! How are you?” 
“Pissed off. You three?” She did look moody and very frustrated. 


“T’m tired, scared and I wanna go home. I need a hug.” Tamaki said, and immediately received one 
from Mirio. 


“T feel ALIVE! I’m thinking about becoming a Quirkless vigilante for good, too!” Mirio replied, to 
Tamaki’s joy and also embarrassment. 


“You might just make it, Meathead. You survived Overhaul and AFO with nothing but being 
ripped...you’re a lucky guy, Suneater.” Miruko said, giving the shy hero a thumbs up. Tamaki 
merely nodded and hid away under his hood. “What about you, Wave Motion?” 


“T’m gonna go ask the villain leader about the revenge thing he said.” Miruko had also been on the 
helicopter when he had said that, so she knew what Nejire meant. 


“Well I myself feel like shit. I didn’t get to fight the stronger Nomus, the Twices were too easy to 
kill, the other children stole all my fights! All I got was Toga! And the bitch ran away! Fuck!” 
Nejire had no idea how a schoolgirl with a few knives had survived a single kick from Miruko, let 
alone a whole fight. “Word of advice, Wave’, don’t trust this Shigaraki. He’s shady as fuck, and I 
think he’s faking all this change of heart.” 


“Pll keep that in mind, Miruko!” Nejire didn’t want to believe that, and earnestly hoped Shigaraki 
was changing. 


The rabbit hero left them then, mentioning her search for a protein shake (“None of that vanilla 
bullshit though!”’, she had said), and the Big 3 had continued to Shigaraki’s cell. 


“Hey, Nejire? Do you want to go alone? Or do you want me to be the Bad Cop?!?!” Mirio asked, 
posing and flexing his muscles. 


“T think he’ll be more comfortable if it is just me. Do we know about Deku or All Might?” 


“The students and teachers were recalled to UA, I heard.” Tamaki answered, with little confidence. 
“They are probably getting yelled at by Aizawa by now.” 
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“Alright, students, settle down, I don’t care about your “tales of bravery” or whatever. The reaction 
against the League of Villains was not a complete failure, neither in Tartarus or Fuchu Air Base. 
All villains except All for One have been captured and arrested. But that doesn’t mean we just pat 
you on the back, all of Japan is in a state of high readiness and classes may be interrupted any 
minute, if needed. Got it? We are prioritizing the safety of the nation over your education, 
temporarily.” 


Aizawa scowled at them, before smiling that weird, slightly creepy smile. “But personally, I am 
proud of you all. Class dismissed, everyone go to the dorms except the first responders. When I say 
go, that means you too, Mineta. Tokage, get him away, I don’t want his gossip.” Mineta’s 
evolution from a pervert to a gossip fiend was very well received by the rest of the group, fuelled 
by his friendship with Setsuna Tokage. 


Most students left, and Aizawa’s demeanor didn’t change, which gave them all hope. 


“Shinsou, you first because I mentored you one on one. Not bad, kid, but you let your capture 
weapon catch fire, and you look like you haven’t slept in a week.” 


“T always look like this, and with two fire wielders I’m lucky it wasn’t my hair catching fire.” 
Shinsou replied, sounding as exhausted as he looked. 


“Alright, kid. Next. Ashido, I am sending a letter to Ryukyu, thanking her. From my second worst 
student to a hero who survived that fight and helped? Good job. Buy yourselves a meal, on UA’s 
dime. Chop chop, off you go.” 


“Come on, Shinsou, let’s go eat together!” Mina said, pulling on Shinsou’s sleeve. 


“Let go of me, I’m going, damn.” Izuku knew that Shinsou was slow to trust, even with likeable, 
honest people like Mina. 


“Next, Midoriya’s team. Good work all around. You saved lives and did your best. One broken 
finger when getting that close to All for One? I’m impressed. Not bad, problem child. And 
Recovery Girl nagged you about that already. The real problem is that Hatsume broke three 
airspace laws for Tokyo, so you have been assigned to disaster relief efforts as community service 
efforts for the next two weeks as community service. No fighting villains for a while, sadly.” 


Next to Izuku, Tsuyu let out a saddened “Kero...”. 


“But did you see you cool my plane was? And the handcuffs I built for the villains? You gotta 
admit that my inventions are the best, Eraserhead!” said Mei, loudly proclaiming her engineering 
supremacy. 


Aizawa rubbed his temples and nodded “Yes, yes, you helped a lot and your plane is a marvel. 
Happy? You better be, because Power Loader has a giant essay on all sorts of safety measures for 
you. Off you go, your teacher shall deal with you.” 


Mei left, pouting and muttering about the mistreatment of geniuses. Aizawa then turned to 
Bakugou, and said “You and Uraraka worked well together to avoid civilian casualties, and you 
somehow took down Dabi non-lethally. I wouldn’t have expected that of you last year.” 


“You underestimated me? I'll be number one, sensei, just watch me.” His eyes crossed with 
Izuku’s as he left; he wanted to talk. Or more accurately, fight. Well, tension and issues had been 
building between them for a few months now and with the frustration of letting All for One go? 
Izuku needed more than a spar. 


“Now get out of my sight, unless you somehow have a bento box with dinosaur nuggets in your 
possession...wait, Asui, why do you have one?” 


“My siblings like them and I had leftovers.” 


Aizawa’s eyes opened up in excitement “Ill buy them from you, have a bunch of yen. Eri was 
craving some, you see...” Tsuyu was richer by a few hundred yen, and the rest of the team was 
exhausted. Between the fights and the endless police liaison work, to ensure the League got to a 
safe prison, they were all dead tired. 


Nothing made sense anymore. Was he Tomura? Tenko? What a fucking joke. 
Shimura, Shigaraki...he had nothing anymore. No one. 


The siege of Tartarus was a blur of gunshots, screams and death. Shigaraki had been equal amounts 
terrified and enthralled, scared of dying and living every second...He had understood the appeal of 
war. 


And with his victory, with the release of his master...it had all gone to hell. All for One had said a 
series of random words and then...and then memories he had only barely glimpsed had resurfaced. 
Everything All for One had told him...lies. The “family” that had been preserved as hands...they 
might have never existed. Only his father’s hand he knew the origin of now. 


It had been too vivid, not even a dream; a full-on vision. 


That was the new part of his mind unlocked then. The part of him that had been Tenko Shimura, an 
innocent child forced to murder. A kid later turned to a villain. Who would grow up to murder and 
destroy. 


A young man who had lost his mind in the halls of Tartarus, his mind fighting itself. The Tenko 
who could have been, versus the Tomura who had turned out. To think he had once loved heroes... 


Even now, hours later, he was still too shaken to act, to know what to think. There was only one 
thing he was certain; the hero who had arrested him, pinned him to the ground...she had kept him 
safe from the worst of the fighting. Shigaraki had been discarded as All for One’s successor, and 
left to his own devices...and had only survived because of her. 


And frankly, this girl, this Nejire Hadou...She had left a big impression on him. 


Standing up to All for One was difficult. Even looking him in the face took guts. He was sure even 
All Might had been afraid to face Sensei...In Tartarus, five heroes had been brave enough to fight. 
Shigaraki knew that Sensei had been toying with them; not even the deadly Suneater had been 
quite enough, or that little annoying Deku. Quirkless Mirio and surprisingly gutsy Froppy had 
taken their shot at Sensei too, to little effect. But Nejire, Wave Motion... 


Shigaraki had the vaguest recollection of seeing her standing up and blasting All for One with 
waves of pure energy. It had been badass. He found himself thinking of that, of her, every time his 
mind let him have a break between existential breakdowns. Maybe... 


“Hi! I’m here to visit! Hello!” 


The voice shook Shigaraki awake and he jumped up, startled. Instinctively, he held up his hands, 
only to find the girl in question, Nejire Hadou. Even as pathetic as he probably looked in the baggy 
orange jumpsuit and liquid canisters about his hands, he was still menacing...but the girl just 
looked at him from the other side of the cell window, with innocent curiosity. 


“Are you here to interrogate me? Ask me about All for One?” Shigaraki asked. So far he had been 
too confused, too broken, too angry to really cooperate, even if a part of him wanted to hurt AFO, 
to get him caught again, to kill him. Sensei had ruined his life and for what? Shimura...was it 
because of that? That woman who had been All Might’s teacher? The predecessor of One for All... 


“Yep! Also I was bored and a bit scared of Recovery Girl nagging Mirio and Tamaki, so I had the 
idea to come around! Were you asleep? I hope I didn’t interrupt something?” 


Why was she being so goddamn curious and pure and polite? He was a villain, for fucks sake! “T... 
errrr...I’m_ a prisoner? I don’t...have important things to do. I...” Why did he feel calmer with her 
here, than with the police officers? The heroes? 


The first interrogation had been Endeavor, not five minutes after arriving too an undisclosed 
holding location. Shigaraki’s hand restraints had been exchanged; the first pair had been made by a 
UA girl, one of Deku’s team, the second, by the police. It had a distinct feature, this new set of 
“handcuffs”; in the event of an escape attempt, a set of blades would spring from the canister and 
sever his hands and a chunk of forearm. If he had been in the mood for it, he would have compared 
them to Megaman’s hands...except instead of hurting others, they would chop off his hands. 
Overhaul must have been laughing somewhere. 


Endeavor had been, as expected, a violent asshole, but had restrained himself because an officer, 
Tsukauchi, was there to keep him in line. If not, Shigaraki might have ended as “acceptable 
collateral damage”, like poor Twice, or Spinner’s arm. He told them all he could manage, but he 
was so confused...it had been useless. 


Next had come an attorney, who had told him there was no civil defense for his actions. It didn’t 
matter, he deserved prison. AFO had turned him into a monster, a killer. Not even a society as 
rotten as the one he despised should let a threat as big walk free. But still...he wanted revenge. 
Maybe that Tsukauchi guy...if Shigaraki managed to remember something useful... 


It was unlikely, but if that could be his shot at vengeance? At living at least a few days in the open 
as Tenko Shimura? 


“T’m happy I’m not interrupting...it happens and is awkward! Like that time I barged in on Mirio 
and Tamaki and they were...oh, it was so funny later though! I would look and smile all smug and 


say “Aha! You two did it!” Poor Tamaki, I know Mirio teases as much as he is teased, but 
Tamaki...he is so sweet!” 


Shigaraki suddenly felt extremely out of place, extremely out of his depth; this girl was talking 
about some relationship, and Shigaraki was just realizing that it was maybe the first time he had 
spoken to a girl his age...at least without saying something like “Hand over the money or I'll turn 
you to dust!” 


His dry face turned hot...he was blushing. “Uhhh...Mirio was that Vault Boy looking hero, no? 
The one that fucker Overhaul turned Quirkless?” he asked. He knew the guy from even before first 
attacking UA; there was a rumour Mirio Togata would be All Might’s successor. One of the few 
drops of knowledge AFO had sent their way, as the League of Villains had been formed. 


“Yep! You will then remember Eri? A little babby? She’s training to get his Quirk back...without 
making him 18 again. Imagine how weird that would be? If we were all like 24 and he was 18 
again?” She was everywhere; gesticulating in strange ways, making faces, changing her voice 
tone... 


“Overhaul used her as a guniea pig. We...we had the last Quirk removing bullet. Ujiko took it. I 
don’t know what happened. Mirio...his Quirk was glitching about, right?” It was either that or 
jumping up mountains on a horse, as far as Shigaraki remembered. 


“That’s him! He got some lawyers or Recovery Girl, maybe both...screaming at him right now. 
Tamaki is probably growing tentacles to defend him!” 


“Suneater...he was pretty terrifying.” Shigaraki shivered...the power of taking the useful parts of 
food and turning them into weapons? Goddamn cheat codes! 


“How about me? Was my Quirk cool?” she asked, placing her head on her hands, in a way that 
even the people-hating Shigaraki thought was cute. 


“It beat me like...ever heard of the sword, archery and magic triangle?” She probably hadn't, that 
concept was probably something only losers would... 


“Yep! My “magic” defeated your “sword” hands! Tamaki got us to play DnD once, you know?” If 
Shigaraki had respected her, now he admired her. 


“Exactly! Perfect counters aren’t cheating, I...” he interrupted himself, feeling an itch on his neck. 
He tried using the canisters over his hands to scratch but they were too blunt! 


“You look very dry...is it a stress thing? It must be stressful to be a villain mastermind...Oh! 
Maybe it is because of your Quirk! Or...inherited from your mom! Did your mom have dry skin?” 


“Errr...what?” The way she changed topics so quickly reminded him of a handheld game about an 
evil, fat plumber dressed in yellow... “I don’t...The mother I remember...I don’t know if it is a 
fake memory Sensei put in my mind. I think...I think he can do that. Or maybe one of his 
underlings did I don’t...” He took a deep breath “Look, I have clear memories only since six years 
old. When Kurogiri taught me not to melt the walls and stuff. Before that...only that memory that 
had me screaming and crying and...all that...in Tartarus.” 


He was shaking on his feet. It didn’t feel good...the fake memories clashing against the real...his 
head hurt...his eyes...his eyes were full of tears, so suddenly... “Mister, could you open up this big 
door? Thank you!” 


Shigaraki ignored everything and curled into a ball...he felt so ill, so wrong... 


And then arms were around him. A hug. 


His mind stopped, too overwhelmed by the feeling to fight itself. A hug...when had he last been 
hugged? Who had it been? Kurogiri, when he was still a child? That half hug Dabi had pulled him 
and Toga in after that bank job? This hug was different. It made him feel safe, so safe. 


“Hey hey...tell me what’s up” she said, her voice soft. 


“T feel so wrong...I don’t know who I am anymore. I want to get back at Sensei, I want to kill him! 
I want...I want my life back! Twenty one years...I lost twenty one years! I wanted to be a fucking 
hero when I was a kid! This...” he moved his hands “...he gave it to me! I want...I want to 
remember! Remember my childhood! Remember my family! And...remember where he is hiding.” 


She pointed at him, curiously “Where who is hiding? Are you helping us?” 


“Yes. This might be the Dark Souls of suicidal ideas, but...?'Il help you heroes get All for One. I 
think...that Tsukauchi guy! Can I speak to him soon?” A plan was starting to form in his head, 
soothed back from breaking point by Nejire. 


“ll ask around. But...before I go...Do you hold stuff with the pinky finger up like a fancy guy?” 


Shigaraki let an ashamed sigh. Her enthusiasm and easygoing nature would just take every answer 
from him, like no threat from Endeavor ever could. “Yes...I do the finger thing. You gonna laugh 
at it like Dabi?” 


“Oh, you mean Touya Todoroki? He’s next door! And no...I think it is cute!” Shigaraki’s mind 
being calm again? Scratch that...it was now running haywire, like a badly optimized mod for an 
open world RPG. 
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Deku vs Kacchan 3, part 1 
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The road to friendship starts at rock bottom. 
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The students were dead tired, and most had already made it to their rooms, grateful for the soft 
beds and warm covers. The team had all gone by now, it seemed, all of them happy for their partial 
victory. 


All of them except Izuku. 


The guilt of failure had him going through the entire cycle of grief all at once. One moment he 
could accept not getting to Tartarus quicker; they had gone as humanly fast as possible. With a 
surprise attack like that, it was a testament to their reaction that there had been a response at all. 


There was sadness, a lot of it. A lot of good people had died; officers, guards, all the people 
working at Tartarus that had fallen. Izuku had saved some himself, and hoped his fights had helped 
others, but...he felt he had not helped enough. 


That led him to anger. Anger at himself, for not being good enough. If he had mastered One for All 
already, he could have faced All for One squarely, not just get dismissed and toyed with. Anger at 
the villains, and how they had been so effective. And most of all, anger at Shigaraki. 


But the man they had in chains was a far different person than the man that had planned the attack. 
The Shigaraki that Nejire had arrested was broken. All for One had done that, and for what? Izuku 
didn’t know if what had left Shigaraki like that had been some sort of Quirk use, like when making 
Nomus, but gone awry, or if something else had happened. He needed to speak with Shigaraki, and 
he needed that soon. 


His doubts were a more immediate concern, though. How was he going to defeat All for One? He 
knew that he would have a better chance with allies, but he could never ask his friends to help him 
in that fight. They would have to know everything about One for All before he could even consider 
asking them, and a part of him just didn’t want to ask them. 


Because they knew the kind of monster AFO was, and, honestly? Izuku was scared his friends 
would die if they joined. 


Why was he so sure he would even get to fight? It wasn’t like he was well known or that the 
government trusted him. He was no All Might, just a kid who still had a long way ahead. But he 
knew he had the responsibility to fight All for One. It was his duty as All Might’s successor but... 


He didn’t even know where to begin. 


And even if he did, going solo and without a plan would never work. He could plan ways to 
counteract many Quirks, how to fight around them. But against hundreds, if not thousands of 
Quirks? How did one even begin to approach such a fight? All Might had used overwhelming 
strength, but Izuku couldn’t muster such power yet, not without breaking, as his injured pinkie 


reminded him. 


With the ergonomic finger cast Mei had designed and Momo crafted, Izuku could use his finger 
fully and not worry about it getting even more crooked, but his hands were not yet safe when using 
such power, and there was still a real danger of losing mobility or even the whole limb if he went 
overboard. He now looked back at some of his bone breaking moments with disgust; had it really 
helped to break his finger to throw a ball? To win against Kacchan that time? 


Winning...what a joke. Kacchan had attacked with everything that time, and Izuku...he had been 
so scared. Scared to finally be on the receiving end of all of Bakugou’s power, scared that no one 
was intervening, scared that if he used his power fully against Kacchan, he could die. 


All those feelings of inferiority exploding in that fight. All the confidence and inner peace he had 
built up, dissolving in the second one. It didn’t matter if Kacchan just wanted to talk for once in his 
life...this time Izuku needed to fight. Their relationship was only going worse, he was frustrated 
and...maybe beating his bully would give his confidence a much-needed boost. 


He excused himself from his friends, seeking some alone time before the fight he would inevitably 
get in just some minutes later. He needed to think, and couldn’t join in the panicked celebration he 
knew would soon happen; even if AFO and Toga had escaped, they had defeated the League, and 
the runaway Toga was probably much less of a threat now. 


Toga...while her obsession with Izuku was troubling, he was intrigued by her. And not just 
because she was the first girl he had seen naked...she was a mystery Izuku would have liked to 
unravel, a tragedy he believed could have been avoided, a sad story... If I told anyone that they 
would blame teenage hormones anyway, better keep it to myself. 


And what advice could he even ask for? “All Might, I’m really curious about this blonde villain 
who I find incredibly attractive, even if she wants to kill me and steal my face?” or perhaps 
“Hisashi, father, I know you are seeing my texts, I really need advice?” No, just a bad idea. And 
she’s gone now, we’ll never see her again. It was just dumb curiosity. 


Without the League, both Toga and All for One had no immediate allies, and that would give the 
heroes sometime to plan, sometime to act. And for Izuku, that meant some time to stop that little 
part of himself who still thought he was unworthy of getting One for All. Fighting AFO had 
opened his eyes to the distance that still lay between his control of OFA, and All Might’s... 


“Hey, you look like a ton of feelings are going through that big brain...all good?” Mei had 
appeared out of nowhere...or maybe Izuku just hadn't seen her. He had been wandering aimlessly 
through UA for a while, wallowing in doubts, and he was now closer to the Support dorms than 
the Hero Course ones. 


“H-hi, Mei, I’m...all good, yeah.” 


She pointed at the grass and they both sat down. Hesitatingly, she started “You...you don’t look 
good, though. Did...My equipment served you well, didn’t it? I never...I never thought it would 
get used against anyone that strong and...” Mei started rambling, letting herself think the worst. 


“No, no! The gear was good, it was me. I am not strong enough to fight All for One, not even full 
power. I used 100% with this finger, all for nothing. We couldn’t stop him!” A few tears left his 
eyes, but it was alright. He trusted Mei, he felt comfortable around her. Even when she had even 
less emotional know-how than him, he still felt secure confiding in her. 


“Could...could anyone besides All Might have defeated All for One? I checked some security cam 


footage and the Newtons of energy that AFO was tanking are... You know what? When you beat 
him to the next world, I'll ask the state for his corpse, it must be studied for science!” 


“Mei, you wanna dissect All for One???” Izuku was shocked but a bit relieved the inventor had 
turned the mood a bit brighter. 


“YES! How would you like some gauntlets made out of his bones?’ Mei saw his worried 
expression, and added “Just kidding, just kidding!” 


“Mei...that was morbid. And thanks.” 


She turned her head slightly “What for? Is it for being the very best engineer and always being 
there for your gear needs?” 


Izuku smiled, she was right. But she was much more than that; she was his best friend. “Well, for 
that, and for being my friend, yeah. But right now, for thinking we can still win.” 


Mei’s eyes shifted focus, along with a giant, extremely smug smirk “If anyone can, it is a hero 
decked head to toe in Hatsume Industries (trademark still pending) gear! And for me, that’s you. I 
trust you, you know? You’re...you’re my...I wouldn’t believe so much in anyone else.” Her voice 
had gone quiet, and their faces were really close to each other. Could this...would Mei ever feel 
anything for another human and not just her Babies? I don’t...I don’t want to ruin another 
friendship but...would it be so bad if we just... Inches away, Izuku felt his breath quicken. 


And then a voice called from behind “DEKU! You damn nerd! And the even bigger nerd! Didn’t 
you get the idea? We were going to bloody fight or what?” 


“Bigger nerd? Is that how you call your betters? Who even were you, anyway?” Mei got to her feet 
and squinted at Bakugou, not a hint of recognition in her eyes. 


“Katsuki Bakugou! King Explosion Murder? Previously known as King Explosion Murder?” He 
seemed a bit more saddened than pissed off; even with her notoriously bad memory for names, Mei 
had interacted several times with all of class A and was now remembering around half! 


Mei scratched her chin, thinking “Doesn’t ring a bell...oh wait, you are that kid! Blasty...that’s 
what Shinsou calls you, isn’t it? Well, Izuku, Pll go away now, before this Bokujo person gets 
intimidated by how I make bigger explosions with toasters!” 


“Mei, you also are supposed to have an essay, don’t you?” 


She laughed nervously “I wasn’t procrastinating, who was? Not Mei Hatsume...nope!” She ran 
off, and then it was only Izuku and Bakugou. 


“T asked a question, Deku. Or were you too distracted by sausage hairs over there to fucking 
listen?” 


Izuku narrowed his eyes and spoke, his tone decisive “They are braids, are you near-sighted?” 


“Maybe I just would rather not get any closer to your pathetic friend, might just remind me of the 
Sludge Villain if she still doesn’t shower.” 


“Take that back. Now.” You’re crossing the line, Kacchan. 


Kacchan smirked “You’re gonna fight me over that, you useless nobody? And just when I had a 
ton of things to say before we did...” 


Izuku was taken aback “Talking? You?” 


He scoffed “Fuck off. I guess Kiri is a good influence on me or something. Still, I wanna scream at 
you and try to tear your head off your shoulders. Ground Beta?” 


“No need, Mei was in such a hurry she dropped the keys to The Pit, less risk of getting caught and 
grounded.” 


Bakugou’s face was barely contained anger and frustration, but he managed to stay somewhat civil, 
and they started walking to the test facility, called The Pit, which had been built to let students have 
a place to use their Quirks to the fullest safely. About halfway to The Pit, Bakugou said, “Dropped 
the keyes...so she is useful for something, after all! Fucking Deku...besides Four Eyes and Round 
Face, all your friends are losers; Sausage Hairs, Stupid Frog, Half and Half, that weak ass purple 
troll hair bitch...” 


“Did you-” 


“T was getting to that, you simpleton; Yaoyorozu isn’t your friend, she just hangs out near you 
because of Half and Half and lida, and you fucking know it.” Well that is just hurtful. 


“Last year I would...I would have said “But you’re my friend too” or something, you know?” 


He laughed grimly “Ha! Deku, did you think opening up about your “big secret” would earn my 
liking? My respect? That I would consider you any less of failure? No, Deku. I don’t care how 
strong your inherited Quirk makes you, you still are below me. You didn’t even train a single day 
before meeting All Might and spend half a year breaking in every fight. You are a fuckup and a 
loser. Worthless. How could I ever consider you a friend?” 


He was right, about Izuku’s Quirk, about his efforts. Before meeting All Might, his dreams of 
heroism were just tunnel vision, examining everyone else’s Quirks...but not even doing anything 
to counter them. Since joining UA, he had seen people like Aizawa and Shinsou use support gear 
to get a leg up on villains, and he saw how far Mei got in both Sports Festivals...if he had done 
some effort of his own, maybe he could have been a Quirkless hero. Would he feel less doubts like 
that? Would he feel like less of a fake? 


“Kacchan...you have become better all around, why are we...why are you and I still like this?” 


He paused for a second “Because you keep looking down on ME! ME! Motherfucking King 
Explosion Murder!” He punched his chest with a fist “I saved Half and Half in that damn bridge, 
and captured his slime ball big brother, with my damn knees. I thwarted that bank robbery. I faced 
the Kyushu cyclops in that internship. And you still believe you are better? FUCK YOU!” 


“We’re here, do you want to rant more inside or?” Izuku had heard that “looking down” argument 
one too many times to feel afraid. And, after the sheer fright of All for One, his fear of Kacchan 
was numbed down. 


They pulled open the blast door and closed it behind themselves. The Pit was a reinforced concrete 
dome, a dozen meters thick, and built to withstand the power yield of All Might in his prime, at 
least from Mei’s calibrations; more than enough to survive whatever fighting Izuku and Bakugou 
were about to do. 


“Did you know that the Support Department keeps spares of our gear here?” he asked, while 
Bakugou looked around, appreciating the solid design. The central part was a small arena, and 
around it were tall walls and a fortified viewing area, just in case the spectators might get 


endangered; it was pretty much a smaller, safer version of the Sports Festival arena. 


“How the fuck was I supposed to know that, huh? I’m strong, confident, have the best-looking 
boyfriend, and you also lump being a mind reader on me? Get the fuck outta here with that.” /’m... 
kinda glad you can’t read minds, Kacchan, that would be a terrifying idea. 


“Mei ran out of storage space for our team’s gear in the Support Department workshop, and we 
hadn't moved to the warehouse yet, so she put spares here. She did a good job placing everything so 
they gave her a project on putting the spares here...” A snort interrupted him. 


“Mei this, Mei that...just marry her already, you ass clown.” 


Izuku felt his cheeks and ears burning, and remembered how just a few minutes ago he was 
thinking of...he had been thinking of kissing Mei! “Uh..errr...no, I don’t...” 


Bakugou shook his head “Actually, forget I said anything, your love life just makes you more 
pathetic in my eyes. What the fuck happened with Uraraka, huh? You were annoyingly chummy 
one day and the next she starts looking pissed off when she sees you? Well, I don’t know what you 
did, but if it got someone else to see how worthless you are, you did well, Deku!” 


“Just...stop talking. I...1 don’t even know what went wrong there, man. One day it just...it all 
changed. It makes me so angry, it makes me so sad...she was my first REAL FRIEND, dammit!” 
He felt a few stray tears, tasted the salt of them on his lips. 


“Boo hoo! Your “innocent cutie pie” love interest distanced herself from you and little Deku is 
angry? FUCK! Deku, you should have been focusing on One for All, you idiot! Little strength 
increases in two whole years? Don’t make me laugh. Now AFO is out, that creepy bastard, and our 
best shot at taking him out, is WORTHLESS! Suit up, motherfucker, we’re doing this right now.” 


Izuku didn’t need to be told so twice. He fetched the two spare outfit briefcases from a steel cabinet 
he had helped Mei put together a semester back; Bakugou’s marked by two black dots and 
“Warning! Explosive” labels, Izuku’s by the Hatsume Industries crosshair eye (which Mei had 
designed herself), and by a stylized green rabbit, Deku’s symbol, at least temporarily. 


He handed Bakugou his case and set to suiting up. Both were ready in less than a minute, as two 
years of training had made suiting up second nature. Izuku looked over at Bakugou; as King 
Explosion Murder he looked as impressive as he had always been, just as magnificent. The suit had 
changed little; it still had the big grenade gauntlets and kneepads, the mask and the “explosion” 
collar behind the neck brace. Whoever his gear designer was, they were good; without that brace, 
Kacchan might get easily injured, and neck sprains were pretty horrible, as Izuku knew firsthand. 
I’m not accepting Kirishima’s challenge for lifting weights with my neck again, anyway! 


“At least you aren’t dressed like shit anymore, Deku. Sausage Hairs made you ditch that shitty 
mask?” Bakugou asked, a bit less venom in his voice than usual. 


“She uhh...she did, and I never used it, anyway!” 
“What’s with those plates?” 


“They are an alloy we made with Momo’s help...I do talk with her about materials, you know? 
The metal deals well with shock so it helps. But you don’t care, do you?” 


“Not in the slightest. You ready? Wanna say something before, or do I go first? Or do we let the 
fight set the mood?” He was being strangely polite about the whole fight...Kirishima’s influence? 
Maybe I’m the only one he is still such a horrible person with by now, huh? 


“Yeah. Hear me out for once?” 


Bakugou took a deep breath and let anger overtake his face “Yes, you whiny bitch. I'll hear you 
out just this time, because only one of us is winning here. I don’t care about you becoming a bit 
stronger, I don’t care about you getting a small amount of confidence from a group of loser 
friends... You are a failure as a hero and we’re gonna prove it now!” 


Izuku nodded, and began speaking ““Okay...good. Because I have been thinking about it for a while 
now. I really admired you, you know? The “ideal of victory”, you were to me. The strongest, 
coolest guy. I still thought about that last year, damn. But no...it doesn’t matter how strong you 
are, it doesn’t matter if you always win. Because, for all the changes for good, you are still the 
same person who bullied me for 11 FUCKING YEARS! Now everyone thinks you respect people, 
but it is not because you treat everyone with basic human decency, is it? NO! It is because they are 
“strong”! 


Izuku took a deep breath and continued “You judge others as worthless, and treat them as less than 
human. Being Quirkless...1 know just how little chance I had of being a hero, even if my own 
tunnel vision stopped me from acknowledging it. Everyone saw me as being pretty much disabled, 
even if I could study as hard and work just as well...and you...and you destroyed my life. Because 
of something I had no power over. Sure, you could claim you were telling me a “hard truth’, about 
being a hero, but...All the self esteem I had, all this confidence...I’m faking it. I still think ’'m 
worthless.” 


He wiped a stray tear from his eye and kept going; Bakugou just listened, his anger growing. “I 
may have All Might’s power, and mastering it may be daunting but...I still don’t think it is my 
own. Any of this; UA, my Quirk, my friends... You made me believe all this, something as simple 
as living the life I want... You made me believe I did not deserve it, because I was born Quirkless, 
and was not “strong” for you. I tried, you know? All this time at UA, I tried. I hate you with all my 
being, I hate everything you stand for but...for the sake of the friends we once were, I tried to be 
your friend once again.” 


He clenched his fist and crossed eyes with Bakugou “But this last year I didn’t succeed in that. I 
didn’t manage to make us friendly rivals, let alone friends. We’re at each other’s throats. I see you 
clearer now; you aren’t confident, you are masking your self-doubt with arrogance. And for all you 
rag on me having a gifted Quirk and whether or not I deserve it? You hit the genetic lottery from 
birth and the entire world has done nothing but praise you for it. “Such a great Quirk, Kacchan!”, 
“You will be a great hero, Kacchan!”...that was me! That is Kirishima! That is all the friends you 
have gathered, those people you barely acknowledge. I...I’m done with trying to earn your respect, 
Kacchan, with all that’s going on in the world right now, I don’t have the luxury of caring for your 
opinions. Just...you are a bully and an insufferable asshole, and I’m done with you. FUCK YOU, 
BAKUGOU!” 


Bakugou had not expected that. His face showed shock, even over his anger. “What the fuck did 
you just say? That Kirishima likes me for my Quirk?” 


“Honestly, I have no idea what he sees in you. Like sure, dangerous blondes are really attractive 
but...wasn’t Kirishima against bullies? Is he a hypocrite or does he not know?” 


“He’s the reason I listened at all to your words right now. And I don’t care if you don’t understand 
us, what would you even know about love, huh? Besides your mom, who has loved you? Who 
cares enough for you?” His voice turned more vicious with every second, and he eased into a 
fighting stance. 


“T may not feel like I deserve them but...my friends do, that I know now. And that is enough.” No 


need to add that he felt his friend group would crumple any second and leave, that goddamn fear he 
had... 


“By the way...I respect a tiny bit those little f-bombs a minute ago, Deku.” That arrogant smile 
was too much. This is it, Kacchan. 


“Fuck you, asshole. This is for eleven years of bullying.” Izuku snarled, and then attacked. 


Bakugou had been expecting he would attack first, and had to leap away from the shockwave Izuku 
created with the floor, stomping down. Stones flew around, fast as baseballs thrown by an expert 
pitcher, only to be turned to dust in an explosion. 


Bakugou had defended as Izuku had thought he would, as there were only so many ways he could 
evade a linear attack; blasting above it, going for the sides, moving diagonally. And with the stone 
shrapnel spreading, Bakugou would need to ensure it wouldn’t reach him, so an explosion was 
what he would use. 


Just the opening Izuku needed. A finger snap sent a ripple of air tearing through Bakugou’s 
explosion, hitting him square in the face. Izuku was at 38% control of One for All now, and a snap 
had the power to match; Bakugou’s face scrunched up and his neck flew backwards. 


“Last time we fought, where were you at, Deku? 15%? Don’t underestimate me!” He used a move 
that Izuku recognized as an AP Shot; fast, strong, pinpoint accurate. And damn painful, as it hit 
Izuku in his left shoulder. He staggered and took a step back, and realized that he had lost the 
initiative, and would need to defend next. 


Kacchan brought both hands together, those hands that Izuku had watched for so long. Strong, 
dexterous fingers that could seemingly do anything, elegant hands that could hold such power. 
Izuku was a fraction of a second faster, dropping down with both arms holding him, like in a push- 
up. As Kacchan’s explosion went over his head, Izuku looked at his own hands; even when 
protected by gloves, he could feel the scars below. He could feel the places where the bones had 
healed crooked. He could feel that not even his body adapting could make the bones strong 
enough. They were ugly hands, and he had ruined them with sacrifice...and just plain bad 
judgement. 


He would not take back the injuries for helping Shouto embrace his fire, or the damage received 
fighting Stain to protect Tenya. And all those scars along his arm, to protect little Kouta? He would 
do it again in a flash. But still, objectively...he had some ugly hands. 


The blast lasted almost three seconds, before Bakugou stopped the ignition. He would be shifting 
his attack downwards, so Izuku had to move even faster! Pushing up from the floor, Izuku moved 
his legs under him, kicking towards Kacchan’s legs with a leg sweep he had learned from Tsuyu; 
the attacker shifted his weight to one arm and one leg, kicked the opponent’s knee, then the 
attacker leapt with the support arm and leg, using the back of the foot for pulling on the opponent’s 
shin. With their lower legs scissored between both the attacker’s feet, the opponent would collapse 
in the direction of the first kick! 


Izuku’s first kick connected, slamming against Kacchan’s knees and upending his balance, but 
instead of giving Izuku the chance to finish the move, Bakugou used the momentum to flip 
backwards, pushing away with a pair of explosions and landing just out of Izuku’s immediate 
reach. “Tricky, whiny bitch!” yelled Kacchan. 


Izuku didn’t answer. /’m not that whiny anymore! I haven’t...wait, no, I just cried, he’s right, 
dammit. 


At this distance, it would be either an AP Shot or trying to reach Izuku with the full blast of a 
Howitzer Impact, but Izuku didn’t think Kacchan was going to use his biggest move just yet; there 
wasn’t enough cathartic release of anger in just ending the opponent quickly, was there? 


Izuku was up and running before Bakugou’s feet touched the ground. If he could sprint quickly 
enough, he could catch Bakugou on the backfoot and end this. [f I take you down, it will all 
change. I’m done with your mind games, I’m done with the bullying, I’m done with all these 
feelings. ’'m done with you, Kacchan! 


But instead of an AP Shot, Kacchan used two regular explosions, aimed high and low. Izuku got 
caught in the blast, but he was going fast, and they didn’t send him flying off backwards. No, Izuku 
moved into the concussive force, jumping in for a flying push kick! 


“New York SMASH!” 


The kick connected with Bakugou’s stomach, and he lurched forward, almost puking. And his 
head...his head was right where Izuku wanted it. 


“This is for my self esteem, for all the doubts, for EVERYTHING! FUCK! YOUUUUU!” Izuku 
spoke fast, but the meaning of his words registered in Bakugou’s eyes, which were filled with fear 
for an instant. Izuku leapt slightly and swung his right leg back, before swinging it in a sweeping 
downwards vertical roundhouse kick “Saint Louis SMASH!!!!” 


Kacchan was fast, the fastest fighter he had fought yet...because All for One had not used even 
close to his full power when fighting, so it would have been an unfair comparison. But Overhaul, 
the Nomus, Mr. Compress, all the other villains; Kacchan had lightning fast reflexes, and was so 
much better. He used a full powered explosion to lift his hand and get his arm in the way just in 
time... 


But Izuku smashed through the steel of his gauntlet. He smashed through the muscles in his 
forearm. Izuku’s kick pushed aside the useless arm and continued, straight into Bakugou’s jaw. 


The amount of force exerted made Bakugou roll in the air as he fell. Pieces of his broken gauntlet 
were all around them. Did I...did I win? 
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Deku vs Kacchan 3, part 2 
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The fight continues! Bitter rivals do their best to kick the hell out of each other! 
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Izuku didn’t move closer to finish off Bakugou. What sort of victory would it be if he won it by 
choking him out on the ground? Izuku kept his guard up, but not knowing what to expect; he had 
never seen Kacchan lose a 1v1, ever. What would he do next? Would he accept defeat? 


“STUN GRENADE!” yelled Bakugou, while he used his good arm to attack. The Stun Grenade 
attack was a blast low that used less fuel but ignited more efficiently, producing a flash and a 
deafening bang. Izuku closed his eyes, but it was too late, and his retinas were in agony, and his 
ears were numb; all he could hear was tinnitus, the entire world softly going “Eeeeeeeeeeeh”’. 


He was, well and truly, screwed. 


Izuku felt the air pressure shift in front of him, which meant explosions propelling Bakugou, but he 
couldn’t focus well enough without his seeing and hearing, and with his sense of smell 
overwhelmed by the caramel scent of Kacchan’s ignited sweat. 


And then came the first punch, a right hook, square in the nose. It would have been predictable, 
easily avoidable...but Izuku couldn’t hear and his eyes were a painful, blurry mess, he couldn’t see 
through how much his eyes were tearing. 


The fist turned to a hand that yanked Izuku’s hair and pulled him in for a knee to the cheekbone. 
Ahhh! Those knees...they really can kill... # 


An injured nose restricting his breathing, deafened ears and thus impaired balance, and a possible 
broken cheekbone? The situation was not good. 


But as Izuku blinked away some of the tears to see a boot heading towards him, he knew it was 
over. 


Katsuki Bakugou had been angry. Beyond words. While he had been fighting chumps, Deku had 
gotten to fight All for One. The strongest villain in Japan, maybe the entire world. And Deku had 
let him go. Sure, fighting AFO in a confined space like the inside of Tartarus may have been 
unwise, and Deku may have shown some brains in letting the fight happen outside but...to stop 
pursuing All for One to save a helicopter full of random cops? 


They had argued about that once, a few months after their second fight. Saving to win, versus 
winning to save. It was fucking easy to comprehend, but Deku was thick in the head and the 
message just didn’t get through! The way to win was to beat the shit out of villains till they 
couldn’t move, and then worry about whoever else was there. 


But that philosophical disagreement had not been the only one. In a way, Deku had indeed 
developed, and grown. He looked more confident, even if he still was a mess with girls, muttered 
like an idiot, and was still an obsessive prick. But as a hero, Katsuki didn’t think he was living up. 


In their two fights, he had admitted his feelings over Deku’s Quirk. His anger. His grief. He was 
jealous, in a way. The person he had hated the most had been so rewarded by All Might, and he had 
been forced to see the kid he had bullied become almost a son to the only hero he truly admired. It 
was annoying, dealing with that jealousy. 


And he knew, deep inside, just how petty that was. He had a real father he could look up to, even if 
he didn’t live up to the idiotic, infantile desire of your hero being your dad, and not the other way 
around. Deku...Hisashi Midoriya was a name on a bank account that filled out semi-constantly; 
Auntie Inko had visited a number of times to vent with her neighbour and friend, and Katsuki 
knew. He even knew about the divorce. 


It was a discrete affair, but Deku’s folks were finally breaking apart. Katsuki had expected Deku to 
react, to fucking say something; that absentee father was as much a source of trauma as Katsuki’s 
bullying, he had to be. But Deku was still the same piece of shit, always too nice. Even some time 
earlier, Deku was still trying to befriend Katsuki, for cry out loud. 


At one point, though, something had happened between Deku and Round Face, and then shit had 
started changing. Little crybaby shithead started hanging out with that insane Support Course girl 
and that dour asshole Shinsou (who Katsuki begrudgingly accepted as slightly less incompetent 
than some of his classmates; the brainwasher was juggling both regular classes with his old class 
and hero studies with both Class A and B. And all with an attitude slightly better than Todoroki’s). 


For a while it looked like that depressed, jaded Deku would finally get his shit together...and then 
the fucker just up and started a part time hero team with almost every powerhouse in class. 


Katsuki just didn’t understand Deku; he had the potential to be just as powerful as All Might, no? 
Why was he going so slow about it? If One for All was passed down, why did it just pass down All 
Might’s super strength? Why not whatever the other fools had? Sure, a Deku with say...7 Quirks 
would have been the absolute worst and most hateful thing for Katsuki, but no! Deku just had one, 
and it was damn strong. He had a potential that Katsuki could see, and he was not achieving it fast 
enough. It was so damn frustrating, what the fuck was Deku even doing? Where was his growth? 


In what way was he changing? Mentally? He was still that annoyingly happy shit, even if he was 
now confident enough to not just tremble when talking to Katsuki or girls he was familiar with. 
Physically? He was still a goddamn manlet! Not even 170 centimetres! All Might could have 
chosen someone tall, dammit, would Deku try and be the symbol of peace in high heels or 
something? 


In fighting ability? That was what they would see now. 


After a year without an actual fight or even sparring (they had not fought against each other in the 
second Sports Festival because of the tournament seeding), it was about time. Frankly, Deku 
pissed off Katsuki in more ways every day, for increasingly stupid reasons, and there needed to be 
a release. Some of those thoughts...he was quite confused with them. Was he angry cause he 
wanted Deku as an equal? 


Thus, he found Deku talking with that pink haired nerd, vented most of the anger he could put into 
words, arrived at that test site...and proceeded to get the worst beat up of his life. 


His jaw was dislocated, his forearm shattered, pain was everywhere. Katsuki had fallen to the 


ground, and he knew that Deku had actually won. It was not fucking possible, it was a goddamn 
nightmare. Deku wasn’t going to finish him off, or even pin him down; it probably went against 
whatever interpretation he had of All Might’s ideals. 


But Katsuki had learned something of All Might too. Even with an arm wrecked and injured face, 
All Might would keep fighting. If fucking Deku could keep fighting against that villain asshole 
Muscular, even with half a body broken Katsuki could only do the same. 


Getting up after the Stun Grenade was pure hell. Katsuki had never had a broken bone; when one is 
the best fighter around and can FUCKING FLY, there were few opportunities to break bones. The 
closest to the pain was one of All Might’s punches, but that had been a quick stab of hurt, not this 
agony. He only had one arm to support him and he groggily got up. 


Deku was just as stunned as he should have been, goddamn prick; Katsuki had used the strongest 
flashbang attack he had ever made. He blinked with bloodshot eyes and mumbled incoherently, 
deaf. Katsuki smirked; that had been pretty effective. He was not losing now, not against someone 
who had been so careless. 


In an instant he was up, though his knees almost buckled under him. A few steps steadied him and 
he was close enough. Yelling in anger, in pain, in a release of frustration, Katsuki said “DIE! You 
piece of shit! You are beneath me!” 


He punched him in the face, the same punch Deku had used to humiliate him almost two years ago. 
“Expecting that, huh? It doesn’t matter when you cant see or hear! Your analysis, your predictions, 
all your brain games...worthless! Muda!” 


He grabbed Deku’s hair and yanked his head, first to look at him. “What is all your fucking 
strategy worth, when I can just beat you with a straight attack?” He brought his head down, 
crashing against his rising knee. There was a cracking sound, and some blood was now on 
Katsuki’s kneepad; Deku’s nose was broken. The smirk on his face grew; victory was almost there. 


The best of three, this would be. Their first fight, Deku had won through teamwork and sacrifice. 
The second, he had not been good enough, not familiar enough with his new Shoot Style, and 
Katsuki had won. All that pain over losing All Might...it had strengthened Katsuki’s anger, and 
had dulled Deku’s spirit. But now...now it was just everything in play. 


They were too strong for the fight to keep going as long as the previous ones, as Katsuki’s arm and 
the growing ache in his jaw could attest to. Before him, Deku blinked, tears in his eyes. “You’re 
crying again? Did I hurt your poor feelies? Does baby have a booboo? You worthless piece of 
trash!” He was probably just tearing up because of eye pain, but it never crossed Katsuki’s mind. 


He pulled his hand back, readying his biggest one-handed explosion, the most he could do with just 
one arm. “I hate you, Deku! I have hated you since we were four! Why...I had broken you! I broke 
your spirit time and time again, and you just keep coming back...I hate you, I have never felt so 
much, so much hate for anyone! DI-” 


His attack was met by an uppercut, the air pressure built up catching the explosion and detonating 
it both ways, the green and red lightning of One for All Full Cowling around Deku’s hand. With 
the other hand, Deku had protected his face from the rest of the explosion, and yet the blast still 
sent him flying off. 


Katsuki was swept off his feet as well, and landed hard on the rock surface. Who had made the 
decision for the most hero arenas to have stone floors? Soft tatami mats were probably not up for 
the punishment heroes gave, but for fucks sake, he could have broken something when landing! 


In seconds both were up, but Katsuki had been slower this time. A string of AP Shots helped keep 
Deku away, but he was getting too close. His legs, his arms, his entire body was glowing, and 
Katsuki could see the strain on Deku’s face; just for how long could he keep up his control? 


Gritting his teeth through the pain, Katsuki brought up his broken arm, gripping the trigger on his 
gauntlet’s final weapon, the Grenadier Bracer. Did Deku’s fingers hurt like this when using his 
arm? That wouldn’t matter; the sweat gathered in the fight would ignite, and the explosion would 
end Deku. That damn nerd, all the annoyance, all that Katsuki felt; anger, pain, jealousy, attraction, 
disdain, anger again... 


Deku was right in front of him, crouching, and Katsuki pulled the trigger on his Grenadier Bracer. 


A flash of bright light, the sound of the clean ignition a soft whoosh. The concussive force pushing 
him back, and the blast’s deafening boom as it broke the sound barrier. His ear protection 
automatically filtered any decibels above safe hearing levels, so it was unexpected to hear a softer 
sound above him, from behind. 


“YOU WON’T DIE IF IT IS NOT A DIRECT HIT, REMEMBER?” 


Katsuki turned around as fast as he could, to see Deku’s body spinning up in the air in a front flip. 
The energy around him almost obscured how singed his hero suit was...almost. Katsuki’s blast had 
caught Deku’s legs squarely, the same legs that were shooting just towards his head. 


“MANCHESTER SMASH!” Deku yelled, like only someone who couldn’t hear themselves 
would. 


And Katsuki’s head felt the kick. It seemed like his skull would split, like his neck would snap... 
was Deku telling the truth? Would he really die? Maybe...maybe making Deku’s life a living hell 
would justify his death in Deku’s head, was that what was happening? Would Katsuki die, his 
brain smashed under Deku’s ridiculous red shoes? 


But that didn’t happen. Katsuki was down on the ground, and Deku stood above him. He was 
alive, and Deku had been fucking bluffing. That couldn’t have been 100% of One for All, right? 


“You...you...Deku...” he started, but Deku placed a knee against his chest. Deku grabbed his 
shoulder with his right hand, and threatened Katsuki with his left fist. The glove on his right hand 
was in tatters; the hand he had used to punch away his previous explosion, but it looked like a 
sprained finger or two, at best. On his left, the pinkie was injured from earlier, and now, making 
his fist awkward, the middle finger was broken and crooked. 


“T win.” Deku said. 


It was over; Katsuki had been bested. His arm was destroyed, his ribs felt bruised, his jaw was shot 
to shit, and the top of his head was probably fractured. Meanwhile, Deku seemed to have only 
sustained some burns beyond his broken finger. “How...how...” 


“T used a finger flick to jump above you fast enough, and I think I may have dislocated my left knee 
there too.” Deku placed his hand on his knee, and the absolute madman placed it back with a 
sickening crunch. “Ah, darn it!” he said. Where was the sweary Deku of a few seconds ago? 


An annoying voice came, from somewhere that Katsuki’s growing headache didn’t really let him 
quite place “Hey, Izuku, did someone win ye...MY BABIES! Izuku Midoriya, you have burnt my 
Leg Babies! OUR Leg Babies!” 


“Mei, it is just the spares, don’t...” 


The bigger nerd was then right up in Deku’s face, nagging him “I don’t care that they were spares! 
We made those with such care! And I say “we” because you were here all the way!” She leaned in 
to examine the outfit, not caring that Katsuki was still underneath Deku. “Oh, it appears to be 
mostly cosmetic damage. You, down there! That’s Hatsume Industries quality, best there is. 
Wouldn’t you agree, Izuku?” 


“Mei, this was amazing, th-thanks so much! It really helped me a lot!’ Deku still had a hand ready 
to punch Katsuki, but to see his face, it was like the goddamn crazy girl was the only person in the 
world. 


“Tt is my job, Izuku! To keep you safe and sound so you can always return. Wait...hold up. What is 
it with that broken finger, huh? Those gloves are rated to brace you up to 46% of OFA...Recovery 
Girl will have our heads! Leave that victim of your revenge and lets flee, Mid! RUN!” Why the 
hell was sausage hairs so scared of that old coot? 


“Did you two forget ’m FUCKING HERE?!?!” he yelled, getting their attention back. 
“Uh...sorry Kacchan, I...well, this is awkward. I won, you admit that?” 


“Yes, now fuck off!” Deku backed off, and could barely stand on wavy legs, so sausage hairs held 
him, “for balance”. Sneaky bitch. 


“Tzuku...is your uhhh...nemesis? This...what was your name again? Oh yes, King Explosion 
Murder. Is King Explosion Murder’s head supposed to be bleeding?” A sticky liquid fell down 
Katsuki’s forehead, tickling his skin. Oh, it was indeed his blood. Maybe that explained why his 
headache, and well, everything, was fading away. 


“Mei, we have to get help...call All Might! He can help us! And Kacchan, I probably have muscle 
damage through all my right leg, if that makes you feel better.” Fuckin’ Deku was apologizing or 
something? 


“Deku...my fucking skull could have caved in with more power, I fucking understand I lost...help 
me up, now, shitstain!” Deku pulled him up by the shirt collar, and Katsuki felt his head spin. 


“Kacchan, you do know this doesn’t make us even, right? You were my bully, and I still... still 
feel all you did to me. This isn’t...this isn’t revenge. This is me, reclaiming my life for good. I’m 
cutting you off for good, unless you change.” Such seriousness, such confidence in his eyes...this 
was a Deku that Katsuki could respect. 


“Alright, then. Pll fucking accept that...we truly are equals now.” 


Deku’s face turned angry and he yelled “Equals? I just defeated you, that sort of proves it 
otherwise...For gods’ sake, how big is your ego?” 


“Deku, my rival and equal, I can’t hear you over the sound of MY FUCKING NEED FOR 
MEDICAL ATTENTION!” Katsuki yelled, barely standing. 


“Oh, I already called All Might, he should be here any second.” Hatsume answered, some sort of 
wack holograms on her hands and face. And indeed, there was the sound of a car screeching to a 
halt just outside. When had the door even opened? Why was Katsuki’s brain so slow? 


“Young Midoriya! [ AM HERE! Are you alright? Young Hatsume said it was an emergency so...” 
His gaze shifted to Katsuki, who was just barely avoiding collapsing to the ground. “Young 
Bakugou! Help me get him to the car, we have to take him to Rec-” a pleading gaze from Deku and 
Hatsume changed his mind “Maybe some other doctor.” 


“Mom knows some nursing.” Deku pointed, as they dragged Katsuki to All Might’s big American 
car and placed him in the right side of the back seat. He was secured with the seat belt, and, after 
Hatsume called “shotgun”, Deku sat beside him. 


“Alright then, young students! To the Midoriya house!” 
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Momo Yaoyorozu was worried. Two of her friends had vanished discretely; Mei had an essay to 
do, after breaking quite a few laws of civilian aviation, and Izuku had an obvious fight with 
Bakugou going on. Momo expected Mei would procrastinate and just go with Izuku instead, and 
she hoped the fight would end up safely, with nothing hurt except Bakugou’s ego, hopefully. 


But that was not why she was worried. Another class and team mate, and one she cared for a little 
more, though in secret, had left. Shouto Todoroki was gone, off to sulk in the night. It was 
understandable; his brother Touya had indeed been the villain Dabi, as they had long suspected. 


Shouto was not taking it well, and the fact that his father had revealed he was ready to kill Touya... 
it was spine chilling. Momo understood that he needed some help right now, and decided to seek 
him out. It wasn’t just because she liked him...Momo genuinely wanted to help. Shouto was closer 
to Izuku and Tenya, but Izuku was gone and Tenya seemed to be enjoying his talk with Ochako and 
Tsuyu, and Momo didn’t want to interrupt that; it was nice to see Ochako still had good friends, 
even with whatever was going on. 


Ochako had been troubled for many months, some issue she would not share, even when asked. 
Momo had no idea what it could be; maybe her parents were in financial peril? Were that the case, 
would Ochako accept Momo’s help, or would she be proud instead? If the Yaoyorozu wealth could 
help her friends, Momo was ready to do so. 


To see her being herself around lida and Tsuyu...it was good. She was in good company. Thus, 
Momo picked a pair of mugs, filled with hot tea (it was winter, after all), and went out to look for 
Shouto. It took a few minutes, but she found him under a cherry blossom tree, snow all around him. 
Thankfully, he had brought a jacket and gloves; even if his body always corrected naturally for the 
temperature, he wasn’t immune to catching a cold. 


In fact, it was one of Momo’s fondest memories of last winter, when Shouto had caught a cold and 
all his friends had visited his dorm room to take care of him. Izuku had caught that same virus 
later, and even Iida, and there had been so much sneezing! And Shouto had been so vulnerable, so 
cute...and so grumpy and fuzzy about it all! Only some soba had calmed him and soothed him to 
sleep. 


“Todoroki, there you are” she said, approaching him. 


Shouto looked at her, his eyes red, his cheeks flushed. He had been crying. “I’m fine.” Shouto said, 
his voice almost as cold as usual, but there was pain underneath. 


“T brought some tea...black label, and warm.” 


Shouto cupped the drink in his hands and said “Your favourite? I...thanks, Momo.” He took a sip, 
and smiled softly. “This is real good. I should have tried it on a...better day.” 


“Glad you liked it! Would you...would you like to talk about...about it?” Was Momo pushing too 
much? He was not exactly open with his emotions, and she didn’t want to push him away. 


“T don’t know if...if I can put it in words, Momo. But...would you let me try?” His eyes were 
desperate under the stoic mask he wore to shield his vulnerable interior. 


“T’m...I’m scared. I see what Touya became, what father pushed him to become...I don’t think I 
could be like that, and I will never treat my kids like that but...could I have turned out like that, if 
things had been different?” 


Momo didn’t know what to say. With the darkness in his past, and the person ha had been at the 
beginning of first year...he had started out his hero journey out of spite, and that same feeling 
might have indeed led him down a bad path. So instead, she reached out for his hand...the warm 
one. 


“M-momo? What are you...?” 
“You’re not alone, alright? I really don’t know how to advise you, or anything, but I can listen.” 
A few tears streamed down his cheeks “Thank...you.” 


“T care for you, you know? I really do. And I’m not leaving you when you need help.””» Momo’s 
voice was but a whisper, but it was enough. They got closer on instinct. A few inches of growth 
spurts had made Momo almost six feet tall, and now their eyes were at the same height. And she 
had always liked his eyes, from the curiosity of whether his scar had left his eye blind and finding 
out it was just very lightly coloured, to daydreaming about heterochromia. 


“T...[ don’t really know what to say. I am not good with...with describing what I am feeling, I 
guess? I get...confused. When I see you. Anxious, or maybe excited? My heart beats faster, I hold 
my breath on instinct. It is new. I think I-” he took her other hand in his “I think I like you, Momo.” 


Momo felt the dumbest, most awkward smile extend all over her face. She had not expected such a 
mood shift, even if she had been strategizing in her mind for many possible outcomes! He blushed, 
very embarrassed, and Momo could see that his fire side blushed a lot redder! 


“T don’t want to...I don’t want to keep having dark thoughts. I think P'Il...just...what was it Tenya 
said?” 


Momo raised an eyebrow “lida said something?” 


Shouto shuffled his feet, looking away “Ah, yes, I may have asked for a lot of advice...Izuku is 
just so bitter for some reason. He mentioned “ruining everything”, so I didn’t really ask. Tenya said 
I should buy you a diner.” He looked very confused, in a ridiculously cute way. 


“A diner? Like the American style restaurants? Maybe he meant “dinner”, like a meal?” 


Shouto shrugged “That...makes more sense. I had not found a diner restaurant yet to buy for you 
and tell you that I think I like you, so...” 


Momo tilted her head to the side, dumbstruck “How long did this...how long have you wanted to 
ask me out for dinner?” 


He nodded stoically “Six and a half months.” 


Momo giggled “Shouto! You know I would have said yes back then too, right? And I have only 
grown to care more since?” 


Shouto looked at the sky, and cursed “Fucking hell, I’m a giant idiot. lida had just made a typo and 
I hadn't noticed and I wasted time and... My father is hosting a dinner night on Friday...a show of 
force, to intimidate my siblings from seeing Touya, most likely... would you attend as my guest?” 


“T would like to, yes!” 

It had turned out very well for Momo! Shouto was now his usual self, perhaps a good bit happier, 
and Momo had just got herself the date she had been psyching herself up for asking, if Shouto 
hadn't asked first. Taking out a helicopter non-lethally and capturing the mercenary occupants had 
been a good ego boost, and she had been feeling good all day, so she might have just gone ahead 
and asked him! 


“So...will that be a date?” 


“Yes, it shall be.” 


Toshinori Yagi had never been comfortable in cars. Japanese cars were too small, first for his 
hulking figure, and now for his lanky body; American cars were extremely wasteful of fuel, even 
these days where fossil fuels were so optimized, with the amount of research and Quirks 
involved...And a European car would have probably diluted his identity even further! 


No, it was so much better to jump in giant leaps as All Might, or be a passenger in Tsukauchi’s car 
(the front passenger seat pushed forward, of course!). Even the crowded public transport! 


But if his young protégé needed him, he made do. His car was an American muscle car, a 
descendant of ones like the Mustang, the Camaro, and the Challenger, and a relic of his old college 
days in America with David Shield. A roadtrip in that car had solidified their friendship, made 
them as close as brothers...and had also been how All Might had discovered so many cities and 
states to name his attacks after! 


Young Hatsume had described the situation to him, in the concise, no-nonsense manner she used 
when not describing technology and heroes “/zuku and some guy had a big fight, the third, I think. 
Need help. Bring car and money for the materials store, plz.” It was easy to deduce that the fight 
had been with young Bakugou; their relationship had only gone worse, and All Might had not 
known what to do about it. 


In fact, he really felt like he had been failing both teens lately, Izuku in particular. Toshinori had a 
hard time connecting with Bakugou, as abrasive and proud as he was, and it hurt Toshinori 
enormously to see the good person inside Katsuki not be realized. But with Izuku there was trust, a 
bond stronger than blood. Izuku trusted All Might like he trusted no one else, except perhaps his 
mother, and Toshinori felt he had just let him down. 


Izuku had come asking for love advice some time back. It was clear he meant his crush on Ochako 
Uraraka, but he had not said so out loud, it had only been implied. And Toshinori had just answered 
“T just concentrated on my job as a hero, [ had no time to fall in love. ’'m sorry, I don’t really know 
much about errr...how to date and stuff like that.” Like a chump. It had been horrible advice, and 
he had seen the change in Izuku, how withdrawn he had been. 


There was a rift now with Uraraka, it was plain to see. Toshinori had failed Izuku there, that he 
knew. So, he wouldn’t fail him now, with the multiple rules he was now breaking; fighting again, 
using their Quirks unsupervised, injuring a classmate...Well, for the well being of both students, 
Toshinori would get them home and healed and back to UA safely, and discretely, for the sake of 
their careers! 


“Young Hatsume, would you please use the car phone uhhhh...thing, please, to call Aizawa?” 
Toshinori asked. He was concentrated on the road, and he didn’t really know how to use that 
thingy anyway. In two clicks, Hatsume had achieved what Toshinori would have accomplished in a 
full minute. “Thank you, Hatsume...Aizawa! I am here in a phone call!” 


“What is it, Yagi? It is nighttime already and I’m on patrol. Did Vlad call you with something 
related to Eri?” answered Aizawa’s perpetually tired voice from the speaker. 


“No, I am sure Eri is quite alright! I...well, you know how I am young Izuku’s mentor, right? And 
young Bakugou also looks up to me?” 


“Everyone in Japan does, you fool. What of it... wait, Joke don’t get so-” 


“Hey! It’s Ms. Joke here, hello All Might! Eraser, stop pushing, I just wanna say hi... Aww, you’re 
no fun!” Ms. Joke’s cheerful voice had interrupted the glum Aizawa, but was just as quickly 
replaced again by the grumpy teacher. 


“Joke you are incredibly annoying, I don’t know why I invited you to this mission.” 
“Because you love me, and I make you smile?” asked Joke, before wheezing in laughter. 
“All Might, just get to the point before Joke blows our cover.” Aizawa said drily. 
“Ah...yes...we are having a training exercise, some sparring may be involved but...” 


“T’m sending Recovery Girl to your location. Ughhh, I know you mean well, Yagi, but...is that a 
good method? Are you seriously implying that young Japanese men can only fix their issues by 
fighting? What is this, some dumb shonen manga?” 


“Fair point! I’ve got a doctor friend around, no need to call Recovery Girl, [’m just calling because 
we’ ll be away a couple days.” 


“If you file your paperwork and get back in one piece, [ll have no...Joke, stop tickling me!” They 
heard a most terrifying sound; Aizawa giggling. It chilled Toshinori’s spine! “Okay, I really have 
to end this call, Yagi, before Joke does something really bother-” There was a smooching sound! 
Then Joke’s laughter! Aizawa’s embarrassed grumbling! “Joke, I am really disappointed at you.” 


“T will stop interrupting now...Oh! Young Hatsume is also here, to study materials and techniques 
applied!” He had almost forgotten the genius girl! 


“Yeah, yeah. Have a good one. Now Joke get over here, we’re not done.” The call was ended then. 


“What the fucking hell was that?” asked young Bakugou in the back seat. “And if Recovery Girl 
isn’t curing me, who is? I have a broken jaw and my arm is fucked up, if you don’t remember!” 


> 


“True... was only considering the concussion when suggesting my mom...’ 
embarrassedly. 


said Izuku, 


“There’s someone we can help us, the doctor Kaede Shuzenji!” Toshinori said, hoping that the 
abrasive niece of Recovery Girl would help. 


“Isn’t that Recovery Girl’s lastname? A daughter? Is she also a scary witch?” asked Hatsume. Why 
was she so scared of Recovery Girl? Then Toshinori remembered how...explosive her inventions 
sometimes were, and it made sense. 


“Her niece. A private doctor...she charges quite a bit, and her healing Quirk is...a bit different, but 
she can heal just as well as Recovery Girl. Oh look, WE ARE HERE!” 


Toshinori parked in the Midoriyas’ driveway, and opened the door for Izuku and Bakugou, the 
latter helped by the former. 


“Mom, we could use some help!” Izuku said as they opened the door and walked in. Toshinori 
stepped carefully around a few papers that had fallen over from a side table, knocked over by 
Bakugou stumbling a bit. “Divorce”, they read. 


Inko appeared from the kitchen, oven mitts still in her hands and an apron covering her comfortable 
clothes. In Toshinori’s eyes, she looked as charming as ever. “Izuku, this is so unexpected! And 
you brought over Mei again!” she said, her eyes finding Hatsume first. 


“Hi Mrs. M! Yeah, we’re going shopping for titanium carbides later, so I tagged along. Gimme a 
handshake, then!” 


Inko shook her hand happily, and then she saw Toshinori “Ah, All Might! An unannounced visit, 
I'll make some... IZUKU WHY IS KATSUKI’S ARM LIKE THAT!” 


The tea on Inko’s mug was getting cold. She wasn’t paying attention to it. The scene in front of her 
eyes was bizarre and a tad nightmarish; her son had a hero suit burnt by young Katsuki’s 
explosions, a broken nose, a dislocated finger and a few big bruises. And Katsuki...he was in a bad 
shape. His forearm appeared to be broken in quite a few places, first from the attack and then in the 
shockwave of it. His jaw was a mess, and by now it had swollen and he thankfully couldn’t curse. 
And the top of his head was bleeding a little bit, and his unfocused eyes suggested a concussion. 


“Let me get this straight...you two got in a fight because you were both angry and stressed and fed 
up with each other?” Izuku answered “yes”, Katsuki just nodded. They had sat him down on 
Izuku’s bed, with a few towels on it so as not to stain the All Might themed covers; All Might 
himself appeared slightly embarrassed at that. 


“And you brought him here?” 


“Mom, I didn’t really think this through!” There were some tears in his eyes, and soon Inko was 
crying too and they both hugged. 


“Tt is ok! You were standing up for yourself! And you had that coming for years now Katsuki, 
don’t think I don’t know how you bullied Izuku.” She pointed at him accusingly “The only reasons 
I’m even helping you is out of love for your mom, and because if UA believes you can be a hero, 
there must be some good in you...somewhere. Izuku...did you put yourself in danger for this?” 


“T dislocated a finger, mom. Mei can help me set it back in place.” Izuku seemed more scared for 
Katsuki than in pain...Inko still found it very hard to see him suffer. But she had to accept it was 
his dream, and support him. 


“Alright. Mei, I’m sorry I can’t entertain you properly but well...” she motioned at Katsuki. 


“No problem. Let’s go fix your finger, Mid. We can also do my essay now, I brought my haptic 
interface with word processor and all!” Her smile was really nice, if only her son could see it was 


aimed at him... 
“Mei, you just helped right now so I would do your essay for you?” Izuku asked, incredulous. 


“T’m not gonna lie to you, Izuku Midoriya.” Mei replied, and said nothing else. Shaking his head, 
Izuku followed her back to the kitchen. A short yelp of pain was heard, and then the quickfire 
speech of both Izuku and Mei. 


That left Inko alone with All Might and Katsuki. “All Might, you mentioned a doctor coming 
over...will the cost be very high? I don’t know if we can cover emergency medical treatment...the 
alimony is not as much as what Hisashi sent before...” 


“T’ve got that covered, don’t worry. I will...go outside, see if Dr. Shuzenji arrives.” He took his 
leave, giving her an honest smile as he left. Inko was a bit ashamed of admitting it, but she had felt 
her heart flutter a bit with that smile. 


“Now, Katsuki...we’re gonna have a talk we should have had some time ago. Why did you bully 
my son? Why did you abuse him like that?” Inko tightened the bandage stabilising his broken 
forearm, causing Katsuki to wince. 


“Because he looked down on me! Because he underestimated me, and he thought I couldn’t be a 
hero! He thought he was superior, when he had no powers!” Somehow, the anger made his speech 
clear enough to understand. 


Inko handed him some painkillers, which Katsuki swallowed, and then said “Did Izuku tell you any 
of that? Did his “Kacchan’s Quirk is so cool” and his “Kacchan is awesome” translate like that in 
your mind? My son wanted to be your friend! And you treated him like this.” He winced again, but 
this time from Inko’s words. 


“Do you hate me, Auntie Inko?” he asked, his eyes downcast. 


“Should I hate the person responsible for my son’s fears? Nightmares? Lack of confidence in 
himself? Well, you’re not the only one guilty of that. I played a part too, as did Hisashi. I don’t hate 
you Katsuki, but I am disappointed with your growth.” She didn’t raise her voice, didn’t let anger 
overtake her. He was just a teenager, and she couldn’t just vent all her anger onto him. 


“What a coincidence, Deku’s growth as a hero was also pissing me off. But after today...well, I 
need to think without my fucking head splitting up.” He was a bit subdued; maybe Inko’s words 
had more of an effect on him than anyone’s had before. 


“What is it, Katsuki? Is this the first time an adult isn’t just praising you and your potential?” 
“T guess so.” 


“Maybe your attitude to others has improved, but with my son...well, I hope you can be better. For 
your own sake, too.” 


He grimaced, then nodded. “Yeah, I will try. Now where is that goddamn doctor?” 


“Like the bumbling fool who called me here, Pll say “I am here”, I guess. Which one of you is the 
patient?” A woman had appeared behind them, taller than Inko (though that wasn’t unusual), with 
bright red hair, a doctor’s labcoat and white clothes, and a syringe through the messy hair bun on 
the back of her head. Maybe one of the heroes Izuku obsessed over? 


“The one with the bandages, sensei.” Inko replied. 


“Well look at you, you took a beating! First time on the receiving end? You look like it.” Inko had 
decided that the harsh woman’s voice was a welcome sound. 


“What the fuck is it with you? Why ask that?” Katsuki asked. 


“Because I’m paid by injury, not by the minute, and I don’t much care about your emotional well 
being, as long as All Might pays my fee. Wanna know how much it is, you little fighter boy?” 


“Not particularly, just do your thing.” 


The doctor took a swing and punched Katsuki in the jaw! “Dora!” she yelled. A second punch on 
the top of his head, all along his ribs, and finally his arm “Dorarararaa!!!” 


“What the fuck?” asked Katsuki faintly, as the energy was zapped from his body and he collapsed 
on the bed. 


“T used my Quirk to heal him, unlike my aunt’s gross version, mine transfers the healing more 
directly, through my knuckles. As a side effect, my knuckles are about as unbreakable as 
diamonds.” Inko thought that was pretty bizarre. 


She nodded politely at Inko and said “All Might! That’ll be 4 million yen, bank transfer!” Inko 
shuddered at the sum...surely that was why they hadn't heard of her before! And then a smack, and 
a yelp from Izuku. “4 and a half million, Yagi, your son had a broken nose nobody was doing a 
thing about. Now goodbye.” Then Kaede Shuzenji, the mercenary doctor, was gone. 


Katsuki was out like a light, Izuku was sleepily helping Mei in the living room kotatsu, where they 
were redacting an essay, on the Tokyo laws of aviation, no less. And seeing the news from earlier, 
Inko could tell that those laws had been broken for a good cause; most villains were caught, and 
the ones left...well, one was a girl that looked either like a pretty schoolgirl or a feral gremlin, 
depending on the photo...and All for One. 


Izuku had not told her much, but Inko had been putting two and two together since learning the 
truth of her son’s Quirk, last time All Might had visited. If One for All was inherited, across nine 
generations, then All for One had been there at the first. It matched the “unknown age” from the 
news, at least. Inko dreaded the moment where Izuku would inevitably tell her of some “duty” to 
fight that old master. If she could dissuade him... 


“Mitsuki...yeah, it’s Inko. I’m good, don’t worry. No...it’s not about the divorce, it’s all good with 
that, I got the signed papers...No, Mitsuki, it is about Katsuki.” 


The woman on the other side raised her tone. Her usually silky voice turned frayed when worried 
about her son “What do you mean, Inko? Something happened?” 


“He got into a fight with Izuku. A big one, and he got injuries.” 


Mitsuki let out a snort “He had that coming, bullying that little cinnamon roll that is your boy. The 
lesson better be fucking clear, because...well, I probably should have raised him better. I don’t 
know if I could change him now, but I hope your son kicking some sense into him will help. Did 
he hurt your boy?” 


“Not really, ’'m...I’m glad they didn’t hurt each other more. I saw how angry Izuku still was... He 
might be able to hide that from his friends, even from All Might, but I am not easily fooled. Izuku 
had finally made up his mind, Mitsuki.” Inko was fiercely proud, in a way. 


“T’m happy to hear that, Inko. You want us to go fetch Katsuki?” They were still neighbours, after 


all. 


“He’s asleep, maybe in the morning?” Mitsuki accepted that, and with a few more pleasantries, the 
call ended. Inko put the kitchen phone down and sighed...she was so glad to have a friend in 
Mitsuki. Their children might be enemies, but they were still inseparable. 


A handful of pink braids poked into the kitchen and Mei appeared inside “Hey Mrs. M...do you 
have chocolate milk? And uhhbh...can I stay over? I don’t think All Might is in conditions to drive 
us back...he looks quite tired. Oh, I have an idea! I will give him some of my experimental Energy 
Drink Baby invention...it tastes like science!” The girl posed along with her slogan, but then 
covered her mouth to yawn. “That villain attack was so early...” 


“Take Hisa...take the guest room, okay? I'll bring some blankets to Izuku.” 


“Thanks! I... blame your son, you know? For me having a sort of normal sleep schedule. So many 
inventions I could be doing...” Mei said accusingly before leaving to go to sleep. It was probably 
Izuku’s finest act, to get the poor girl to go the fuck to sleep at regular hours sometimes. 


True to her word, Inko brought a blanket and placed it over Izuku, who was sleeping soundly. Dr. 
Shuzenji’s Quirk was already working on him; some bruises were already gone and his nose looked 
straighter, if swollen. His poor hands...Inko couldn’t stop a flood of tears seeing them. 


“Oh...[ had also brought a blanket. I...you are crying, is everyth-” He had a hand extended, ready 
to comfort her. Inko knew that her crying might seem serious to other people, but she was just a 
very sensitive lady and some stuff just got to her. Still, to see how his first instinct was to comfort 
her? She liked that. 


“T’m...well, you know me. Almost like crying is a second Quirk haha! Multiple Quirks...just... 
talk to me about anything else, All Might, I just keep imagining that All for One guy.” She was 
crying again, goddammit. 


“T uhhhbh...[’m not the best for spontaneous conversation? Errr...I got a new digestive system a 
couple months back! I can eat solid food again!” That explained why he wasn’t looking so much 
like a skeleton anymore! 


“That’s amazing, All Might! I didn’t know they had the technology to do that...is it a new 
technique? Have you tried new foods? Would you...would you like some leftovers? You must be 
hungry” Inko was excited to have someone new try her cooking; last time All Might had barely 
been able to drink water in the house. 


“Would that be okay? The way young Midoriya speaks of your cooking...I actually have wanted to 
try some for a while. Are you sure?” He was so different from the old public persona, that 
bombastic personality he had used. He was honest, kind, and a bit shy, and Inko felt good around 
him. 


“Of course it would be okay, All Might, it is just some rice. You brought my boy home and I really 
missed him, I can thank you like this, right? I mean, it is like a girl giving a hero a bento box, no?” 
She would never, ever admit how close that statement was to her highschool daydreams of giving 
All Might some homemade lunch...Izuku had not inherited his love of heroes from Hisashi, after 
all. 


Yes, Inko had been a hero fan in high school and college, and even later. Never to the extent Izuku 
was, it was a lot more surface-level...but it was still fascinating. Heroes did a lot for society, and 
most of them were good people, worthy of praise. 


“Did you change your hair, Mrs. Midoriya? It looks very good on you!” he said as they walked 
over to the kitchen. 


Blushing at the compliment, Inko replied “I used to wear this style in college, it was a homage to a 
hero I once met. She saved me in middle school; I was riding my bike in the rain, I slipped and fell 
into a river. I’m not sure what really happened, but I woke up to see a bright smile. I really regret 
not asking for her name...I really hope she was happy and successful! Anyway I cut my hair and 
wore it like this, all throughout college, to honour that hero and her awesome smile!” She wondered 
what had happened to the hero...hopefully she was happily retired by now. 


All Might had stopped dead on his tracks. His face, that expressive face, those earnest blue eyes... 
his face turned grief stricken. “That...I knew it felt familiar. That hero...was it this woman?” He 
showed Inko a picture on his phone with the very same woman, and a lanky blonde teenager who 
could only be young All Might. Behind the phone, he looked at her with pleading eyes. 


“Yes, that was her!” 


His expression then mixed a deep sadness with great pride “That was my master, Nana Shimura! 
She is the one who gave me One for All, too!” 


Now that Inko had a face for the name, it all felt more real. And unbelievably sad; the hero who 
had saved her, was dead. Murdered by that madman who was now on the loose. “I think we’re 
gonna have to talk about the other One for All predecessors again someday, do you agree? It could 
help Izuku.” 


“T would love to share all I know about them, yes!” He had a bit of innocent excitement about him 
that Inko couldn’t help but smile at. “Oh is...is my face looking weird? The students do say I have 
a “meme face”, though I don’t really know what they mean...” 


“No...just your face was...so honest right now. I don’t know how to say it, really, but I...liked it. 
Uhh...let’s just get you some dinner, okay?” That way she wouldn’t keep embarrassing herself 
with dumb comments...what next, outright calling him handsome? 


“Oh...okay” he said, a shy smile on his lips. 


In the kitchen, Inko quickly heated up some leftovers and served it in one of the nicer plates she 
had, usually reserved for guests, as she mostly used ugly, bright coloured plastic ones day-to-day. 
She presented the food with a smile “A little thank you, for making sure my son had that much 
needed fight. I know how him getting hurt scares me but...I think that both boys could only talk 
things through with a fight by now. And...is it wrong that I’m proud Izuku won?” 


He shook his head “I’m proud too, I think he is really coming into his own and becoming a 
confident young man! His enterprise in starting a small hero agency instead of interning really 
astonished me!” 


“He has good friends, I’m...[’m always so glad when he brings them over. Half of them could buy 
out the whole town but they’re still so humble...and that frog girl is so cute and hardworking...and 
Ochako...?'m so glad to hear her folks are doing good, though Izuku hasn’t mentioned her in a 
while...”” Why could that be? Could she be the girl Izuku had a crush on? Perhaps...perhaps Inko 
should have told him different, should not have been so blinded with loneliness and anger and 
grief... 


“Young Uraraka is sending all her salary to them, now that she has a full hero license! We heroes 
get paid a bit even from the start, with bonuses when we take down villains, for example. And the 


merch...I’m sure she will do alright.” All Might seemed to be enjoying the meal so much, it filled 
Inko with pride. 


“T had never figured Izuku would be an entrepreneur, you know? Might be Mei’s influence” Inko 
pointed out. She absolutely loved the pink haired girl’s ambition and drive. “She even told me once 
of making action figures of all the team members, how cool is that?” 


“She’s a great girl, I agree. She has helped Izuku a whole lot, and her gear has really further made 
him make his own fighting style. I’m so glad he is moving away from my “punch really hard” 
approach!” Good lord the pride in his eyes, it was like one of those dads in the office who were so 
proud of their...their sons. 


“He told me of all the classmates and teachers he has asked for pointers, it is really neat, I think!” 


By then All Might had finished his meal and looked, for the first time Inko had seen, with a full 
belly! They had some tea as they talked about everything...except that maniac on the loose, All for 
One. It may have been delusional to ignore the danger, but who cared? They were just two adults 
enjoying some tea and talking. 


He talked about UA and teaching becoming more and more his vocation, she talked about her 
boring office job, and how it was much less rewarding than nursing, which she had done for a little 
while after college. In fact, she told him about all the odd jobs she had taken throughout the years, 
and to see his expression, it made her feel like the most interesting woman in the world. 


“So, All Might...any hints on the next exam period? Izuku might better prepare that way.” 


“T have no idea, Nezu is being very secretive and...would it be possible to ask...would you call me 
Toshinori instead? Just Yagi...if it is too personal a thing to ask.” How could a man who had faced 
death thousands of times and fought his way out be so damn cute? 


“Only if you call me Inko, Toshinori!” 


'”’ 


“T...of course! Inko, then!” She could definitely get used to someone else saying her name... 


“Okay, then, Toshinori...?11 show you where you can sleep tonight. I won’t have you driving this 
late.” 


Now how to break it to Toshinori that it was her bed?!?! She would take the couch, but it was still 
her bed! 


Chapter End Notes 


Thanks for reading, see you next time! 


Fugitive 


Chapter Notes 


We finally see Toga again! And her situation is not good! 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Izuku Midoriya woke up later than usual, feeling knackered, dehydrated, and even worse than with 
Recovery Girl’s treatments; her niece’s Quirk had to be faster acting. He was in the living room... 
had he fallen asleep while helping Mei write her essay? The biggest downside of having their own 
Hero team as their internship place was that the hours were strange and ended up with really long 
days sometimes... 


In a single day he had fought Mr. Compress, a High End Nomu, All for One and Kacchan. He had 
been healed of his injuries twice, and he had been awake since before dawn... He yawned again, 
and checked his phone; 10 a.m. Well...I deserve the rest every once in a while...yesterday was 
enough of a workout for today too. 


He saw a blanket on another couch...maybe Mei? He hoped his mom had offered her a room. 
Izuku would have been a bit ashamed to have his best friend sleeping in his bed, but...he would 
always see that his friends had a place to sleep before him. Mei...he hoped she had slept well, her 
insomnia had been something they had battled together, somewhat effectively... It had been 
through a project against insomnia that he had bonded so much with her, and with Shinsou. 


He yawned again, sleepily, and started making his way to the kitchen. In the corridor were three 
rooms; Izuku’s, Inko’s, and a guest room, which had last been used by Hisashi Midoriya so many 
years ago. Inko kept it clean, out of tidiness rather than any hope the man might return to use it. 
The two main bedrooms were on the right, while the guest room and bathroom lay on the left side. 
The kitchen took the furthest part of the apartment, with the dining room, and the living room was 
closest to the entrance. 


First, he passed by the guest room, and heard the soft snores that could only be Mei’s. She was not 
a morning person; the best way to be up early was to not sleep at all! Or at least that was what she 
said. She was punctual enough for class, but she was moody and grumpy till about midday. 
Good...mom didn’t make her sleep on the couch. Sleep well, Mei. 


He took a peek into his own room, seeing Bakugou huddled in the covers, sleeping peacefully. 
Maybe we can actually talk today, I hope. 


That was all good so far. Everyone was accounted for. Was this what it felt like after parties with 
alcohol? He was certainly sore enough...but to add a big hangover headache over that? Izuku 
swore to himself to never get drunk and risk it. 


And then a door opened. His mom’s door. And All Might walked out. 


“WHAT THE FUCK?!” heard Mei Hatsume. Who had the gall to wake her up with profanity? Her 
Business Sleep was essential to a healthy mind...at least according to Izuku. Damn him and his 
dumb ideas and getting her to sleep healthy hours almost every week... 


“Wait...the guy swearing was...Izuku? Huh?” she blinked a few times, trying to get her eyes 
focused on normal distances, instead of showing her the microscopic features of the room she was 
in. A very impersonal room, contrary to Izuku’s, which was full of life and personality. This room 
had not been lived in for a very long time. 


Mei tried getting up...but the bed was so comfy...and her brain was so slow, so lazy... She 
promised herself a Hatsume Drink...oh, she had just come up with a name! Better than Energy 
Drink Baby, at least... 


She groaned and swung her legs over the side of the bed. Baby steps! First, she fetched her pants 
and the sandals Izuku had lent her for inside the house, then the t-shirt she had been wearing 
yesterday, and then left the guest room. “Gotta get...backpack...eat breakfast...make Babies...” 
she muttered. Being a genius wasn’t possible all the time... 


In the hallway, she spotted Izuku and All Might. Izuku was still in the undersuit of his hero gear, 
which hugged all his features rather nicely. Mei had built it with very precise measures, after all, 
and maybe one day would make a fine action figure! Perhaps a variant, or a repaint...the profit 
would fuel a good few Babies! 


All Might had a set of pyjamas too short for him, as shown in the ankles and wrists, and was a 
blushing, stuttering mess. Like father like son? “I....uhhhh...help, Inko” 


Izuku’s mom appeared from the bathroom door, and quickly clarified the situation “Toshinori was 
NOT driving so late, so I lent him the bed, and slept on the couch.” 


Izuku calmed down instantly “Oh, okay...that makes sense. You just...scared me a bit there, All 
Might. Is that father’s pyjamas?” 


Inko spoke for the flustered All Might “I wasn’t letting him sleep in a yellow pinstripe suit either. I 
wish they fit better, but it is all we had.” 


“Y’m really grateful and so ashamed for intruding...” It was bizarre to see the Symbol of Peace 
looking as awkward as Mei when she ventured into an underwear store. 


“All Might you can stay in our house whenever you want! This is so cool!” Izuku was back to 
normal, fanboying already. 


“Okay then...let’s all have breakfast!” said Inko. Mei joined, hoping for some of that sweet, sweet 
Midoriya home cooking. She wondered if Izuku knew how to cook. If not, Mei could always build 
a robot to cook! 


She sat down, and All Might took a seat as well. She briefly remembered Bakugou, the guy whose 
injury had caused all this little adventure, and figured out he would keep sleeping those injuries to 
health. Meanwhile, Inko and Izuku set to work with making a little something for them. It 
confirmed Mei’s theory; Izuku could indeed cook...or at least help in a kitchen. For a guy who 
discounted his abilities beyond Quirk analysis, Izuku was sort of skilled...though all of his 
workshop skills had been taught by Mei! Hatsume teachings were just as high quality as her 
equipment! 


Rice, fish, vegetables, some fruit juice... Mei wolfed it down and was surprised to see All Might do 


so as well! “Young Hatsume, I had an operation to get some organ transplants! I can eat again!” 
That explained why he looked less like a skeleton these days! 


“So, what’s the plan, Toshinori? You told me you had permission from UA for a couple days of 
training?” Inko asked. Just how long had they stayed up talking last night? Mei could have sworn 
Inko was using All Might’s first name...though she had no idea, she was not the best with 
remembering stuff like that. 


“We’re going to talk things through and then we’ll train together. I have missed training with you, 
young Izuku, and this is as good a time as any to do so again!” The retired hero gesticulated 
animatedly, looking almost as grand as he did before his injury. 


“T have missed it too!” said Izuku, then his voice got a bit gruff “And if it helps Kacchan and I hate 
each other less, so be it.” 


“And I might get ideas for Babies!” 


Mei was certainly enjoying the breakfast and the talk. It didn’t feel like a waste of time, and she 
would likely end up getting some good inventions out of all this adventure! 


Himiko Toga was not in a good mood. At all. Her body was a mass of bruises and cuts, some with 
a bit of fresh blood. Fucking Miruko...she can sure kick. Was she toying with me? Or was I holding 
my own? I made her bleed, at least. Hope your stupid perfect thighs get infected and fall off; 
Rabbit Bitch! 


She had been running the entire day, just one step ahead of a small police task force, led by the 
hero Kamui Woods. Two police squads, two high ranking ranked heroes. All for her. And most of 
all, after having saved her only food all day, she wasn’t enjoying her breakfast 


Ujiko had teleported her quite far away from Tartarus...right unto the Shibuya crossing. The 
fucking Shibuya crossing. A cop spotted her, but she was already running. A salary man that she 
couldn’t run around felt the sting of her needle for an instant as they bumped, but Toga was still 
running. 


The nondescript man looked ridiculous escaping into the crowd wearing a blood covered school 
uniform, too small for him, but a short shriek later, the uniform was worn by a red-haired girl. The 
girl bumped into a man with a reptile-like face...and a hat covered most of her head. The girl 
darted behind a mother, and a stocky woman in an overcoat appeared on the other side. 


The cop had lost sight of her, but the hue and cry had started. Toga limped as far as she could, 
finding transport first; the metro. The urban train, the Yamanote line specifically, would get her to 
the train station; the few yen she had pickpocketed in her escape buying her passage. Disguised as a 
chubby woman, slightly taller than herself, and wrapping herself in the tacky, large coat, Toga took 
an empty seat, next to a pretty girl. 


She lowered the hat she had stolen from a man, and lost herself in stealth. Nobody looked twice at 
her, she left no impression. The moment she reached the big train station, Shinagawa, she got 
down, and started walking for the trains...and just in time, as the blood she had stolen started 


running out. In moments, she was Toga again. Same bruises, same cuts, same blonde hair. Her 
hairbuns were even messier than usual, her uniform was the opposite of cute... 


She kept going. Survive. That is what she knew how to do. Better than anything else. Survive. Kill, 
maim, replace. Kill. Survive. Replace. Survive. Her body knew what to do, by muscle memory 
alone. Stealth was as easy as holding her breath, with such a giant crowd, but even so there were 
heroes roaming. An hour after the attack, the rest of the top ten had arrived on Tokyo and spread 
out, that much Toga could glean from social media and the news. 


With a simple smartphone she could keep the most notable ones in line; Endeavor was still on 
prisoner duty, Hawks and Miruko had to be with him. Best Jeanist was semi-retired, after getting 
attacked by All for One, and thus his patrol range was small. Toga was well away from that search 
area. 


Edgeshot had been spotted by fans near Musutafu, with Yoroi Musha, while Crust and Wash went 
to that airbase Gigantomachia was attacking, where Ryukyu already was. Hopefully 
Gigantomachia would make it; he was a big guy, for them, and he was not as dumb as he looked. 


Nine heroes accounted for. Their search patterns would overlap over most of Tokyo, using all 
police assets available. Most of Tokyo was covered, including Shinagawa station...she had to get 
the fuck away, and fast. 


Sneaking about, melding into the crowd, hiding her presence with shallow breaths, Toga made her 
way to a ticket machine and, using yen from a wallet she had just picked from a pocket, bought a 
ticket. Osaka...close enough. Haven’t been there since I was wearing Camie Utsushimi’s skin...her 
classmates should have figured me out sooner. It is kinda disappointing. 


If she managed to get to Osaka, she might get on a boat for Korea or China, or even beyond... 
Survive. Fight, and keep on surviving. But...why do I want to live? Everything is gone...It is not 
living, is it? Just survive, Himiko Toga. Everything else can wait. 


She made it onto the train, one of those fast mag-levs, the Nozomi. It might have been fancy, but 
she was in a discrete seat, second class. A place to lay low, rest her legs a bit... 


Toga found her seat and took it, curling up into a ball against the window. Everything... 
everything’s fucked. My friends...they caught em, or killed em...Poor Twice. He was the brother I 
never had... Tears streamed down her cheeks, burning, salty. It wasn’t fair! All for One had 
escaped...why hadn't he helped them? Shigaraki had released him, for fucks sake, how could the 
Sensei leave behind his student? Was he really that cruel? Yes, a part of Toga said, loudly. It 
sounded like her, but not like her voice in her mind when it asked for blood...All for One is very 
cruel, and we will know soon why... 


She shook her head; those thoughts were not her own. She had no time for them. Not when she was 
wanted. Her picture was not in the news yet, but it was just a matter of time; she had killed people, 
and now she was a villain without a team. Alone, and easier to hunt down. There would be little 
remorse if she wasn’t caught alive, she imagined. 


The Nozomi train started its smooth journey just on time, but Toga felt like something was wrong. 
The seats around her had not filled out...in the morning, that was impossible! With the 
advancements in technology, the Nozomi would take one and a half hours to Osaka, that was just 
too useful for businesspeople and tourists! She looked around, and saw no people. 


Had they left quietly? Had she been too exhausted to notice the empty train car? The Nozomi kept 
going, smoothly, reaching faster and faster speeds as they left Tokyo. One hour and twenty 


minutes, and Toga didn’t move from her seat. 


She still had a few knives on her, and a few syringes. Her blood canisters were half gone, after a 
stray gunshot had smashed the ones on her right side. She didn’t have the blood of anyone 
interesting, or physically strong, not stronger than her, at least. She would have to rely on two 
combat knives, one throwing knife, and a toothbrush shiv she hid under her clothes, and two 
syringes, with their cables. 


Besides that, she had a few tracker chips from Giran, and some antibiotics, maybe with those she 
wouldn’t die of a shameful infected wound. Oh, and a granola bar. A fucking granola bar. The 
extent of her supplies. Not even a change of clothes, a backpack, nothing. She would have to steal 
more stuff. She didn’t like doing that too much. Of course, it was useful, and she could get cute 
clothes...but she felt it was underusing her skills to just steal. 


“And I’d need people to fucking steal from...this train is empty!” she muttered. Her fight-or-flight 
instinct was taking over, the adrenaline letting her know something was very, very wrong. She got 
up, and tentatively started moving towards the bathroom. From the closed door between the train 
cars, she could notice no one close to her car... 


She closed the door behind her, locked. She washed herself, as thoroughly as possible, and used the 
hand disinfectant on her cuts. They were not knife wounds, just shallow cuts...and still they stung. 
“FUCK!” she yelled, as a particularly burning cut made her squirm. 


A bit cleaner and with a washed face, she poked at her bruises. Not cute at all. Perhaps she would 
take the next civilian she saw for their blood, just so she wouldn’t have to feel those purplish 
bumps on her skin... 


Beyond the door, there was a shift. The atmosphere had changed. Too tense. It’s happening. Who 
was it? Heroes? Police? There had been a Special Assault Team squad at Tartarus, and those guys 
were serious business, at least from what Kurogiri had told the League. Perhaps low-ranking 
heroes, hoping to get famous by catching her? 


What would Stain do? Perhaps a bad comparison; Stain had been captured by “Endeavor” or, for 
those in the know, Ingenium, “Shouto”, and Deku. Her precious Izuku Midoriya! The moment she 
had learned of the fact, snarkily told by Shigaraki in a moment she had been fangirling too much 
about Stain...that moment she had only fallen in love much more. 


Izuku Midoriya had fought Stain! He had had help, sure, but...if that Nomu’s disgusting eye 
camera was correct...Izuku had earned Stain’s respect! Gods, that was so hot. Toga had excused 
herself for some quality alone time after learning of her beloved’s battle with Stain... 


Well, as long as I don’t have to fight the love of my life and his two friends, I can probably take a 
page from Stain’s book... Mobility, in tight spaces. Stain would paralyze his foes, and use that to 
his advantage; Toga didn’t have that option. What she did have, was a size advantage. In tight 
quarters, she would do much better than a regular cop or SWAT guy, with her agility and petite 
frame! 


With a deep breath, Toga let a bloodthirsty grin spread across her face. A combat knife on her right 
hand, and one to throw on her left, she opened the door and walked outside. 


The glint of indirect morning sunlight on gunmetal caught her eye, and she crouched, sneaking up 
closer and closer. Four cops, regular Tokyo PD officers...but armed. Handguns. Nightsticks on 
their belts. Lights turned off on the train car, and they brought flashlights up, searching for her. 
Toga hugged the shadows and held her breath. They will not see me here. 


“Sir...was it a good idea for the Lurkers to split off?” asked the tail end cop, whispering into his 
push-to-talk radio. 


“Edgeshot is quicker and Yu... Yu is right where we need her.” Yu, huh? A bit familiar there, 
aren’t you, Kamui Woods? When Edgeshot, Kamui Woods and All Might had destroyed 
Kurogiri’s bar, she hadn't heard the wooden hero speak, but it all fit. The Lurkers were him, 
Edgeshot, and Mt. Lady; three top heroes, capable and experienced. J should be flattered. But the 
cops aren’t checking social media; Edgeshot is signing fucking autographs. And to intercept this 
train, Mt. Lady would need a plane! 


Four cops, four opportunities to get riddled with 9 mm bullets. Good chances. /f I can pull this 


Off... 


Toga sprang from behind a seat, grabbing onto the overhead compartment edge with both hands 
and swinging forward for a strong kick, right in a cop’s jaw! Her school dress shoe didn’t much 
help her kick be stronger, but the momentum and strength were enough to knock the officer back! 


With a flick of the wrist, she threw a knife at the officer furthest away. The blade stabbed through 
the man’s right palm, cutting into the left thumb...the handgun fell to the floor! She closed in on 
one of the others, barely a foot away, and used her left hand to push away the pistol. With her right 
hand, she sliced the cop with wild slashes; at the arms, at the legs, at his chest. 


He loosened his grip, and Toga took his gun...and threw it at her first enemy’s crotch. He yelped 
in pain, not yet getting up. The fourth cop moved his aim, ready to fire, only to find a big syringe 
stabbing his forearm! “Suck! Suck!” yelled Toga, as the machine took the cop’s blood. She had hit 
a vein! But the blood wasn’t her objective; Toga pulled on the cable, ripping the syringe out. The 
man screamed, and was distracted, and didn’t notice the syringe wrap around his handgun... 


Toga pulled again, and threw the gun behind her. Three guns out of play...She kicked a cop’s knee, 
then punched another’s throat, evaded an attack with a nightstick, and then was upon the cop on the 
floor. A quick kick sent the pistols rolling across the floor, and she stabbed the man on the arm, 
with her syringe. 


As the blood drained, Toga took her other knives out. “Come on! Give me your blood!” she yelled, 
as she defended against two cops with nightsticks. One, the man with the stabbed hand, was 
crouched against a seat, holding them in pain, in shock. The two in front of her had more 
superficial cuts.../’LL JUST HAVE TO CUT THEM DEEPER! END THEM!!! 


Their attacks were slow, inexpert. They were only instructed in the use of nightsticks for a few 
weeks, Toga had used knives for what felt like her whole life. KILL! KILL! HURT THEM! KILL 
THEM!!! The voice grew louder, and louder and louder, and Toga saw red. The red of enemy 
blood, the red of her own blood. The red of her rage. 


She tried to calm down. That doesn’t sound like my thoughts...that doesn’t sound like my voice... 
what the hell? Her breath quickened, her heart was beating so fast... 


And Toga stood over four cops, with spots of blood all over her cardigan. The were still alive; how 
had the cuts been so precise? How had she known what would let them bleed without killing them? 
She looked back to see the officer she had stuck with her syringe. They’ll die of blood loss, I don’t 
have time to end this, I have to get the hell out of dodge... 


“Give me your goddamn clothes or I will give you a red smile, right here!” she motioned with her 
knife around his throat. Then she noticed what she was saying, and added “I’m only stealing your 
identity, you idiot! I’m a taken girl, you know?” As the terrified guard handed over his gear and 


got handcuffed by Toga, she continued “Have you heard of the hero Deku? He is my love! I just...I 
just need him so much. Did you hear he fought against All for One a while ago? Fuck! He is so 
damn good, so handsome, so...” 


“You’re insane!” said the cop, panicked, squirming on the ground. 


“No...” Toga took the man’s blood, and tested the vocal cords “You’re insane!” She giggled. She 
was the perfect replica of that officer, wearing his clothes over her uniform and gear! She clicked 
her radio, and said “Sir...she got us. ’m...she’s going to the back of the train! I think she’s gonna 
jump!” That was impossible, but with her disguise, she could move to the cabin and stop the train. 
In the countryside, she might survive easier... 


“Don’t engage! ’'m on my way!” answered the heroic voice of Kamui Woods. “I’m sending a 
medic too, tell me their condition!” 


“They got stabbed, but not in the chest or any major...major veins. ’'m...[’m gonna retreat, sir.” 


Toga started stumbling towards the front of the train. A train car later, Kamui Woods ran past her, 
not noticing anything. /’m gonna make it...1’m gonna get away...I should have gutted those fuckers 
back there, taken their blood... 


There was another squad of cops closer to the cabin, and no civilians, at all. They had ambushed 
her very well, such a perfect execution...but she was Himiko Toga. Sneakiest, deadliest bitch in the 
land. She may have nothing but a pair of knives now, but she still went on. 


Toga moved into the cabin, where the conductor looked extremely stressed. “Ah! Officer! What 
happened? Did...did the villain do that?” 


“Yeah...can we close the door? I’m feeling whoozie with the air current...” 


“Of course, officer!” complied the conductor. Toga smiled, as her policeman skin melted to a grey 
goo. The conductor didn’t see behind as he closed the automatic sliding door. Didn’t see a girl in a 
police uniform too big for her slide an arm around his neck... He was nice, I can’t kill him... Yes, 
you can! You should! I should. Ehhh, I won’t. 


The man fell unconscious, almost like he was sleeping. Toga stuck him with a new needle, and 
extracted about 250 millilitres of blood. More than enough for the rest of the way to Osaka... She 
locked the unconscious train conductor in a conveniently sized closet, and took his clothes. She 
stashed her police clothes with the conductor, and she locked him inside. She left the keys well in 
sight; she didn’t want the guy to die of starvation or anything! 


Now to drive a train all the way to Osaka...she had to check a few touchscreen buttons in a screen. 
It was easy enough, for the first ten minutes. Then she heard Kamui Woods on the radio; “Men... 
we have been infiltrated. If you see Akiyama, arrest him! The villain has his appearance and his 
clothes!” 


Toga checked her phone; more than an hour left to Osaka. She wouldn’t even get to Shizuoka if 
she was caught! 


Someone was knocking on the door. “Driver, sir! Please open up!” 


Toga quickly practiced the conductor’s scared, shrill voice “Oh noes...what shall we ever do... 
Okay, I’m ready.” She opened up the door and jumped a bit on the seat “Ah! You scared me! I 
thought...I thought it was the villain! Please...please tell me you caught the villain?” 


The officer was young, a bit tall. He didn’t seem to be registering that the train’s driver had been 
replaced! “Not yet...she took the appearance of one of our own. Akiyama. Clean shaven? Friendly 
guy? He has blue eyes?” 


“He hasn’t...or she? I don’t know...I just wanted to do my job! Why did I get caught up in this? It 
is unfair!” That last part was how Toga felt about it all. They had planned this so much, for so 
long... The setup had been so complex, getting the money so difficult... And it had all come 
crumbling down. 


“T’m sorry, man. We managed to get everyone out real quick but we still needed someone to drive 
for the ambush to work. I...the Hero Public Safety Commission will give you a bonus, I’m sure of 
it!” So quick to trust... not the brightest, are you? One of your own just got replaced and you’re 
spilling the beans to a train driver. Bad call, officer. 


“Who even is the villain anyway? She’s a woman, right?” Toga asked, curious about just how 
much they would know about her. 


“Some girl called Yoga or something. Dunno much, really, Kamui just told us her power and that 
she would be wearing a schoolgirl outfit. Shit...you think she’s an actual high school student? 
That’s fucked up, man.” For a cop, he spoke almost like a delinquent. So...they don’t all know my 
face and name by memory. Good. I might still get away if I reach Osaka... 


“Yes, I agree, sir. Will you stay and protect the cabin? I’m shaking, sir. I didn’t sign up for this! I 
just like trains, this isn’t my fault!’ Gods was Toga performing like a pro today! 


“No, we have to sweep the train yet again. Don’t worry though, we’ll catch her! She’s just a small 
fry, the weakest of her terrorist group. She had the jump on those guys, but won’t catch us with our 
guard down!” Small fry? Well, that ain’t that off the mark, but still...not cool, man. Toga just 
nodded, letting a terrified expression twist the conductor’s face a bit, and the cop left. 


She kept an ear on the cop radio she had stolen earlier, and an eye on her phone. Social media was 
exploding; panic, anger, admiration for the heroes. All for One had left the Tokyo airspace, and 
with Gigantomachia attacking the airbase, no planes had been sent to attack. And Hawks...well, 
Hawks wasn’t the League’s double agent anymore, and had been tasked instead with escorting 
prisoners. 


Footage of her Izuku was already surfacing and it was all awealth of content! She shared 
everything on her social media accounts (all alts) and saved the best videos. The scars he would 
have from the female Nomu’s clawed slashes? He was only getting more attractive, it wasn’t fair! 
Will I...will I ever see him again? Her heart hurt just thinking about that. /t will be surviving, 
alright. There’s no living if I have nothing and if I never see him again...that will really be losing 
the last thing I have left. 


Toga kept the train going at a slower speed, hoping not to get caught with suspicious behaviour.... 
Maybe I should be driving trains instead of doing crimes? Hmmm...how would that look? Toga 
imagined herself dressed as an old-timey train driver, overalls and everything, and returning home 
to greet her wife Ochako. Well, it’s an alternate reality and all... I wish I still had your blood, 
Ochako. It was so tasty! 


Her feelings on Ochako Uraraka were quite decided; as love rivals, Toga should despise her, but in 
a way...She was pretty cute. As long as she didn’t take her Izuku away...they might be the best of 
friends! Maybe...maybe she would understand me? Or is her love as strong as mine? That could 
cause a fight...Who am I kidding? I’m probably not gonna see them again. Any of the two. 


Something still bugged her. Where the fuck is Mt. Lady? Was Kamui Woods bluffing? The train 
needed to cross the town of Fuji, then Shizouka, and that was just the first stop! Fuck it, Osaka is 
too far away. I need to lose these fools NOW. Toga pressed the button to schedule a stop in the 
station at Shizuoka and got ready to run for it, taking all she could from around the cabin; an 
unopened sandwich, a zippo lighter, a first aid kit, even the tourist maps of Osaka. There’s also 
one for Okinawa, huh? Driver wanted to go there? 


She opened the cabinet where she had stuffed the unconscious driver and wrote a note in a napkin 
she found; “I could have killed you very easily. Take care next time. Signed; Toga.” She wondered 
for a second why her first instinct had been to write using the Cyrillic alphabet...weird, I never 
took Russian at...well, I was only in that school for a short while before running away. 


Moving quickly, as the train was already slowing down, Toga located a hatch on the roof and 
climbed over, only peaking out once it was a safe speed. /’// just jump on another tra... 


“Thought you could get away, huh?” bellowed a mighty, yet very feminine voice. Mt. Lady, that 
giant bitch... She had been lying in wait at Fuji! And she was running at the slowing down train 
with gigantic strides; she would be upon them in instants! Are you gonna stop the train? De-rail it? 


“The game is over, Toga! You have nowhere to run!” called Kamui Woods from behind her. She 
peaked back and saw him, running over with spiderlike agility. He would get to her before Mt. 
Lady, and both heroes before reaching Shizuoka... 


Fuji faded behind them, and the mountain it shared a name with lay as a backdrop for Mt. Lady’s 
sprint. Shizuoka was still not on sight, but Toga could see different train lanes converging. The 
station wasn’t too far away. 


Kamui Woods attacked first, Mt. Lady still some seventy meters away. Wood grew from his arms, 
reaching for Toga, trying to trap her, but she cartwheeled away from the attack. “Here I am! For 
now at least...’m gonna be gone real soon!” She used her own voice, no longer transforming the 
vocal cords, but keeping the appearance. With some luck, at least Mt. Lady wouldn’t see her face. 
But how to fight them? She had a flash of inspiration, a way to fight Kamui Woods...she just 
needed an opening. 


So she aimed for his eyes. 


“Wrrirrryyyyyy!” Toga shrieked, trying to distract the hero as she threw a knife straight at his left 
eye. She held the knife by the blade, rotated it and let it fly, with all the accuracy her tired fingers 
could muster. Kamui Woods was fast, very fast. But not fast enough to evade the blade and catch 
Toga at the same time! As the knife flew, the hero turned his body to dodge it... 


It was the opening Toga needed! With quick fingers she withdrew a bottle of medical alcohol from 
the first aid kit she had just acquired and, with her remaining knives, poked it full of holes. With a 
flick of the wrist, the little bottle exploded, right over the hero’s torso. He was drenched with about 
half a cup of alcohol! 


“Come on, is that the best you’ve got?” Kamui Woods leapt high into the air, doing a front flip to 
land right in front of Toga. She tried to move out the way, but an arm turned into a long branch and 
swept her feet from under her. Fuck, fuck, FUCK! I wasn’t fast enough, no! “Show us your real 
face!” 


Kamui Woods other arm turned to a lacquered hook, to pin her to the ground. It closed around her 
waist, clasping her to the roof of the train. Roots grew around that limb, immobilising her torso 
more and more. Mt. Lady was about to reach them, she was reaching out with her hand. 


But Toga’s arms had not yet been bound. She had that zippo lighter up her sleeve and, in an instant, 
she had lit it up. Kamui Woods’ hero suit, drenched in alcohol, was lit aflame. Wood burned, even 
the living wood of the hero’s skin...at least enough for Toga to wiggle out, just enough to reach 
her blood vials... And she transformed her body, taking the blood of an ashen blonde girl, with 
green eyes and an attractive smile, and a scar under her left eye. Just close enough to her own 
face...but different enough to let her trail go cold! 


The blood belonged to a girl, about her age, that she had watched a couple weeks earlier. It was a 
miracle that the blood vial had survived! 


Toga wiggled out from under Kamui Woods’ grasp. “I thought I’d let you see my real face before I 
killed you!” she said, flashing the unknown girl’s pretty smile. The hero was trying to extinguish 
the fire, not letting panic take over...but Toga wasn’t giving him any chances. She stabbed at him, 
attacking his arms, his legs...it was useless; his wooden skin wasn’t bleeding or getting too 
damaged! But it was enough to distract him as he fought the fire. 


Until a hand as large as she was tall descended upon her. It took all of Toga’s speed to get away in 
time, and she almost fell off from the train. Mt. Lady was here, and she had just taken a chunk out 
of the Nozomi’s roof! In a single motion, the giantess ripped away the panel she had just 
destroyed; Toga had much less room to move around now. 


But there was a small blessing; noticing her partner on fire, Mt. Lady used her other hand to grab 
him, extinguishing the flames by snuffing them out “Geez, Kamui, I know I tell you you’ re hot, but 
that was something else” Oh yes, big girl! Flirt! Flirt all you want, and I can go! 


“Yu...please put me down, we have her cornered, we have seen her true face and everything!” Mt. 
Lady nodded and threw Kamui Woods up in the air, where he twisted his body, moving in to attack 
Toga again “Lacquered Chains Prison!” he yelled, while the giantess threw a punch “Avalanche 
Charge!” 


Toga just smiled and leapt sideways. They had reached Shizuoka, and had gained on a slower 
cargo train, and Toga had simply leapt across. Said cargo train was moving in the opposite 
direction, back to Tokyo, so she had to get off from it! Quick as a flash, Kamui Woods jumped off 
the Nozomi and unto the cargo train, right on Toga’s heels; Mt. Lady couldn’t get over the side of 
the train as quickly, so she just started running the other way. 


She had no time to lose, and she couldn’t second guess her strategy, so Toga leapt, down onto the 
ground, rolling to lessen the impact on her feet. Still, as she rolled, it felt as if her kidneys had just 
tanked all the shock. She felt like puking, but she had no time for that. Toga was up and running, 
feeling some new blood pouring in little droplets from fresh cuts. Why is gravel even a thing, fuck! 


Toga’s sprint to the station was shadowed by Kamui Woods, but she had a small start on him, and 
Mt. Lady was still running in the wrong way. The train yard was absolutely full of trains, mostly 
cargo trains, ready to send their goods to and from the city. She only needed one chance... As she 
heard the wooden sound of a branch holding onto a beam to swing around, Toga took a gamble and 
dove right inside the first train she got close to. It started moving right away, and Toga took cover 
behind some wooden boxes. Am I...am I in the clear? 


The cargo train was moving, and for twenty tense minutes Toga waited behind the boxes, knife in 
hand. She waited and waited, and then the police radio she had managed to save in the fight 
sparked to life “Team, we need to regroup and plan...we lost her.” 


“I’m free!” she whispered with glee. Kamui Woods and his task force’s pursuit had been relentless! 
It was a miracle she had survived and kept her freedom. “Now, lets see where we are going” she 


muttered, looking over the boxes to find a sticker or some marking: there had to be signs of where 
this was heading, right? 


“Copper circuits...bound for Kagoshima.” If it had been a passenger train there would have been 
stops along the way but with a freight train? It was unlikely. Toga unlocked her phone, frantically 
searching for how long it would take from Shizuoka to Kagoshima... 


“Shit.” More than sixteen hours. She checked the time; not even noon yet. Well, it is nice and dark 
in here, and the containers seem insulated against the elements...I can nap here, alright. She 
would ration her only food, the granola bar and the sandwich, by not eating them till she couldn’t 
go on, and when she reached Kagoshima...well, she had three wallets on her person, pickpocketed 
just a short while back. She would have herself some good food when she arrived. 


Huddled in the coat and clothes of the Nozomi’s conductor, Toga tried to sleep, eventually 
managing. But it wasn’t restful. 


She dreamt. Vague dreams of walking a hallway, a place that seemed so familiar... 


From a window she could see the outside; grassland, extending for miles and miles, with a strange 
tower in the distance. She had once known what the tower was used for, but she didn’t have the 
words for it now. They had been taken from her, ripped away, just like this place! 


The window had been on her right side. On her left, the wallpaper was yellowed and crumbling, 
showing a sigil painted on every support beam. There were some heavy doors lining that wall, and 
she knew which one she was heading for... 


The door opened to let her in, and she saw the nebulous outline of a person, with red glowing eyes 
as the only defining feature. Without them, the figure would have been only a shadow. The figure 
stood next to a chair, arranged as if for surgery...or torture. 


But the figure...it was a memory. He wasn’t there. No... What is all this? 


Toga woke up, having slept for almost seven hours. An incredible amount, really, considering how 
agitated she had been, how vague the nightmares...why couldn’t she remember them? Was it for 
her own good? Maybe...maybe she didn’t want to remember. But if she didn’t sleep, what was she 
supposed to do? 


Exercise till she was tired, clean her wounds, wallow in self pity. Cry. Cry some more. 


Have a sad meal that she was half sure was breakfast. J hope Izuku is enjoying his breakfast, 
wherever he is... 
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Katsuki Bakugou woke up in pain. His head hurt like hell, his nose was all clogged up, he had 
drooled onto the pillow. He felt lightheaded and dizzy, and his arm, though not broken anymore, 
felt like it was on fire. How the fuck had he been able to sleep like this? Exhaustion? 


He looked up, blinking. The ceiling was familiar, a half-forgotten memory, so vague yet so close. 
The soft ruffle of the air mattress as Deku set up his blankets, having let Katsuki take the bed. 
Auntie Inko’s cooking having made him drowsy, and a few episodes of All Might’s cartoon 
promising exciting dreams... 


How the fuck had things changed so much? 
Did he...did he miss that? 


Of course not. He was a man now, a hero. He had no need for childhood friends, much less friends 
he had pushed away. And Deku... Everything flowed back in Katsuki’s mind. His injuries were 
because of their fight; Katsuki had lost. Finally, he had met his match, in the worst place possible. 


Well, it would only be a setback, on the long run. Sure, Deku would likely get close to All Might 
and become his heir in everything. Who gave a shit? Not him. With his explosions, Katsuki could 
do anything he wished. Except beat Deku again. The doubts were a new thing, now that he had 
concrete evidence of his shortcomings in combat. 


Again, more useless ideas. He would just eat breakfast, return to UA, get better, train like hell, and 
beat Deku in the third year Sports Festival. If his win was public, nobody could ever deny it, and 
after graduating, there would be no redux. 


He thought back to the second year, where they hadn't fought each other. Fucking Todoroki had 
been the champion. Katsuki’s tie in the third place against Yaoyorozu had been unexpected, but 
quite admirable; the girl had made some sort of Explosive Ordnance Disposal suit around herself, 
anchored to the ground and withstood his explosions till time had run out. 


In contrast, Deku had been beaten by that Mudman guy from class B, tripping off the field when 
landing from a flying kick, as honenuki had made the ground soft and slippery. A fucking 
disgrace. 


Ah, but next year! No stupid tricks would beat them, just each other. And Katsuki would fucking 
win. 


The door then opened, and Deku barged in, with a tray of delicious smelling food on one hand and 
a phone on the other. Katsuki’s phone. “Before you say anything, I charged it for you. Reply to the 
texts when you’re feeling better.” 


Deku’s expression was hard to read. Traces of anger? Sadness? The fool had been depressed all 


year long, only getting better because those loser friends of him had been there for him. At one 
point even Katsuki had considered helping, that was how pathetic Deku had looked. Probably 
some lingering depression from his Quirkless days, some useless heartbreak, whatever. Maybe his 
parents were getting a divorce, who knew? 


Besides that, there was something Katsuki couldn’t quite place. A certain pride? Deku could never 
be arrogant, of that Katsuki was sure, but proud, perhaps. “Kacchan, I wanted to say just one thing, 
before I let you eat. Well, two things, really, but one is passing on a message and...” 


He caught himself rambling, frowned, and got back on track “Okay. I don’t regret hurting you. I 
feel bad, and I wish you hadn't been injured, but I should have done that a long time ago. I guess I 
didn’t have the power back then, but...with this, we’re done. I’m not going to be your rival 
anymore, surpassing you will be just because I want to be the better hero I can be.” 


Katsuki didn’t feel like arguing. He felt that, if he spoke his mind, he’d just hurt his throat right 
now. So, he just nodded, and Deku continued. 


“The other thing is that All Might will take us camping. Three days, when you are healed more. 
Until he’s sure we won’t try and fight again. And...if I can ask for a favour? We’re gonna need a 
strategy to go against All for One.” 


“Yeah.” Katsuki said, his voice hoarse and his throat aching like hell “I can help with that. I want 
him dead, as much as you.” He imagined that Deku would react, be scared, cry, something...but he 
just nodded. Katsuki had said they would kill a villain, and Deku had nodded. 


All for One had to be even worse than Katsuki knew for Deku to act like that. 


“Well...enjoy your breakfast, Kacchan. And please call Kirishima, he is concerned.” Katsuki 
flipped Deku off and snatched the food tray, greedily devouring the meal before him. When he 
looked back up, Deku was gone. 


The town was small, barely a hundred houses stuck to edge of the riverbank. Rice farmers, a few 
fishermen, workers for the hydroelectric dam some miles upstream. Rural China, as picturesque as 
ever, and just the kind of place where a stranger could be spotted ten miles away. 


So, he didn’t hide. He strolled into the town’s tavern boldly, even while dressed in the remains of a 
pearl white prison jumpsuit. His injuries had been severe and had not healed yet, so the man faced 
the townspeople with half his face torn asunder, and deep gashes along his body. 


His eyes had been gone for seven years now, but he could still see. His nose and upper half of his 
face was gone, but he could still smile. Ah, such happiness there could be found in destroying a life 
so utterly, in bringing the ultimate despair. He had done so with the bearers of One for All, all eight 
of them. 


He had brought ruin upon the house of Shimura. True, it could have been done more elegantly than 
in the end. In the original plan, little Tenko would get his Quirk and, after about a week of 


suffering, it would activate, and he would kill everyone in his family; father, mother, little sister 
Hana, grandparents...from his mother’s side, obviously. Nana Shimura had died by his hand, her 
husband had met his end soon after. 


The plan had been so simple...but there had been misinformation. Tenko was indeed Quirkless, but 
so was his father. And most important of all, the father wasn’t abusive, as the spies had reported. 
He was a good man, after all. Disappointing. It didn’t fit the plan at all. So, the man had made a 
phone call. An old friend, Dima Krasnov. 


Street name, Pestilentia. 


The plan had changed quickly, then. No time to wait for Tenko to kill the family by accident, and 
with no real reason to turn on his family, the kid would be pretty safe. Subtlety was out, and well... 
whatever necessary to break the spirit of One for AIl’s successors, no? To so utterly destroy 
Shimura’s family and legacy, and then present All Might with the results? 


It had to be done. 


So, the man had done it himself. The theatrics of it could be accomplished by himself, no need to 
get a teleporter or the Doctor involved. Or to remember whatever inane alias the Doctor was going 
by at the moment. 


In a black sedan, elegant but nondescript, had travelled a man in a similarly distinguished, but 
discrete suit. The only striking feature were his eyes; while the color wasn’t anything but ordinary 
amber, the depth. The things they had seen, the acts committed. Torture, murder, worse...Three 
separate Quirks were needed to mask the eyes, and to avoid random civilians from getting 
nightmares about them. 


The sedan’s driver one of many experiments of the man’s. Hideo was the driver’s name, a lifelong 
criminal under All for One. Quirkless for an hour, while he napped on the job...and then given a 
Quirk just similar enough to his own that he didn’t notice, but different. Hideo could feel it, in his 
blood, in his soul. He was wrong, but he didn’t know exactly how, or why. And he had never again 
napped in the presence of his boss. 


The suburbs of Musutafu...Shimura’s son had tried to hide in plain sight, thinking to obfuscate the 
enemies of his family by living in the city his mother patrolled? Or was he just an idiot? It didn’t 
matter much now. 


The spy had called, said that the whole family wouldn’t be there. The answer had been precise, 
quick; they were to die, wherever they were. In minutes, the Doctor was calling to confirm their 
deaths in a country house. The Shinigami squad had been the tool used. Four assassins, formerly 
Quirkless, utterly devoted to their master. 


And, amazingly, one of the Shinigami Squad had been killed in the fighting! It had made All for 
One pause, asking for an explanation. The Doctor had been ashamed to admit that Shimura’s wife 
had a strength Quirk and had snapped the neck of the casualty; All for One had laughed. Shimura 
had clearly learned from his father about loving strong women. 


“Preserve the hands. We will give them to Tomura.” 


The solid, greying hands of Hana Shimura, the mother, and the grandparents, the consequence of 
Decay. It was perfect. As always, All for One’s will was law. 


The man had walked out of the sedan and into a row of houses. Thirteen Quirks were already 


active, unconsciously. Small conveniences, like perfect digestion, 15/20 eyesight, controlled 
hearing...and Occlusion, which hid his presence from those not focusing on him. A Quirk he had 
refused to give over to Pestilentia, and had kept for himself...the kid who had it, had suddenly had 
a strange case of “getting hit by a car” the moment his Quirk had been found out. Crazy how nature 
did that. 


He had decided not to give the kid over for his friend to raise into a hitman, and instead, All for 
One could walk wherever he pleased, in relative peace and quiet. It was blissful. Now to patiently 
sow the seed of All Might’s despair, in a long, drawn out plan, than might take more than a decade 
of waiting. 


The villain thought about how much of a stroke of genius the plan was. Tenko Shimura was the 
perfect candidate to inherit One for All, once he grew older; an interest in heroes, a (now dead) 
supportive family, a number one hero who owed everything to his family, and would risk his life 
for Tenko without a split second of doubt. 


Tenko was a vessel for greatness, that is what All for One could now see. The potential to be a 
saviour, if he inherited One for All. And, if the Doctor’s calculations were correct, in the ninth 
generation, OFA’s true power would be unleashed. 


Seven Quirks, including One for All’s power accumulation and ability to pass it down. That is 
what was supposed to be, anyway, from all the equations on the Quirk Singularity that the Doctor 
had conceived. Seven Quirks, that, when powered up by OFA, might be enough to defeat All for 
One. 


Of course, he had personally killed most of those seven wielders. Only one had escaped his grasp, 
and ended up dying instead to a virus used by a different villain. Of course, All for One had slowly 
tortured the man who had stolen his prize, some idiot from Taiwan called “Duye”’. 


Seven Quirks, not particularly powerful before being augmented by OFA. He had been unable to 
steal any of them, a side effect of One for All, apparently, but he could still see them, used against 
him in desperation. His brother’s basic super strength, the “funky” man’s black whips, Nana 
Shimura’s smile... 


He frowned. Things could have been different with Nana. It shouldn’t have come to violence. They 
could have ended the feud. 


All for One had met Nana Shimura before he had known she was a successor of his brother. Just a 
smiling woman who had turned a bad day good. 


Back then, he had taken a short sabbatical from being the world’s bogeyman. After more than a 
hundred years of it, he had needed some time off. Maybe he’d even stop pursuing OPA, and let 
them search for him fruitlessly, as he did something useful instead. Write a novel, learn to paint, 
maybe music...All for One had needed a break. 


And thus, he had become Zhuji Shigaraki. A 28-year-old (eternally), single, and an aspiring 
novelist...and rejected in ten separate publishers. Apparently, the fictionalized account of a life of 
crime (based on his life) that he was trying to market was “too slow’, had “too much waiting 
around” and “more board meetings than a stock broking company”. It was a true reflection of 
decades of crime, and they had spurned him. 


So, he had gone to drink for a while, feeling dejected. And then he had seen her smile. 


A hero, a couple years younger than him (his appearance, anyway), striding into the bar and 


ordering a round for everyone. Joining him, telling stupid jokes until he smiled. “I’m happy today, 
so I want to share it with everyone” she had said. She had just received a bonus at her hero agency, 
she said, and felt a “virulent smile” on her face. Indeed, her grin was contagious, and her 
conversation was pleasant. And Zhuji Shigaraki asked for her number, and, worst of all, allowed 
himself to fall in love. 


A year and a half they dated. How she didn’t recognize the man who had killed her master, he 
didn’t know. He hadn't consciously changed his appearance too much, but his Occlusion had 
probably masked any big details she could pick up on. They were both hiding deep secrets, but 
their love was probably making them too dumb to notice. 


Until it wasn’t. They found out they were enemies, eternally bound in a blood feud. A quiet 
argument had happened. “Did you know?” she had asked. “No” he had replied. There had been 
screaming, Nana’s smile was gone. The yelling had escalated to fighting; All for One was back, 
and he had never fought someone so strong. Her anger had been a thing to behold. 


Their apartment was trashed, wrecked. He had left as Nana rushed in to rescue the civilians. 


All for One had returned, taken control of the underworld again. He prepared for years; Shimura 
was a cunning fighter, and hid the dirtiest fighting he had seen under that smile. He spent time 
researching, investigating, acquiring more Quirks. He found the Doctor, a promising university 
student, in the intervening years, and he sponsored his every research. 


There was such a wealth of knowledge hidden in Quirks, in human DNA, and the Doctor cut 
through all the bullshit to get to the real gems. With his mind, All for One would change the world. 


But to do so, Nana had to die. There was no room for One for All in the future. Yet, as All for One 
cornered her, she saw a calm smile on her lips. She taunted him with words of a happy life, well 
lived; she had found a man and fallen in love, and their son was safe, and most of all, she had 
trained a successor. 


Even as All for One dealt the final blow and crushed Nana Shimura, he felt no satisfaction for it. 
His victory was meaningless, and she had delayed it yet again. He had killed the only woman he 
had ever loved, with both anger and sorrow in his heart. But he didn’t let sadness cloud his mind. 
Shimura had done all of that to oppose him, so he would destroy her legacy. To the last drop of 
blood, he would have his vengeance. 


Swift and violent had been his rampage, and finally, he had made young Tenko kill his father. All 
the while, All for One made note of every feature in the father’s face, relishing the thought of the 
suffering he would cause. As he would not only break Tenko’s mind, he would replace it. 


In the months following the fall of the last Shimuras, Tenko was in a state of shock. And with a 
little trip to Tselinoyarsk Institute, in Russia, the combined mastery of Pestilentia and All for One 
created Tomura Shigaraki. 


The name was chosen from All for One’s alias, when meeting Nana Shimura, as a final insult to 
her. “I made him my kid’, the name screamed to the world, even if no one knew it. He was a 
wretched, pathetic creature, who even repressed his fake memories. In time, All for One expected 
Tomura would “remember”, and become even more fanatical in the path he was to be groomed for. 


The successor of All for One. 


Even immortals had to die, and, if Shigaraki was a good enough successor, maybe All for One 
could leave the duties of destroying the world of heroes to him. Sadly, that hadn't happened; All for 
One had miscalculated while opening Shigaraki’s memories forcibly, and apparently had opened 
both the fake memories and the real ones, starting a mental battle between Tenko and Tomura. 
Pestilentia had warned that such a thing could happen, that the trigger words were fickle tools, and 
that brainwashing was a delicate business, difficult to use accurately. 


Shigaraki’s brainwashing may have been imperfect, resulting on that, or perhaps All for One had 
mispronounced a word, but the result had been evident. Instead of a Shigaraki hellbent on 
destruction, who remembered the pain of his fake past, he got a catatonic Tomura writhing on the 
ground, protected by that blue fairy-looking hero. 


The mere memory of the heroes there made All for One wince in discomfort. The healing factor 
Quirks that worked around the clock to keep him alive, but deep wounds, like the scars inflicted by 
Suneater, and the broken ribs from Wave Motion’s spiral attacks, took longer to heal. And without 
the life support helmet and machines, he could very well die from the old wounds All Might had 
given him, seven years back. 


And there was also Izuku Midoriya. The Doctor’s hypothesis had proved wrong with Midoriya; he 
only had access to super strength, just like All Might, but from the few seconds of fighting, All for 
One had seen spirit in him. He wouldn’t die quietly or easily. But he was too inexperienced, and he 
would be no match for All for One. 


“What are you?” asked a man to him, in Cantonese. At a glance, All for One could see he was a 
local thug, a fool making a brave face. The Quirk “Search”, formerly belonging to the hero 
Ragdoll, instantly picked on the man’s Quirk; “Fish Eye”. Weak points included, obviously, the 
eyes, but also blind spots just beyond the ears, but allowed for extra focus in the centre of vision. 


“Who’s asking? Are you the bartender, to ask me what I want to drink?” he replied, also in 
Cantonese. He didn’t have a language Quirk, like Pestilentia’s lieutenant Nazzaro, but he had 
decades of time to learn, and all of Asia was his shadow domain. 


“No. I don’t want you in my town, so go away.” The man replied, narrowing his eyes. 


All for One smiled. Maybe he could use an absorption Quirk to get nutrients and heal some of his 
wounds, last out until he could find a hospital. “Wrong answer. Now answer your question. What 
am I?” 


“You are a bastard who should fucking leave.” 
“That is wrong. I am conquest. I am All for One.” 


“Wha-“ the man was interrupted, as AFO’s arm grew and bulged with muscle, the bones 
strengthened with steel rebar that protruded from the skin, bruising around several muscle growths. 
With said arm AFO had met the Unites States of Smash and lived...mostly; it turned the villager to 
pink mist in a single punch. 


All around him patrons panicked and rushed to the doors. A few thugs stood their ground, but AFo 
punched the ground, scattering them. “Search” revealed just one interesting Quirk “Air Blade’, 
from the man who looked like the ringleader. In an instant, AFO was in the midst of the group of 
thugs, propelled by the mild aerokinesis power that let him fly in a fashion. 


And then he killed. Seven Quirks he unleashed against seven men; energy projection, arm 
combination, flying itself, forcible Quirk activation (testing Air Blade against a thug), oil 
teleportation (to rip a man in half), bone kunai knives and finally, the obsidian spider legs. The 
appendages were a favorite of him, as they extended his reach immensely in hand to hand combat, 
and, as biological parts of him, conducted the true power of All for One; giving and taking Quirks. 


The ringleader was impaled, a spider leg punching through his heart. As his life ebbed away, All 
for One stabbed with another leg, right through the eye and directly into the brain. Multitasking, 
AFO stole Air Blade at the same time as he altered the man’s mind, searching for the information 
he needed. As he searched, the man bled to death, and then he found it. 


The Monastery of Famine. 
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“So, heard anything from Midori?” asked Mina, curious about the missing classmates. Midoriya 
and Bakugou were both absent, and Aizawa hadn't yet arrived to explain the absence. And after 
being recalled to UA, it was strange for students to be away, maybe even dangerous. 


“Not a thing,” answered Todoroki, which was odd, as he was super close with the green haired 
boy. After the first year and almost the second, they were closer than brothers now, by Midoriya’s 
own admission, and Todoroki’s somewhat reluctant but earnest agreement. It was strange that 
Midoriya would keep his friends in the dark. 


“What about Bakugou? Do you know something about our classmate, Ashido?” asked lida, always 
the responsible class president. Mina thought it was funny how clear it was that Iida led the class, 
but in the hero team was happy to be just a member and leave the lead to Midoriya. 


“T dunno, Kiri talked to him a while ago, I think? I got distracted cause I started watching this 
video on hero gossip, ya know? I think that Midnight and Present Mic might be a thing!” 


lida decided to ignore the suggestion that the teachers might be dating, and instead brought 
Kirishima into the conversation, “Kirishima, is it true? What did you learn?” 


Kiri looked distracted and a bit upset, which made Mina want to give him a big hug. “He will be 
doing some training with All Might. Mentorship stuff, I think. He...was not okay. I...lida, can I 
leave class and go find him? He really needs help.” 


“Leaving class is a no, Kirishima! But...what do you mean?” 


“He sounded like he had doubts. He never has doubts. He is confident to the point of arrogance, 
and he never lets anything get in his way, so why would he have doubts?” Kiri was seriously out of 
it, not like his usual positivity. And lida was noticing too, as were Tsuyu and Todoroki, who were 
also in the conversation. 


“Kirishima, can we help, kero?” asked Tsuyu, her stoic voice as caring as it got. Mina didn’t wait 
for another cue and hugged her friend. He returned the hug, as warmly as ever. 


“T’m alright,” he said, a few tears running down his cheeks. In an instant, Kaminari and Sero had 
joined the hug. 


“We’re here for you, bro,” they said, patting the redhead’s hair and hugging tighter. 
“T’m just...I think Katsuki and Midoriya fought again.” 


Mina saw lida and Todoroki exchange a look, and from the corner of her eye saw Ochako getting 
restless. 


Mina had no idea what to make of Ochako anymore. As a friend, she was loyal and helpful, always 
there when Mina had needed her, but she was also hiding something. Something inside of Ochako 
had hurt every time Mina had asked her about crushes. At first it had seemed like she liked 
Midoriya...but then things had shifted. 


Why? Mina had no idea. She hadn't heard of one rejecting the other, but they had started avoiding 
each other. Midoriya had stopped hanging out with his usual friends for a few weeks, seeking 
instead Hatsume and Shinsou. And he had looked...broken. 


And Ochako had turned so weird around him, it was hard to see. They could work well enough as a 
team, but as friends? As for the "something more" Mina had thought she had seen? That was gone. 


As for the fight Kiri was upset about? Midoriya had tried to befriend Bakugou a lot, to no avail, 
and had ended up not talking with the blonde as much afterwards, and tensions had built up. 
Everyone could see it. There was bad blood, that hadn't been fixed, and a conversation didn’t seem 
as likely as a battle. 


“Hero class...can I stay a while?” asked an energetic voice from the door. Mina turned around to 
find Mei Hatsume, genius inventor who apparently now slept regular hours. 


“Hatsume, you are supposed to be having homeroom in your class!” replied lida. He had forgiven 
Hatsume for the humiliation in the Sports Festival some time back, but they weren’t great friends 
by any measure. 


“Got bored. Didn’t remember that Izuku wasn’t around and already walked over here.” There was a 
sad twinkle in her eye, and she had called Midoriya by first name! That was very interesting... “I 
can’t design stuff when I’m this type of bored, lida.” 


“Hatsume, do you know about Izuku? He trusts you a lot!” lida got straight to the point again, and 
Ochako shuffled closer, leaning against a desk with ears perked up. 


“Ah yes! I totally forgot Izuku told me to spread the word that he was okay. Oh! I remembered 
something else!” she was bouncing up and down in excitement “My Babies did really well against 
the explosions! Bakugou had no chance! Though I should work on something to protect Izuku’s 
face...” she rambled on, until she saw Kirishima looking at her, questioningly. 


“Tell me what happened, Hatsume.” Kirishima demanded, in a serious tone. 


“They had words, and then they fought. Izuku won, using a really neat kick. The Babies I put in his 
shoes performed most admirably, gave Bakugou a concussion and all. We also met Recovery 
Girl’s niece, she also punched Bakugou.” 


Kirishima looked livid “He got hurt?” 


“Of course he did, he went all out against Izuku!” Kirishima didn’t seem pleased by the answer, but 
accepted it anyway. “So, All Might took us to Izuku’s house, there they both got healed and we 
stayed the night.” 


“You did what?” asked Ochako in a low voice, full of resentment. Mina didn’t like seeing that part 
of Ochako, she was dangerous like that. 


“Mrs. M. let me sleep in a guest room, Izuku slept on the couch because we dumped the sleeping 
Bakugou on Izuku’s bedroom.” 


Ochako tilted her head slightly “So it was all...platonic?” 


Hatsume shrugged, as if she didn’t get how momentous it would be for a girl to stay the night in a 
boy’s home, with total approval of his mother and his sort-of-dad, All Might. “I guess? Oh, he also 
helped me finish my essay on Tokyo Air Traffic laws. Did you know it is illegal for helicopters to 
land in road intersections?” 


“Yes” answered lida, without a second of doubt. 


“So...d’ya know where they went with All Might? When they’ll be back?” asked Kaminari, who 
was still softly hugging Sero and Mina. 


“Two days, and the mountains. Think they mentioned Gran Torino? Mrs. M. and Bakugou talked 
with his mom and explained stuff, I meanwhile thought about reverse engineering some stuff...” 


As the now larger group talked about the training possibilities of a mountain retreat, and how much 
of a weight off everyone’s shoulders it would be if Midoriya and Bakugou finally got their trouble 
in order, Mina had a sudden realisation. 


“Hatsume, if you stayed on the guest room, and All Might also spent the night...where did he 
sleep?!?!” It was scandalous! The number one hero and Midoriya’s mom!!! 


For once, Mei Hatsume caught on the possible romantic subtext, and, like the students who had 
heard Mina’s implication, blushed. The chance that All Might and Inko Midoriya were having an 
affair was now clear in their minds. 


“Who are you people?” asked the old fuck, poking at Deku with a cane. Katsuki almost laughed, 
until he got poked with the cane as well. 


“THE FUCK, OLD MAN?” he yelled at him. 


“No need to shout, my hearing aid had batteries, you whippersnapper. Now identify yourselves! I 
know the big oaf. Toshinori, you zygote, I had a forest barbecue planned away from it all, why do 
you bring random teenagers to interrupt it? And one of them is clearly injured.” 


Katsuki scoffed. He was healing admirably fast, and didn’t seem to have any ill effects of the 
concussion. If he had sustained brain damage from a fight with Deku, it would have been insulting. 
It was bad enough that he had lost, but to also lose brain capacity from one of Deku’s kicks? 
Bullshit. 


“Master, I...well, I’m not sure anyone else I know has a cabin in the mountains.” All Might 
replied. The man was slightly afraid of the old shithead, for some reason. 


“Did you need a cabin in the mountains for some team building exercise?” The old man had a 
point. It had taken an awkward car ride and an hour of hiking to get there, besides the entire talk 
with Katsuki’s parents...Auntie Inko had somehow convinced them, and now here they were. 


“Tt is safer to train in isolation! That is why WE ARE HERE!” All Might had as much energy as 
always, but he had clearly pulled that reason out of his ass. 


“You’re just doing this because that one has never gone camping with his dad, isn’t it?” Gran 
Torino, the old dude in question, pointed at Deku, who looked away, ashamed. Did Hisashi 


Midoriya seriously never take you camping ? Katsuki had even inherited his love of 
mountaineering from his dad, Masaru, and couldn’t imagine a father not making time for at least 
one such trip to bond with his son. 


Even if Masaru was a pain in the ass, Katsuki cherished those days in the forest, the smell of trees 
and clean air, the cold nights... He knew that Hisashi had always been a deadbeat piece of shit, but 
it had never quite been put in perspective in that way for Katsuki. 


All Might didn’t even deny it. He looked flustered, yes, but he looked like he was proud of Deku. It 
weirded Katsuki out, but...it was also nice. 


“You better have brought tents, I ain’t sharing mine. Midoriya, you’re with me, seems like we’re 
gonna need to gather extra firewood.” In an instant, the old man had gone from goofy to serious 
and seemed to remember Deku’s name. 


“Sir, you did remember!” Deku practically glowed, with that stupid fucking smile. 


“Of course, I haven’t had interns who get in as much trouble. Congrats on your new agency, by the 
way.” The two started walking towards the treeline, not bringing any axe or tool. The fools would 
probably do some jackassery like chopping branches with their bloody hands. 


All Might looked expectantly at Katsuki, who scoffed. “You’re gonna ask for help with the tents, 
that it? Fuck it, I know what to do. Give em over and don’t get in the way!” He didn’t yet know 
how to feel around skinny All Might. Should Katsuki let his guilt cloud his judgement? Affect the 
way he treated All Might? No, he would treat him as he had before...before the end. 


Sure, Toshinori Yagi was still alive. But All Might was gone. And that was still Katsuki’s fault. He 
had been there, at the epicentre, been the cause of the fight. If he hadn't been kidnapped, maybe All 
Might could have fought All for One in better conditions...Whatever. It was done now, and AFO 
was on the loose again. 


But All Might had fought hard. Katsuki had done a bit of digging and had found just how severe 
AFO’s wounds had been. He bled, and they could kill him. Perhaps a combined effort? If Katsuki 
defeated All for One, it would make All Might so proud of him, and it would definitely make him 
the number one hero. It was the biggest fight possible, to earn the biggest win possible. 


Yes, Katsuki had an idea now. As he set up the tents, with some help from All Might, Katsuki 
decided that he would volunteer to the team that would inevitably be sent against All for One. With 
a hero license, he was able to join such missions, as long as UA approved, and the teachers could 
never object to such a thing, not for one of their top students. Hell, the top student of the hero class. 


“Young Bakugou, about your fight with young Izuku...did it help?” The question was sudden, 
unexpected. Had it helped? Maybe. They had vented quite a bit before, but Katsuki didn’t feel like 
himself after losing. 


“What do you mean “help”? It was a fight. We needed it, yeah, but...I don’t know. Maybe?” 


“You will need to talk.” All Might was right. Maybe it was the concussion speaking, or the thin 
mountain air, but Katsuki felt like he could listen to whatever idiot ideas Deku had right now. 


“The hell about? He’s got every right to hate my guts, and I can’t stand him.” 


“T don’t know, that'll be up to you two to discuss. I just can not keep letting this happen, not for 
Izuku’s sake, and not for yours. You will be the greatest heroes in your generation, even a blind 
man could see that.” He sighed, as if he couldn’t find the right words. 


“And you’re not blind. What’s the point? We’ll obviously be great, yeah.” 


All Might’s stare hardened with resolve “I can’t let the peace be kept by two people who are 
enemies.” 


Enemies? I probably crossed the line into that, yes. Deku didn’t want that, but now? I guess we 
might be. “We aren’t fucking enemies. The fuck would you say that?” 


“Because Izuku isn’t trying to see the good in you anymore.” Fuck. That hurt. Deku had said he 
admired Katsuki, even after all he had done to him...but they had pushed past that, to a breaking 
point. 


“Yeah? Well I can’t see what was worthy of him that you gave him your power. He should have 
mastered it by now, made him his, AVENGED YOU! Deku failed, All Might. Just like I did. If I 
hadn't been beating up that scrub Dabi, I could have fought All for One!” 


All Might held up a hand, stopping the rest of his rant “I don’t need avenging, young Bakugou. I’m 
still alive, and that means All for One has not won. And...I don’t judge Izuku so harshly for not 
mastering One for All. He has the power of eight people inside of him, and, well, it could be much 
worse! He could even have sprouted 7 Quirks or something, but he didn’t. I didn’t expect him to 
defeat All for One but...I know he can.” 


“HIM? Don’t make me laugh, All Might.” Katsuki gave a harsh chuckle. He only just barely 
defeated ME. And I have just one Quirk. “The one who will beat AFO will be me. ’? LL FUCKING 
DO IT, JUST YOU WAIT!” 


“Young Bakugou...” he said, with a sad smile “...please don’t rush into a fight like that. You’ re 
one of the strongest in your generation, don’t throw that away.” 


Anger flared in Katsuki’s mind “You’ve no problem letting Deku go and fight that monster, do 
you? That weakling, that piece of shit Deku!” 


All Might’s face twisted in pain, and he said “I don’t WANT him to. He shouldn’t have to fight 
that fight! It was mine to end, and I failed. I failed, and I couldn’t do enough to delay the fight to a 
day where he was ready. I couldn’t protect Izuku from my failure, but now...I don’t think I could 
stop him from joining the fight. I can only help him be better prepared.” 


“Well if Deku is fighting, like hell if I’m just gonna stay behind and fucking wait it out. I don’t 
give a shit if we hate each other, we still hate All for One more!” Katsuki saw a determined smile 
grace All Might’s lips for an instant, before being replaced by a stoic expression again. That 
monster, he took the symbol of Peace from our country, all the victims at Kamino are on him...all 
my fucking nightmares. 


Nobody knew about the nightmares. Not even Eijirou. They were not common, but to wake up 
screaming after remembering All for One’s evil aura? The fucking dreams didn’t even have AFO 
do anything. He just had to be there to have Katsuki wake up in a cold sweat. It had made him even 
angrier than usual. Maybe I’m angrier at Deku the days I slept badly, and it builds up? 


The rest of the tents were set up in silence. All Might did his tent and Deku’s, Katsuki did his own 
and Gran Torino would sleep on the cabin, which looked more like a shed with heating than an 
actual cabin, and had been built to accommodate the elderly hero’s aggravatingly short height. 


Soon Deku and Gran Torino returned, laughing about something. It seemed like Deku was 
carrying about half a ton of firewood in his arms, while the old man had with him a large river fish 


he had already cleaned and gutted. The prospect of campfire-cooked fish made Katsuki’s mouth 
water. 


“Toshinori, I don’t know what you’ re feeding the kid, but he’s fast, and has a much better hold on 
that ridiculous power of his.” Gran Torino’s praise seemed genuine, in contrast to his usual 
prickliness. 


“He has been training a lot, haven’t you, Izuku?” 


“Yeah! I have started taking lessons with different pros when I can, I even tracked down the ex- 
vigilante Knuckleduster for some pointers on martial arts!” Deku was certainly pleased with 
himself, and, judging by the bandage still on Katsuki’s arm, that had certainly worked. If anything, 
the kicks and punches had much better technique and execution, if not outright. Katsuki was pretty 
sure that, if he found the techniques as done by the pros, Deku would only be copying and adapting 
them. 


So far it seemed like Deku had only really created combinations of techniques that were really his, 
instead of original moves. Copying All Might and others, and then stringing up what he had 
learned into an all-around style, with mid-range and close-range options. And some stuff he used, 
to throw his opponents off balance? That might be the only creativity he had in fighting. In 
particular, kicking down on the floor to smash the opponent’s footing and even using the debris as 
a weapon; Katsuki approved of that idea a whole lot. 


As the old man and All Might talked about training with Deku, maybe to get an idea on what to 
improve, Katsuki set up his backpack and belongings in his tent. It was a thing of beauty, a 
Detnerat Trailmaster 300, with thermal insulation polymers in the walls letting him be at ease even 
in sub zero temperatures. And, judging by the snow piling up around the clearing, it would be a 
fucking cold night. 


He was prepared, yeah, and it seemed like All Might was too, with a big tent in the colours of the 
American flag. The canvas was faded, but it looked to have great quality, and inside, he had a large 
sleeping bag with “Shield Tech” on the logo. That David Shield guy most have made it, maybe as a 
side project? 


Similarly, Deku’s tent had very visible branding; the golden eye with crosshairs of his friend 
Hatsume’s upstart support company, “Hatsume Industries”. The bitch had a gigantic ego, and Deku 
only seemed to stroke it further, supporting even idiotic projects, like the tent he was seeing before 
his eyes. “Deku...quick question. WHY THE FUCK DID HATSUME MAKE YOU A TENT?” 


Deku shrugged and laughed embarrassedly, “Oh, it’s a funny story, actually!” 
Katsuki made an annoyed face, but he took the bait, “The fuck happened?” 


“So, I was hanging out with Mei, and Mineta and Setsuna were around. Mineta said something 
like; “That Hatsume probably has Midoriya over here pitching a tent all the time!”’. I got really 
embarrassed, Mei didn’t really understand what they meant and got in her mind that she should 
make survival gear for heroes too...and I got a tent.” 


Katsuki decided that asking “what kind of tent” would have been a bad joke on Mineta’s level, so 
instead he just said, “You and Hatsume are fucking idiots.” 


Deku just shrugged again, smiling. “Not everyone can appreciate genius.” What the fuck was 
Deku’s deal? Did he like Hatsume? Were they just friends? I don’t care but it is fucking annoying 
not to have that be resolved. 


With nothing more to add, Deku brought out one of the pouches of his hero suit, one of those red 
ones he wore on his belt. He opened it to reveal a bundle of cloth, which looked like scaled down 
versions of a flannel shirt and an extra blanket. 


“What’s that?” Katsuki asked, getting closer to watch. 


“This is why I tell you Mei’s a genius.” With the press of a small button in the sleeve of the little 
flannel shirt, it extended and became a full-sized shirt. “My team spent Christmas break thinking of 
the League. We didn’t know if we would face them sooner or later, but we wanted to be ready. 
Those handcuffs they put on Shigaraki, on Dabi? That was us. And Mei...she’s amazing, 
Kacchan.” 


“Whatever, fool. How does that explain that shit?” 


“Mei reverse engineered Mr. Compress’ Quirk! It doesn’t work exactly like the real thing, but it 
makes stuff smaller in a second. In this shirt it has a small generator and it can be used many times, 
but she is also going to make implosion bombs and...” He started rambling, but Katsuki cut him 
off. 


“Guess that’s it, huh? So how the fuck does it work? How did that bastard turn me into a marble?” 


“Tt is all in his hands, and it has very limited range, but he can vary the output of the compression. 
We saw that with Overhaul’s arm and with you. And at longer distances, he has less control of it. 
Mei and I actually did this equation of the effect it has on matter and how the shell is actually 
crystalized dust particles found in tiny quantities in the air!” He was such a nerd. 


“Deku, you’re a nerd and a loser, but that makes sense. So, I was encased in basically forest 
pollen?” Katsuki had moved on from the League’s kidnapping pretty well, had no real feelings 
about it anymore. He had made it away, those villain idiots had not even tortured him or starved 
him, there was no real trauma about it. Just the powerlessness of the compression, and the fear of 
All for One. 


“Veah’’ 


“Figures.” Katsuki scoffed “Whatcha got on the others? Dabi was weak and I gave him a beating. I 
still can’t believe he’s Todoroki’s asshole brother. Well, actually I can, toothpaste hair bitch. 
Whatever.” Deku’s stare had hardened with the insult on Todoroki, so Katsuki didn’t press the 
matter. 


“The one we knew less about was Toga. Uraraka didn’t want to dig much, and neither did Tsuyu. 
lida found a birth certificate and an inscription at a boarding school. But there is no Toga family, 
she’s a ghost.” He sounded like he was disappointed. Made sense if Deku was curious about her 
Quirk, but trying to empathize with a villain? Bad idea. 


“You could have asked me what I knew, you bastard.” He motioned to the camp chairs he had set 
up, to indulge Deku 


His eyes lit up, full of curiosity and life “Really? Please tell me! Did you talk with her while you 
were kidnapped?” 


“Tt was a fucking interrogation, but I tried to get some information from each of them. Toga talked 
to me two times.” He went over the memory and tried remembering exactly what had been said 
“She asked me things about you. To confirm some facts she had. Creepy stuff, felt like she did 
know you. Told me she was in love with you. I don’t think...I don’t think she knew about the 


bullying. She didn’t threaten me directly.” 


Deku’s face turned concerned, “Do you think she would have done something to you, if she 
knew?” 


“Yes.” There was no doubt about it. Crazy bitch might want to murder Deku, but someone who had 
hurt “her love’? Torture seemed a logical step in her insane brain. 


“What did you learn, then?” 


“She’s not what she seems. She’s clearly been trained by someone. That knife fighting she uses? 
The moment I went serious against the League, her eyes changed. The smile was the same, but 
instead of that drunken flailing, she was using precise movements. She’s fucking sketchy, and the 
fact that she’s free? Better watch your back, Deku.” 


He was pensive for a while, and then nodded. “I think I would like to know her story, some day. If 
we arrest her, I want to talk to her.” 


“Understand her? What for? She’s a psychopath, a murderer. Having pity on villains just makes 
you weak.” He felt exasperated at Deku, perhaps for the first time of the day. 


“T had been thinking about villains, you know? When we were researching the League. They might 
be as much victims as perpetrators. If we can help villains, aren’t we supposed to, as heroes?” 


“Like I said, that would just be weak. We can’t second guess ourselves out there while fighting just 
cause the villain might have had an abusive father or people called him a lizard one too many 
times. They made a choice to do crime, they can fucking accept the consequences.” 


“T guess...but I really do want to understand them, help them be better, at least.” He looked really 
fucking sad. “Maybe the just needed someone.” 


“Oh, you see yourself in them? Deku, that’s pathetic. Look where the fuck you are. What you 
have.” 


“Exactly.” He got up and left. What the hell had all that meant? You into some saviour complex 
shit now, Deku? 


“You. What was your name again?” Gran Torino’s old, annoying voice took Katsuki from his 
introspection. 


“Katsuki Bakugou!” 


“Your hero name, you brat.” The old man raised an eyebrow, expectantly. He had donned a beanie 
hat that made him look like a grizzled sailor...but to scale. 


“King Explosion Murder.” It hadn't been approved, UA were too cowardly for that. 
“T don’t think so. UA would never greenlight that.” 
“Whatever...how would you know how UA works? You taught there, gramps?” 


“Only for a year. My vocation ain’t being in a classroom. But you clearly don’t care about my past, 
and neither do I. So, follow me, I’m going to test you. Try and keep up.” 


Gran Torino was dressed like an old man out on a country walk, with tweed jacket, sweater and 
slacks, but he folded those a bit to reveal his legs had strange calves, which reminded Katsuki of 


lida’s. “That’s your Quirk?” Katsuki asked, as Gran Torino donned some boots with very 
reinforced ankles, that made them almost look tubular. 


“Tt’s called “Jet”. Don’t fall behind.” Without another word, Gran Torino zoomed away, reaching 
the top of a tree in a single bound. 


“Hah! You’re on, old man!” Katsuki peeled off his leather gloves and blasted away, chasing after 
the octogenarian, a hoarse laugh in his lips. 
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The salt spray of the sea 
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See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Shouto Todoroki had three concerns in his mind, and they were not Aizawa’s class on the minutiae 
of joint operations with international heroes and how to coordinate them with the Hero Net. The 
topic was easy enough, but... 


First was his dinner date with Momo. He still had no idea how he had succeeded; he was pretty 
sure that he would have confused one phrase with another and somehow Momo would only follow 
him outside and say; “There, we went out.”. 


But perhaps that was projecting his own dumb misunderstandings unto Momo, who was clever as 
hell and would probably have understood even a bumbling fool such as Shouto when asking her 
out. So now he had a date to his stupid father’s stupid dinner. And for once, he was excited to 
attend. 


Most of father’s dinners were dull events. Agency events where the interns would sit away from 
the family table and have a good time as Natsuo and father exchanged glares, as Fuyumi tried to 
keep the peace. Shouto only went to those for free soba. 


The other type were top ranking hero events, which were definitely more interesting; Hawks 
endlessly flirting with Fuyumi was somewhat fun to watch, Miruko trying to sell her pre-workout 
brand to Natsuo was hilarious, and in the last one Shouto had had a chance to catch up with Gang 
Orca, who was quite pleased with his growth as a hero. 


This dinner would likely be of that kind, and half of Shouto’s brain was very excited to share the 
experience with Momo... 


But the rest of him was filled with worry. 


Izuku was not doing alright. That was his second concern. It was almost as bad as whatever had 
happened with Uraraka; Shouto had not been confident enough to ask back then, and was scared he 
would only push Izuku away if he asked. Izuku had listened to every one of Shouto’s insecurities 
patiently, given as much advice as he could, and more than anything, had been there for Shouto. 


He wouldn’t push his friend away with something he didn’t wish to share. 


But now, after the fight at Tartarus and then fighting Bakugou, it seemed like Izuku had finally 
been overwhelmed. Too much pent-up stress, a lot of anger, of sadness...and Shouto wasn’t there 
for him, not as much as he could. 


Then again, he had to be realistic. IZuku would only be gone for two days, and he was with All 
Might and Gran Torino. As far as Shouto knew, those two adults were the closest Izuku had to a 
father and grandfather, so he couldn’t be in safer hands. And when he returned, Shouto would be 
there for him. 


Yes, he thought. He would be the friend that Izuku had been for him, be just as good! 


And then there was Touya. Or Dabi. How did he even begin to deal with the truth? He had never 
really believed that Touya was dead, but to see him return as a villain, and not only that, but a 
villain that had actively tried to harm his classmates, his friends? They needed to talk, desperately. 


But Shouto didn’t know what to say. 


He had “Why?”. But that wasn’t enough. It wasn’t enough at all. How would he break the news to 
mom? Did Fuyumi and Natsuo know? Father surely was keeping it discrete, but had he told his 
other children? And what had he and Dabi talked about? 


There were a lot of questions to ask, now that he thought about it. Maybe Iida could help? He was 
still here and was also a loyal friend with good judgement, Shouto could definitely trust him. He 
looked around to see lida exchanging a smile with Uraraka as he passed her a book. It seemed they 
had grown closer this past year, and lida seemed more relaxed than before; he was even letting his 
hair grow a little more! 


lida was a few seats away, though. A whisper wouldn’t be enough to get his attention. Shouto 
sighed and decided that it’d probably have to wait for later. He had time enough for that; a whole 
day still confined in UA, then he had leave to go to father’s dinner, and maybe in the weekend he 
could arrange for a talk with Dabi. 


Dabi’s identity had not really been a mystery. The moment Shouto had realized he had the exact 
same height and build as Touya, it was a foregone conclusion. The blue fire was just an evolution 
of Touya’s from back in Shouto’s earliest memories. And they had prepared with that in mind. If 
Dabi had a potential for destruction similar to Endeavor’s, he had to be taken out with speed and 
precision. Luckily, Bakugou had taken the steps that Shouto’s team had established for a possible 
encounter, even if the explosive hero had no idea of such strategies. 


That knee attack? It had been a blessing in disguise. Shouto knew that Dabi was about to try an 
attack he hadn't trained his body to withstand, and would have surely died...and killed everyone in 
a 30 meter radius. Shouto had yet to thank Bakugou for his actions. It may have been strange 
circumstances, but he had saved his brother’s life, and Shouto was grateful. 


bed 


“Todoroki. I asked a question. 
understanding, in a way. 


Aizawa was staring at him, his gaze softer than usual, 


“Sir, I didn’t quite get it.” 

Aizawa sighed and repeated, “Are heroes licensed to kill?” 

Shouto knew the answer, thankfully “Not exactly, sir. But it is an option.” 
“Elaborate for the class?” Aizawa raised an eyebrow expectantly. 


“Situations where only the villain’s death can prevent damage.” His mind drifted to Izuku and All 
for One, the possibility that he would have to kill. IZuku was many things, but not a killer. Few in 
their class could be, Shouto thought. Maybe Bakugou could, but would he be able to deal with the 
damage to his soul? Could Shouto kill? He wasn't sure. 


“Correct. As heroes, we have the option to kill, but the obligation to do everything in our power not 
to. As heroes, your every move will be judged by the public, and nothing, nothing, ends a career as 
easily as killing people.” There was a tense silence, and Shouto had no idea what to do to stop it. 
Maybe if the class could just move on... 


“Now, Todoroki, stop daydreaming and pay attention.” Shouto sighed the moment he was off the 
spotlight. The tangent to death had certainly been unexpected, but then again it was Aizawa, and 
keeping them on their toes was what he did...when awake. 


Thus Shouto tried to focus on class, which was easier said than done, as a quick smile, exchanged 
with Momo after the teacher started again his lecture, had his head swimming. He was lost and 
confused in so many ways, that was true. 


But he was pretty sure he was falling in love with Momo Yaoyorozu. 


The spray of salt on Toga’s face was refreshing. The ocean’s water was about as salty as her tears. 


She was alone for good now, she realized. Her family, the League, was gone. She had no family, 
not even the memory of one. There were...fragments, but only in her dreams. A mother’s touch, a 
father’s voice, the hug of a brother... Always just out of reach when she tried to remember. 


Was that the family that had left her in a boarding school? Had they abandoned her? It made sense, 
considering her Quirk, how evil it was considered. It had to be. If they had loved her, would she 
have been alone for so long? 


They would have found her. But they had not even searched. And it seemed they wanted nothing to 
do with her; there was no Toga family in the records of any town near the boarding school she had 
been left at. Her path to Tokyo had found no other Togas. And Doctor Ujiko had come up empty 
handed when prompted, his face inscrutable... 


Toga had known he was lying. It wasn’t his expression, or even his smell (people usually let out 
more sweat when lying, unless they were experienced). It was something that her instincts told her 
was wrong. The same instincts that kicked in when a fight was going downhill, the same instincts 
that made her bloodthirsty and strong. 


Ujiko had lied to her and had probably known something about her family. Maybe that they were 
dead, and he didn’t want her to be hurt? It was unlikely, the doctor was heartless and had the 
empathy of a potato. Maybe they had changed her name before giving her away? Or changed 
theirs? The change of name seemed likely, but a whole family changing theirs to distance 
themselves from an “evil” child felt a bit excessive. 


And it didn’t explain the gaps in her memory. Maybe trauma had done it, but the things she had 
seen since the boarding school and her first kill? There was a lot of bad stuff, and she remembered 
everything. What could have been so bad that she would have repressed her life’s memories? 


Maybe it was torture. She had many scars she didn’t know the origin of, and she knew there were a 
lot of torture methods that didn’t leave scars; waterboarding, stress positions, starvation...Was that 
it? 


Perhaps it had been the work of someone’s Quirk. Shigaraki had told her of All for One having a 
Quirk that could rip out memories...but Toga had never met Sensei properly, only seeing him fight 
against All Might, and an instant in Tartarus just a day or two back. And the pure power that Sensei 
had? Toga would remember meeting someone like that, definitely. 


She sighed, shaking her head. The ferry would get her to Okinawa soon enough, and from there she 


would hitch a ride on whatever ship she could. Maybe even a cargo plane, if she could, or perhaps 
a US Navy ship! She had read somewhere that there was a big base in Okinawa, maybe she could 
take advantage of the foreigners not knowing her and use them to change continents! 


That sounds like a plan! Get myself on one of them corvettes or frigates or whatevers, and 
hitchhike to America! Los Angeles, New York, Chicago! It was all a fantasy, though. She was 
feeling sick from the blood she had lost from cuts, and her bruises made moving painful at times. 
And she had needed to throw away some of her gear that she couldn’t stash in a discrete backpack 
she had “acquired”’... 


She just wasn’t in conditions to sneak into a military base, it was suicide. But would that be so 
bad? I wonder if...if dying is so bad. Where do they go, after my knives do their job, after I drain 
their blood? Would I go there? 


Toga had only really pondered death after Magne had been murdered by Overhaul. She had been 
her friend, someone she could trust, her big sis...and she had been murdered like an animal. 
Splattered everywhere. Had she felt pain? Had it been quick? Was there something beyond? Had 
Magne believed in a heaven, a hell? Had she...gone to one of those? Or had her death been the true 
end, nothing but oblivion afterwards? 


Toga didn’t know what to think back then, and now, when more of her family had gone to where 
she could never reach them? Twice was gone, she had seen him fall with her own eyes, had seen 
the clones go berserk without his little control over them. Was he in heaven? Hell? Gone for good? 


Ahh...there’s the tears again... 


Well, Twice had killed people. Most had been his own clones, but they were quite different from 
his regular ones in terms of sheer humanity and intelligence. Whereas regular clones were obedient 
and but a shadow of the original person, Twice’s clones were pretty much another of himself, 
though much less resistant. 


Toga could still remember Twice’s sheer joy at discovering he was the real one, the original. And 
it had happened in the most ridiculous way; Twice had fallen from the bunk bed he slept in (the 
bottom bunk was for his other personality), and had broken his arm...which was exactly the pain 
threshold that the clones could take before turning into goop! 


Toga giggled remembering that. There were so many good memories with those rogues from the 
League. Magne braiding her hair, Shigaraki beating everyone in videogames, Twice doing comedy 
duo routines by himself, Dabi buying takeout with Endeavor’s credit card... You'll never have that 
again told her a voice in her head, that sounded like her, but just distinct enough that she could tell. 


There had been no time to check the news as she snuck around Kagoshima, evading the eyes of any 
police officers she saw and overall keeping a very low profile; avoiding cameras, using alleyways, 
not making an impression. After buying a backpack’s worth of food in a convenience store, for 
later, and three large plates of katsudon (Izuku’s favorite!), for her immediate hunger, she had made 
her way across the city, painstakingly slow, to avoid detection, and then to the ferry. 


The ferry itself wasn’t a secure location. The crew were busy with the ship’s functioning and 
making sure the cars carried below decks were taken care of, and the security was limited to six 
rent-a-cops checking tickets. Toga didn’t even bother changing her face when presenting her ticket; 
the bored wolf-headed security guard hadn’t even double checked her ID. 


It was incredibly ironic that she had bought her tickets under the name “Ochako Uraraka’’. Guess 
these idiots didn’t watch this year’s UA Sports Festival. Or last year’s. Ochako had done decently 


in both, but, the more Toga had looked into Ochako, she had found less she liked. Something 
changed within her. I don’t know if I want to BE her anymore. 


“Look, Jolyne!” a foreign tourist said to her girlfriend, a dozen meters away from Toga in the 
ferry’s deck. “Land! I think I can see it!” 


“Oh shit, Ermes! It really is over there! That was quick!” 


Toga let the two chatter about. With one look at the horizon she could tell they were right; 
Okinawa was just right there, if she reached out she could almost touch it. Would she find a way 
out? Do I even want to keep going? Keep on surviving? You do. You need to survive! You need to 
kill! Take blood! BLOOD! You need blood! 


Her conscience was right. She had to give it a try. If nothing, she could try to live for her fallen 
family, to keep the memory of the League of Villains alive a moment longer. 


Toga made her way to the passenger area, taking a seat to wait to disembark. She yawned, feeling 
the hours she had spent navigating Kagoshima to Shinkoku port on foot, not trusting public 
transport after her close encounter with The Lurkers on the train, and then a whole other day on the 
ferry, only sleeping a few minutes here and there in a locked bathroom stall. Once I get there, I'll 
find a place to lie down...maybe I'll dream of Izuku? 


The sleep deprivation was making her mind slower, but she was good at stealth, and even the 
police checkpoint at the landing saw nothing out of the ordinary. “Ochako Uraraka” had landed in 
Okinawa and quickly flagged a cab, bound for the middle of town. With some luck, she would spot 
a likely place... 


“Please pull over here, sir!” Toga said, motioning to a series of older buildings, probably built well 
over a hundred and fifty years earlier. And, most notably, one had scaffolding going up to the 
upper floors, that she could use to get inside an unoccupied apartment! 


She paid the taxi driver with cash, thankful for the donation of a salaryman she had bumped into 
when disembarking the ferry. People really should keep a tighter grip on their wallets! Toga eyed 
the scaffolding and, making sure that no passers were looking, started to climb. 


The exercise felt good on her muscles, after a whole day of lounging around in a slow-moving 
ferry. The metal tubes of the scaffolding were cold to the touch, so she had to keep moving or risk 
the cold loosening her grip. Footing and grip, up, up and away! Looks like nobody has seen me, 
and the tenants are few and spread thin. Gonna find a spot just for myself! 


As she climbed, she managed to peak into the windows of the few apartments she saw inhabited: 
one was covered in maps and military paraphernalia, some sort of veteran, probably. Another was a 
boy’s bedroom, dusty, unused for a while. Probably went off to college or to work abroad? And 
finally, in the floor before the scaffolding ended, she saw a very tidy kitchen, where a middle-aged 
man was concentrating on a rice cooker. Don’t look up, yeah, keep an eye on that rice or you'll 
burn it! He didn’t look up, and Toga was in the clear. 


The scaffolding ended in a half-painted windowsill, which she easily pried open with one of her 
few remaining knives. Toga let herself in and closed the window back, carefully, making sure to 
leave as few fingerprints as possible. Who knows, maybe forensics found my prints in Tartarus? I 
had my own face there... 


Ujiko had erased some of the security cam footage, and Toga had not seen any police officers or 
prison guards wearing helmet cameras, or cameras on their vests, so her face was likely still not 


very known. The only ones who could recognize me are the UA students who saw me, or anyone I 
stabbed but didn’t kill...and Izuku. 


Izuku had remembered me! It gave Toga a lot of satisfaction to know that it was very likely that she 
had been the first naked girl Izuku had seen, it was...intimate. When I was wearing Camie’s skin I 
covered up a lot more with my goo, when I was myself? He probably saw everything! Oh she had 
had some amazing “alone time” after that encounter! Jmagining us in all those situations...Toga 
felt a shiver run down her spine. 


Toga remembered that she was trespassing in a building, looking for a place to stay, and pushed 
away her lust a little. Keep it together, Himiko Toga, before we get another reminder to “survive”. 
The villain girl scanned the floor she had ended up on, and saw just a few apartments occupied. 
She decided to try her luck on the topmost floor, inferring that the attic would have the least 
desirability for occupants. 


Her footsteps were soft on the wooden floor, barely making a creak in particularly old panels. 
Holding her breath, Toga approached the stairs, seeing no one, being seen by no one. And then she 
was in the top floor. Several apartments, only one occupied in one end of the hall, so she picked the 
one in the opposite end. 


She tried the doorknob, locked, and then withdrew a lockpick, an essential tool she had acquired 
long before the League. With deft hands, the girl clicked open the lock and let herself in, a satisfied 
smile on her face. 


The apartment was barren, occupied only by dust, an old couch, and a somewhat dirty kitchen. 
There was no bed or a TV or bath, but it seemed like the toilet flushed! For fucks sake, to be back 
to these “simple pleasures” ? I hate this... 


Toga locked the door behind her and felt a wave of exhaustion hit her. It was all she could do to get 
herself to the old couch before she collapsed, too tired to think, too tired to dream. 


Or so she thought. 


The world was blurry just outside her field of vision. Toga couldn’t see her hands, but she felt them 
as they touched the grass around her. Dead grass. In the edge of the horizon, a town, and a strange 
tower she had never known the use for. Before her was a large building. Home? 


She walked slowly towards the building, wondering what the place was. It was not home. It had 
never been. But what was it? Toga walked and walked, for an eternity, but she finally made it to 
the gate. An old insignia was emblazoned on the heavy doors, that she could almost recognize. It 
was right on the tip of her tongue...but she couldn’t remember. 


She reached for the door, her fading hands slowly moving...and then she heard the voice. So 
familiar, always just out of reach, who the fuck are you, voice? Me? Some fucker inside my head? 


“Ninety-eight. Be READY. Open your eyes, listen with your ears. You will be needed shortly.” 


And then she felt as if her soul had been yanked from her body, at a million miles per hour. She 
woke up with a start, the feeling of vertigo and falling overwhelming her every sense. Her 
heartbeat was racing, and her breath was shallow, ragged. Toga’s whole body was in a state of 
shock, her nervous system not used to such extremes. 


It was only a dream. Like any other nightmare. Like many other nightmares! I already dreamt of 
that place before, the voice as well, it isn’t any different...Actually that is kinda fucked up. Am I 


wrong in the head? 


Toga sighed, trying to calm down her nerves, her breathing, her heartbeat. If she couldn’t even 
have peace while sleeping, what hope was there for her? 
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The date of Shouto and Momo is upon us! Truths are revealed, heroes are trained! 
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Izuku flexed his hand, feeling the numb sensation of hundreds of controlled Air Force finger snaps, 
all without support equipment. He needed to be stronger and not rely completely on the gear, no 
matter how much more power Mei’s gloves let him use. 


The day before had ended without much issue. After talking about villains, Izuku had not spoken to 
Bakugou again, instead choosing to think things through, on his own. Why had he even had the 
idea on villains? So far, only Gentle and La Brava had shown any remorse. Had it been Shigaraki’s 
change? They needed to speak, and soon. 


Thus, a sulky Izuku had joined a pensive All Might, a cranky Gran Torino, and a Bakugou who 
was very far away, trying his best to get signal and tell Kirishima that he was okay. In a way, it 
made Izuku feel better, to see Bakugou care that much for another human being, for once. 


All Might’s suggestion for cooking marshmallows on the campfire was turned down; Izuku just 
wanted to sleep and be alone, Gran Torino said his back was tired and he would need rest if he 
would wake them up early the next day. Bakugou said nothing, and looked as angry as usual. 


Camping in Mei’s tent had made Izuku miss his friends. Mei and Shinsou, his “nap buddies” from 
that stupid project from months ago, his team...which still needed a new name; after adding more 
people who didn’t have green hair, Emerald Green Rescue wasn’t the most fitting. Maybe “First 
Responders” or something like that? We were the first at Tartarus...He missed them, and felt so 
apart from them. They knew his secret, they knew about One for All; he had told them when 
formally banding together. 


OFA wasn’t what was isolating him from his friends. It was the burden of the fight ahead. By now 
he was sure he wouldn’t risk his friends joining the battle. Their lives were precious, and if Izuku 
had to die a painful death fighting All for One, to give them a chance at being free and happy, he 
would do it without question. 


Loyalty? Perhaps. Deep inside, Izuku knew there was more to it than that. He was terrified of them 
all leaving. How far back did that go? Losing Kacchan’s friendship, and watching him turn into his 
bully? Being unable to prevent his father from leaving? The powerlessness of having no Quirk? 


Everyone had left, back then. Kacchan, all his other friends, mom’s smile. Father. His “job 
abroad”’...had it been real? The cheques he sent to the Midoriyas had no useful information. 


In a tent, in the middle of a cold forest, Izuku had realized that he was willing to give away his life 
for any of his friends. And he was okay with it. It didn’t matter why he was attached to them. It 
didn’t matter that his insecurity told them they would leave. They were still there for him, after 
everything. 


But, if he knew that, why did he feel so alone? 


His mind wandered back to Uraraka, and those painful what-ifs. What if he had been a better 
friend? What if he had been brave and told her what he felt, how much he had fallen in love? What 
if she had liked him back? What if he had never made the mistake that ruined the first real 
friendship he had had in more than a decade? He wished he knew what he had done wrong but by 
now...by now the damage was done. 


“T thought I was over this.” Izuku muttered, twisting and turning inside his sleeping bag. Second 
chance...that is all everything is about, isn’t it? If I had a second chance to be Uraraka’s friend, 
things would be different. Is it...is it impossible for that second chance to happen for more people? 
One for All was my second chance at life. People deserve that, maybe...maybe I can be the hero 
who gives them that chance. 


It was something more positive to fall asleep with. He had dreamt then. 


A battle, raging all around him. UA destroyed, thousands of villains pouring in. Class A and B, 
standing together to protect the others. And in the centre of the villains, Shigaraki. There were no 
hands, just conviction. At his command, the army attacked. 


Izuku could see himself spring to action, leading the side of good. His Quirk was different, like a 
mutation of One for All; it felt familiar, but so very different. The fighting wasn’t clear, he was 
moving too fast, too focused on his target to see what was going on around him. But as he traversed 
the ruins with his black whips, Izuku saw snapshots of battle around him. 


So many Nomus, of all shapes and sizes. Gigantomachia battled, shoulder to shoulder with a mech 
with a Detnerat logo. Dabi and a person who could control ice fighting Shouto. Dead people, dead 
people everywhere. 


He was upon Shigaraki, but Decay wasn’t his only tool. And Izuku fought with powers he had no 
idea the names of. But he was doomed, and Shigaraki had brought him down. It was all over... 


And a knife pierced Shigaraki’s hand. In an instant he obliterated the source, the body flying away 
in a shock of blood. But it had given Izuku the opening he needed, and the battle was ended with 
the final Smash. 


He rushed to see who had saved him, and found a half-dead Himiko Toga, holding onto life 
desperately. “Wish I could have gotten a second chance, love properly...would you give me my 
final wish, Izuku?” He leaned in, ready to hear Toga’s last request, tears in his eyes at her coming 
death. 


But he had no chance to answer, as the sky was split open, and the world was filled with a dreadful 
sound... 


Gran Torino banging on a cooking pan with a wooden spoon, having opened the tent flap! “It is 
four a.m., youngster! Get the hell up! The other kid just woke up, it’s your chance to get a leg up 
on him. Toshinori had some ideas to get you ready to exploit AFO’s weak spots and defeat him. 


Yes, that’s what we’re training today. So, get dressed, sports clothes, not your hero suit. We will 
test you to your natural limits before seeing how you do with tech.” 


Izuku was ready in seconds; it was much easier to put on a t-shirt and tracksuit than his hero suit, 
and the constant readiness of the internship time had helped him wake up almost instantly when 
needed. All Might brand tracksuit top, UA track pants, red sneakers, a T-Shirt that said “Yoga 
Pants”, and he was ready. 


“Gran Torino, sir! I’m ready to start!” He wanted to ponder the dream...the nightmare, it probably 
was. It had been like a window to another world, and it had shaken him to the core. That is not 
happening. Never. Shigaraki is defeated, as are all those people in the dream. But Toga...what was 
that? 


“Just for the record, I hate you, old man.” Bakugou was still sleepy, but his anger was quickly 
waking him up. 


“The feeling’s mutual. If Toshinori hadn't dragged you here, I’d never have had to put up with your 
shitty attitude. But you’re here to improve, be less of a pain in the ass, and maybe I won’t feel like 
a failure when you walk the streets again.” 


Bakugou scowled but said nothing. Gran Torino continued, “Yesterday I tested your skills in basic 
ways; speed, stamina, strength. Today, we will test them specifically for your Quirks. Toshinori, if 
you would?” 


All Might cleared his throat and spoke, a confident smile on his face. “Yes! I have devised a course 
that will bring you to the limit and push past it, improving the skills of both!” 


“How?” Bakugou asked, adjusting the bandages on his injured arm. If the doctor’s orders were to 
be believed, Bakugou would only need the bandages for a day more. A dark part of Izuku wished 
the injuries would be more permanent, just like the tiny burn marks in his shoulders and back from 
years of bullying. 


“At midday, we will talk about what each of you think the other can do to improve, all feedback 
will be permitted!” 


Izuku nodded approvingly; he had years of data on Bakugou’s improvement with his Quirk, and it 
could be put to use for something other than beating him in a fight. And he probably had ideas on 
how to better use OFA. Overall, it could help when fighting All for One. 


“And finally, I will tell you all I know about All for One. Izuku knows the story, all I know, but 
how to fight him, the mistakes I made, what I got right...I need to tell you about it all.” 


“Wait...why does he need to know that?” Izuku asked, pointing at Bakugou. 


“Because I will join you in this, Deku. All Might is as much my hero as yours, and I want to avenge 
him. Got a fucking problem with that?” 


Their gaze met, emerald eyes facing blood-red ones, “You could die, Kacchan!” J can’t let him do 
this, he can’t, this isn’t... “Please!” 


“Fuck you, Deku. Either you fight this with me, or leave the villain to an actual hero.” He smiled, 
that old, arrogant smile. 


“A true hero, huh? Someone who “wins to save”, in your own words.” Izuku felt the rage wash 
over him again, making his words harsher, “You didn’t even win against me, the “Useless Deku 


99.999 


“You want to fucking fight, huh?” Bakugou turned around, ready to get down to it, as did Izuku. 
“Kacchan, if you didn’t beat me, you can’t beat All for One.” 
“Of course I fucking can!” 


“No, and you would die. I couldn’t beat him, either. Do you really want to fight him?” Izuku hoped 
against hope that Bakugou would back down. 


“Yeah. I’m in this.” 
“Then we’ll beat him together. I don’t have a problem with that, in fact, it is alright with me!” 


Izuku offered his hand to Bakugou, who watched it for a long moment. Finally, he shook Izuku’s 
hand, “A common enemy is good enough, Deku. Let’s fucking kill him.” 


Izuku nodded. This...is better progress than the last eleven years? Jeez. 
Gran Torino cleared his throat, “If you are quite finished... Toshinori, give them hell.” 


All Might’s smile was a new one that Izuku hadn't seen before. It wasn’t his Symbol of Peace 
smile, or his Proud Father Figure grin, or his shy smile in some social situations. It wasn’t even the 
snarling smile of his toughest fights. 


It was the smile of someone confident in having created torture. 


And torture was the most appropriate word for the workout that All Might gave them. Izuku had 
thought that the American Dream Plan had been rigorous. He had imagined that UA’s standards 
had been tough. But this? All Might was being downright sadistic. 


Full Cowling, all over his body, moving under strain for hours at a time. Demolishing a boulder 
with targeted Air Force Smashes. Then another, and another. Kicking a hillside, and then catching 
every falling rock, letting none hit the floor, with extra points if he obliterated the rocks. Lifting as 
much weight as he could with just his muscles, and then all that he could manage with OFA. 


Bakugou had similar obstacles, but imagined for his own Quirk, and performed in parallel to Izuku. 
While Izuku had hiked down the trail to the lakeside cliffs, Bakugou had remained on top of the 
hills. Every few seconds, Izuku had heard his explosions at different power outputs, and his yells 
echoing across the canyons. 


Somewhere upstream of the lake, Gran Torino had gone fishing, after giving Izuku his instructions. 
“You will know how to judge your results before we do. Don’t disappoint yourself, and you won’t 
disappoint us, Toshinori” 


“Sir, ?'m Izuku Midoriya.” 


“Same thing. Focus on the inspiring words instead.” With that, he had gone off to fetch their next 
meal, and Izuku had focused on training for hours on end. 


Around the time when every fibre of Izuku’s being felt sore, All Might jogged down the path, 
which signalled the end of the exercise. Izuku felt weak and tired, and almost collapsed into All 
Might’s arms; the man held him as one would a son. 


“T’m proud of you, Izuku. I think you’ ll be ready.” 


As soon as Izuku got back his balance, they walked back to the camp, where an exhausted 


Bakugou had collapsed in a reclining camp chair. Gran Torino was seasoning a brace of rabbits he 
had caught, which he explained when Izuku pointed them out. 


“They jumped right at me, and I had a bit of a craving. Hope you like ‘em spicy.” 


Kacchan’s head turned their way slightly at the mention of spicy food, his preference since an early 
age. But he seemed too weak to move or even speak, and used a trembling hand to bring a bottle of 
electrolytes to his lips. 


“Toshinori, what do you make of them? Can they survive a fight with AFO?” said Gran Torino, 
without looking up from his cooking. 


“Tt is not a fight they can win by attrition. If they can hit hard and fast, it can be done.” 
“Really, All Might?” Izuku’s excitement brought life back to his weary body. 


“Yes, my boy. But you will need support. Not just each other, I’m sorry to say. But you two could 
be the backbone of the offensive, and we can build the rest of the strategy around that!” All Might 
seemed worried, but Izuku also felt comforted by the confidence he was trying to project. 


“So...when...do we...give ideas?” asked the limp, dead tired Bakugou. 


“When you can string a couple sentences together, dimwit. And after eating. Toshinori, can you get 
me a drink from the fridge?” 


Momo Yaoyorozu was used to high society events. The Yaoyorozu family was powerful and 
influential, and that meant a lot of cocktail parties, fundraisers and other events that only made her 
feel further isolated from her own blood relatives. 


As a hero student, she had seen first-hand the struggles of others, struggles she could no longer 
ignore. Using her family’s money to help her friends was only a start; philanthropy would be a very 
big part of the Yaoyorozu way moving forward. And the day she inherited her part, she would 
make some changes. 


But mostly, her experience with social events had made her feel confident in a nice dress. It wasn’t 
comfortable like casual clothes, or practical like her hero suit, but she had made her Quirk work on 
I-Island while wearing a dress, so she didn’t feel helpless. 


There was a key difference between a Yaoyorozu party and a Todoroki party, though; the guests. 
Enji Todoroki had invited the upper echelons of the hero rankings, as a show of force and unity in 
the face of recent events. “Hero society is strong and united” is what he wanted to tell villains and 
the people of Japan in general. 


It might have been inspiring to see Endeavor’s mighty frame as he delivered a (clearly ghost- 
written) speech, but Momo knew better. Everyone close to Shouto knew better. Rei Todoroki was 
absent, even after her release from the psych ward, and Momo knew why. Endeavor, as much as he 
tried to be a better hero, a better man, had done things for which he could never be forgiven. 


Taking away Shouto’s mother was chief among them. 


More than ten years in a hospital, isolated from her kids. Momo couldn’t imagine living such a 
torture. It had taken Shouto’s great efforts to get Rei Todoroki out of that place, and back to her 
family. Of course, she didn’t live with Enji, or her family, who had been okay with everything the 
Number Two hero wanted. 


Rei had instead taken out a bank loan on her own means and purchased a tiny apartment. It was 
small, but it had rooms enough for Shouto, Natsuo and Fuyumi, if they wished. And for Shouto, in 
the past months, it had been a home to return to. 


She wasn’t here now, and that was probably for the best. Momo had no idea how many heroes 
knew about the Todorokis’ private life, but she thought it was better that it was kept as such for 
now, or it could even bring such things as people defending Enji’s mistreatment of his family. 
Momo could almost see the arguments “Oh, he was just strict because he wanted his children to be 
strong” or “Rei was hysterical, what else could he have done?”’. 


On instinct, she looked beside her to Shouto, trying to reassure him. He looked a bit more 
comfortable now that he knew it was a much smaller event; just the Todorokis, Hawks, Miruko, 
Edgeshot and a hero from the Endeavor Agency, Burnin’, as well as a guest or two from the Hero 
Public Safety Commission. 


They had made the event in a medium-sized dining hall in the Endeavor Agency offices, with neat, 
Western style banquet tables on the sides and a main table elegantly furnished. The tablecloth had 
flame embroidery, which Momo thought was really well made. 


After the little speech, the guests were seated, and dinner was served. Steak and salad, quite 
delicious, in Momo’s taste. She was seated next to Shouto, of course, and on the other side was his 
sister Fuyumi. Beside her, Hawks talked energetically with everyone around, a total social 
butterfly. 


Apparently, it wasn’t his assigned seat, but rather he had switched seats with someone and made 
himself comfortable next to Fuyumi. On the other side of the table, Miruko was lavishing Naustuo 
Todoroki and his girlfriend with the tale of taking on an army of Twice clones (almost) single- 
handedly at Tartarus. 


“That’s what happens when you lift as much as me, boy! I can tear through a whole army on my 
own!” Miruko said, boasting, between bites of her food. 


“Didn’t the schoolgirl get away from you, Rabbit?” Hawks pointed out, stabbing the air with his 
chopsticks. He had them in his left hand, while his right...Momo blushed as she noticed, he was 
holding hands with Fuyumi. 


“She was slippery! She got away from your boys too, didn’t she, Edgy?” Miruko didn’t seem 
particularly concerned about not getting to arrest Toga. 


“Yeah.” Edgeshot didn’t seem to really like social gatherings, and looked very out of place, still 
wearing his mask. 


“Second time a portal took your quarry, Rabbit.” Hawks wasn’t Miruko live it down. 


“Oi shut it, birdbrain. What’s a girl with a few knives gonna do, after the pummelling I gave her, 
and The Lurkers chasing her relentlessly? Any day now the police will call us, telling us they 
found her passed out under some bridge.” 


“That “schoolgirl with knives” could be anyone she gets blood of” said Endeavor, joining in on the 


conversation from the end of the table. 


“T’m pretty sure I smashed all her gear to bits, and blood banks are being watched more closely.” 
Miruko shrugged, “Without that, she isn’t the real threat. This “All for One” is. What do we know? 
I just know about the hundreds of Quirks.” 


Natsuo’s girlfriend looked increasingly scared and uncomfortable about how openly the heroes 
were discussing such a threat to Japan. “Natsu...is it really okay for them to talk about that...like 
that?” 


Natsuo himself didn’t seem to be enjoying himself “I don’t think this whole thing is meant for us. 
Let’s...Shouto, Fuyumi, you got a minute?” He walked to the hallway, and his siblings got up to 
follow. With a look, Shouto asked Momo to go with him, and she nodded. 


When they were there, Natsuo shook his head and said “I don’t like this, guys. This event clearly 
isn’t for us, and we’re here like...like an accessory.” 


“Yeah. I didn’t think it would feel this...strange. I’m sorry, Momo, I probably shouldn’t have 
invited you to something like this.” He looked ashamed. 


“Tt’s alright, I’m just glad I met your family!” Natsuo gave her a smile, and Fuyumi did as well. 


Hawks joined them, shuffling in quietly and taking a finger to his lips, motioning everyone to be 
silent, as he sneaked behind Fuyumi. “Surprise!” He hugged her from behind, placing his chin on 
her shoulder contentedly. 


“Keigo!” Fuyumi said, shocked and her face becoming as red as the highlights on her hair. “You 
scared me...I thought you had stayed behind!” 


“T enlisted Burnin’ in bullying Miruko and your dad, so I won’t be missed for a little while...wanna 
have a little fly around?” His eyes were glued with Fuyumi’s, seducing her with every breath... 


“Keigo...I haven’t told them...” 


“Oh.” Hawks looked around, a bit nervously. Then his face lit up, and the most mischievous, smug 
smile appeared on his face, “So Fuyumi and I have been dating for a month or two after hanging 
out more casually for about a month before that. And uhh...I guess you don’t really know my real 
name, right? I’m Keigo Takami.” He extended a hand to Natsuo and his girlfriend first, and then to 
Shouto. 


“Please take good care of our sister, okay, Takami?” Natsuo seemed really happy, “And Fuyumi? I 
figured it out months ago, you’re not that subtle!” 


“What do you mean? Of course I can be subtle!” Poor Fuyumi was a blushing mess, so 
embarrassed but so joyful of her secret coming to light. 


“Hawks visiting your elementary school? Volunteering at the same hospital event? That you have a 
red feather on your phone case?” Natsuo was right, Fuyumi had been very obvious! 


“T...yep. I’m not good at hiding my feelings...” 
Momo squealed in awe at the cuteness. How could a grown woman be so pure and sweet? 


“T thought your name was Hawks” added Shouto, dumbfounded. 


“No, Todoroki, that is just my hero name.” Hawks answered, humouring him. “By the way, 
Shouto, you didn’t formally introduce us to the young lady. Creati, was it?” 


“T go by Philosopher now, Mr. Takami. I’m Momo Yaoyorozu!” Momo shook Hawks’ hand, 
noting that he was wearing a few friendship bracelets, definitely made by some first graders. 


“Ah, you noticed these, right? Fuyumi’s little ones! Great kiddos. So, you two together?” 


“This is our first...date.” Shouto looked very embarrassed and shy, though for the average person 
he would have looked aloof and cold. But Momo knew what she was looking for, all those tiny 
expressions Shouto would make, all the little signals of how he was feeling. 


“Oh my god, I’m so sorry! We dragged you into our mess on your first date? ’'m sorry!” Fuyumi 
exclaimed, bowing in regret. 


“Tt’s alright, it was a good meal, and I liked seeing you. I understand it if you still want to go, 
though.” 


Natsuo brought a hand to his chin, thinking, and said “Bro, sis...getaway to the soba shop?” 
“YES” they both answered in unison. 


“How far is it, future brothers in law?” Hawks asked, as he swept Fuyumi off her feet and into his 
arms. The shy young woman went along with it, her eyes glued on him, her arms around his neck. 


“Just a couple blocks, look for the sign. Race you there!” Natsuo answered, grinning at his 
girlfriend and taking her hand, rushing off to the parking lot for a car he had bought recently. At 
the same time, Hawks took flight, Fuyumi in his arms. 


“How about we walk there at a normal place?” proposed Shouto, and, with what looked like a lot 
of mental effort offered his left hand to hold. Momo took his hand, feeling the innate warmth of his 
fire side get even hotter as he curled his fingers around hers. It felt extremely nice and intimate and, 
as they exchanged a shy glance, they knew it was. 


The pair walked to the door and fetched their coats and scarves, and Momo a nice woollen hat she 
had brought. “That hat is really cute, I like how you look with it.” Shouto said as she put it on, and 
Momo grinned; his awkward, shy way of complimenting her was full of honesty. 


He wasn’t the ladykiller people thought he was. His good looks were apparent to everyone but 
him, and his elegant, aloof personality was just him not really wanting to talk to people. But with 
his friends, with Midoriya, and now, with Momo, he made a big effort. And she appreciated that, 
because she knew that he was a sensitive, caring guy under the layers of separation that he placed 
between himself and others, subconsciously. 


“And that scarf makes your eyes really stand out!” she said, the scarf being several shades of blue, 
ending with a dark, almost black blue, just like his dark eye. 


“Here, feel the material.” Shouto said, bringing one end of the scarf closer to Momo. 


“Tt is rather soft...” she said, but honestly, she was a lot more conscious of how their hands felt 
together. 


“Because it...damn, I was supposed to say “it is boyfriend material” before you touched it? How 
did it go...” Momo couldn’t help but giggle at his flirting. 


“The boyfriend material is this one” she said, bringing up both their hands. Shouto’s eyes widened 
in shock, and he smiled a wavy grin. 


“T...uhhhh...we should...go?” There was a bit of smoke coming from his shoulder...had he used a 
bit of his fire side when she had flirted back? That was so cute...and considerate; his hand had not 
burned hotter, so as not to hurt Momo! He really had gotten a great deal of control over his Quirk 
now. 


“Excuse me, Shouto...your shoulder is smoking.” 


“Oh.” In a second, he encased his hand in ice and slapped his coat. “There, that should do it. Shall 
we?” 


The night outside was lovely. The winter cold made them huddle closer for warmth, and Momo 
could even feel his heartbeat, through the veins in his hands, and on his chest. Thankfully, the 
sidewalk had been cleared of snow and had not iced over, so there was no risk of tripping or 
falling. 


“Tt is a nice night, right, Shouto?” 
“Tt really is, the moon is very pretty. And it isn’t snowing, that’s a plus.” 


“You don’t like snow, Shouto?” It was strange to imagine that, considering ice was half of his 
power. 


“Oh no, it is just that when it snows, the little flakes always get in my eyes and it is horrible!” 


Both laughed and kept walking, not really talking about anything in particular, just enjoying the 
winter chill. It really was a marked improvement from Enji ruining the other Todorokis’ mood and 
the pro heroes just doing their own thing. 


“Do you think we’ll be good heroes, when we graduate?” Momo asked, out of the blue. 


“You already are a great hero, Momo. Me? I still have so much to learn.” He sighed. Momo 
appreciated the compliment, and it helped her feel even more secure. She had gone to great lengths 
to have confidence in herself and to see it noticed filler her with pride. 


“You are a good person and doing your best to be stronger, what else does a hero need?” 


He didn’t answer, but they had soon reached the soba place, and saw the others from the window. 
Hawks’ wings were clearly visible, and Momo wondered for a moment how he fit through the 
restaurant door. She waved at the others and they walked in, some small wind chimes sounding the 
arrival for the waiting staff. 


“They are waiting for us” Shouto told the waiter who rushed to greet them. The man nodded and 
led them to the table, a booth on the window. It was right next to a space heater, so it was toasty. 


“Took you guys forever...” Natsuo pointed out, while his girlfriend giggled. 


“We took the scenic route.” Momo replied, hugging Shouto just as close even though they didn’t 
need to share warmth anymore. 


“So, I was just telling Takami here about how this guy from a rival university made a prank on us, 
but Chika found out where his house was, and we pranked him back!” 


“Yeah! Nobody messes with the School of Economics!” Ah, so the girl was called Chika! Momo 
probably should have asked earlier... She was a shorter girl with striking pink hair, worn in a neat 
hime cut with a black bow on the fringe. Most notably, she had a pair of fuzzy mouse ears 
protruding from between strands hair, that twitched slightly as she laughed. 


“The guy lived in the dorms of this uni in Musutafu, found out by chance. An underclassman, 
something Ashido? Anyway, we showed those Chemistry hooligans what we could do!” 


“We stole the mascot’s suit! We had this giant octopus plush...thing in our dorm for a whole 
year!” 


The group laughed, Hawks the hardest, “That kind of theft is one I will never pursue! Like, ’'m 
kinda morally grey, you know, hero stuff...can I tell them, Fuyumi?” 


“Okay, I think it would be good.” She looked determined, but happy to have even less secrets. 


“T was a double agent. For the government, and with the League of Villains. I gave those guys 
information, helped them get supplies, stuff like that but...well, Fuyumi convinced me to quit that 
mission. I did, months ago, and I don’t regret that.” 


Then a very cheeky smile lit up his face, “Oh but you know what was a fun crime?” 
“Oh no, Keigo, not the melon!” 


“Yes, the melon! You see, Fuyumi here was shopping before one of our secret dates, and I was 
there early...and just as she was selecting this nice melon, I swooped down!” 


“T never paid for that melon” said Fuyumi, with infinite sadness. 


“But it was so fresh!” said Hawks. Chika chuckled, Momo giggled politely, Natsuo’s laughter 
made him spit out his drink, even Shouto laughed! This Momo thought, this is what she wanted to 
feel like besides Shouto. 


“You’re back, Hawks, where’s my children?” Enji Todoroki asked, as the winged hero made his 
return. By that point, Miruko and Burnin’ had arm wrestled for about an hour, loudly laughing, 
Edgeshot had decided to nap in a corner, and Kamui Woods was talking on the phone with Mt. 
Lady. He hadn't said outright who he was on the phone with, but it was kind of obvious. 


“They went home, all of them. Shouto was a real gentleman with the Crea...Philosopher girl, and 
took her back to UA and all, real nice stuff. Fuyumi asked me to wish you good night.” 


Enji sighed. He was really too far gone to even share a dinner party with his children. Maybe it was 
that he had so roughly brought in the heroes? Killing two birds with one stone was not a good idea 
when dealing with personal and professional issues, he should have known by now to separate both 
lives. 


“Thanks, Hawks. You’re not...you’re not as annoying as I always tell you. I’m grateful that you 
take care of my family. I’m glad you were here.” Enji said, not lifting his head from his plate. He 
felt he could really trust Hawks, now that he had been convinced to end his stint as a double agent, 
and even more after the League of Villains had been captured. 


“Yeah, man, I do care for them. Don’t worry, I'll treat Natsuo and Shouto like little brothers. And 
Touya? Well, we had some good times when I was still a double agent.” Hawks said, not a care in 
the world. 


“Call him Dabi. He gave up on being my son, I know that now. I caused him to turn, didn’t I?” 
“Endy, did you drink the depression booze instead of the anger booze tonight?” 
“Don’t mock me, Hawks, I know it was all my fault.” 


Hawks shrugged, shoulders and wings in tandem. “Talk to them yet?” he asked, pointing subtly to 
the Hero Public Safety Commission people. The suits had indeed taken Enji aside while Hawks 
had been away, and they had been quite stern. 


“They just confirmed things I already knew. Old mistakes catching up to me. But you know 
something? They still need me. As a hero, they need me.” 


Hawks gave a short laugh, “Obviously! They don’t need you as a chef, Endy.” 


But in his eyes, Enji could see that Hawks knew more than he let on. Had Rei spoken with 
someone? The Commission had been vague about what they knew, just saying that his time as 
Number | was running out; had they told Hawks? It made sense, he was Number 2, after all. 


“But enough about that, got any news? I haven’t paid attention to the hero net for the last hour or 
so.” Enji asked, as casually as he could. The threat that All for One posed...Enji wasn’t sure yet 
how to address it. Perhaps a gathering of strong heroes, even to call some foreigners? 


“There’s a report from a small town in China, but it could have been anyone. Poor villagers were 
either terrified or dead. There was also a ping from the Hero Net in Taiwan, they are investigating 
something. They suspect villains.” 


“Fuck. I need to speak with All Might again, and my son. Shouto too. That Midoriya kid is 
practically All Might’s child, he definitely told Shouto something. Both can be useful with that.” 


“Endy, it is about... 1 a.m.? Let your kid sleep, he looked as tired as Fuyumi. We’ ve still got a 
while to plan.” Why had Hawks mentioned Fuyumi like that? But he was right. All for One was, 
functionally, medically bedridden. He needed to activate dozens of Quirks to stand up and fight, 
and that had to be taxing. And now, cut off from his doctors and underlings, and probably without 
even a phone on him, AFO was at his lowest. 


“You're right. Let them rest and we’ll prepare properly. I will go get some sleep, so...” Enji turned 
over to the bunch of heroes that were still around his goddamn agency; “Party’s over! Get out of 
my agency and go home.” 


Edgeshot woke up with a start, almost falling from the couch; Miruko huffed in annoyance; Kamui 
Woods sent a kiss through his phone call with presumably Mt. Lady. 


And Burnin’ just said; “But I also live in this Agency!” 
“T meant the rest. Out with you.” 


The heroes left, all but Burnin’, who went to her quarters, and Hawks, who lingered by the door. 
For some unfathomable reason, he looked smug and pleased with himself. 


“Oh, Endy, I had almost forgotten something I’ ve wanted to tell you a while.” That shit-eating 


smile had much menace behind it. What would it be? Blackmail? Betrayal? That he was still allied 
with the League of Villains? 


“Spit it out, I want to sleep already.” 


Hawks grinned, and his wings subtly flexed, ready for flight. “I’m dating your daughter Fuyumi, 
Endy. Or should I call you “father”? Dad, maybe? Sounds horrible, doesn’t it?” 


Unbearable annoyance flared in Enji, and it exploded in flames around him “You what? Hawks 
you son of a bitch... FUYUMI!!!!” 


The winged hero was already retreating, laughing as he escaped “Man! I thought you only yelled 


“SHOUTO!!!” Haha!” His impression had been quite good, Enji had to give him that, but dating 
his daughter?!?! “Oh, can you yell my name too? So I can feel like part of the family.” 


“HAWKS!!!” 


Chapter End Notes 


Hope you liked it! See you next time! 


Brainstorming 


Chapter Notes 


Izuku, Bakugou, All Might and Gran Torino discuss their next moves, getting ready 
for the fight ahead! 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


“Now now, let’s start this before my back-pain medication makes me sleepy. Toshinori, the 
board.” Gran Torino started explaining. The four heroes had gathered by a creek, the rushing water 
a soothing sound that calmed a bit the ache on Izuku’s muscles. They had some camp chairs, a 
whiteboard, some markers, and notebooks. 


“Kid, you start.” Gran Torino said, motioning to Izuku with his walking stick. 


Izuku approached the board and picked a marker All Might handed him, and started writing. He 
wrote what he remembered, he wrote what he had thought up more recently, he wrote down 
equations to explain the effects. He wrote down to the last detail. 


“This, Kacchan, is your Quirk.” Izuku said, not even thinking about how they pretty much hated 
each other. Rather, his mind was on every little bit of information he had on the Quirk he had 
known for so long. “Your sweat is a base organic equivalent to nitroglycerin, that gets detonated by 
microfriction in your hands.” 


“Thank you, Captain Obvious, everybody fucking knows that.” Bakugou said, sneering. 
“Right, sorry Kacchan...it is more for Gran Torino to understand it?” 
“Fuck it, go on then.” 


“Thanks. Okay, so basically Kacchan has great control over the microfriction and thus the 
detonations. Mei and I came up with this equation, a sweat to explosion fuel ratio. Basically, the 
more sweat, the bigger the explosion, and the less control. But it can be stored and detonated with a 
simple spark, like your Grenadier Bracers. They are pretty fragile, though, and a big weak spot of 
your suit.” 


Bakugou rubbed his injured arm, which didn’t need bandages anymore but was still extremely 
bruised. “Fuck you.” 


“Most of the force projected by your explosions is pure kinetic power. There is no shrapnel, unless 
you are holding it beforehand, though it might backfire...actually, just ignore that idea, it is 
probably unsafe.” 


“So concussion grenades?” asked Gran Torino, pointedly. 
g 


“Yes. Attacks like the AP Shot channel the power to single spots, and I think that could also make 
you go faster. But most of all, I think that we could use your explosive sweat as propellant for 
longer range weapons!” 


“How much range?” 


“Mei thinks maybe fifty meters with a cartridge’s worth, depending on the warhead.” 
He scowled, “Mei this, Mei that. What do you think?” 
“The math’s sound. This could give you a pretty big advantage, Kacchan.” 


Izuku saw the blonde consider it briefly. The thoughts of “if Deku says it, it is proably a bad idea” 
and “I would get a badass grenade launcher” fought in his expression, fiercely. “Fuck it. Pll send 
an emergency requisition to those two dot bastards.” 


“The company that made your suit?” Nijudotto Precision Industries, their logo two dots in contrast 
to the material underneath. A division of Detnerat, they were relatively new, had good quality and 
were quite sought after nowadays, the disappearance of the company’s CEO notwithstanding. 


“Yeah. I don’t trust your smelly girlfriend Hatsume anywhere near my stuff.” 


>? 


Izuku felt a pang of anger, boiling low, “She’s not smelly!” and then he blushed as he realized what 
else had been said, “And she...uhh...she’s not my girlfriend!” 


“Yeah, sure. We all know you’ll end up with someone insane. Am I right, Gran Torino?” Bakugou 
said, a smug smile on his face. 


The old hero looked at Izuku intently, and declared, “Knowing the kid? If he can put up with a brat 
like you, Katsuki Bakugou, he can put up with any person.” 


“Fuck off, gramps” Gran Torino just smiled; it seemed like none of Bakugou’s insults were 
sticking. “Give me 5 minutes to write down whatever good shit you wrote there, Deku, and [ll 
roast your missed potential with One for All.” 


Bakugou scribbled angrily on his notebook, quickly noting down equations, hypotheticals and 
graphs Izuku had drawn on the board. When he was finished, he got up and erased the board with 
his sleeve, and started writing down a board’s worth of doodles, notes and facts. 


“Listen up, shithead. You too, All Might, cause I looked at you too for this. One for All isn’t just 
super strength or passing it down, it is pure power. The accumulation is exponential, that is why 
your first attacks were that strong and difficult to control.” 


Izuku frowned. Is he acknowledging me? Is that...respect? 


“But you’re a fucking weakling and your body can’t take shit, so you had to dial it down to the 
point where a buff Quirkless guy can do as much damage! You were fucking pathetic with 5% Full 
Cowling!” Ah, so he remembers my attacks only to insult them? 


“Back up, Bakugou. That "full cowl" thingy was what he learned from me, so show some 
deference, will ya?” Gran Torino added, a bit defensively. He’s proud of me? Izuku was so 
honoured! 


“Yeah, yeah...no. You’re going too damn slow, Deku! How much can you use right now, huh?” 
He answered confidently, knowing his exact limit; “38%. If I stretch it a bit and strain, 39%.” 
“That’s not enough. Nowhere near enough.” 

Izuku sighed. “I know. I know I’m not yet ready to beat All for One.” 


“Not in a slugfest, my boy, no.” All Might said, talking for the first time in the evening. Izuku 


looked up at him, seeing approval in his eyes, confidence in him. All Might believes in me, he is 
proud of my progress! He thinks I have a chance to win! “And for that, I have some ideas. But 
before that, I want to try some other things, if that is alright with you?” 


“Of course, All Might!” 
“Whatever” 


The retired hero nodded, “Right. Young Bakugou, do you have ideas for improving Izuku’s 
fighting?” 


“Grappling. You got me with that the first time, remember? Sneaky and cowardly, how you used 
that, but it was effective. And now you can hurl people to the ground and pulverize them. And that 
shit with stomping on the ground to make me lose my footing and the snaps to throw me away? 
That’s like a roundabout way of Uraraka’s Quirk, isn’t it?” 


Izuku felt his face drop “N-no...I just did it on instinct when fighting Overhaul, and it worked, so I 
kept it.” 


“You also used that little crybaby Eri as a backpack back then, fool.” 
“Tt was an emergency!” 


“Just pointing it out, asshole. Get offended if you want. Basically, get behind your enemy and snap 
their spine with your super strength, that’s my idea.” Izuku looked at his hand, imagining it around 
someone’s neck and just snapping...it made him feel sick. He was a hero to save, not to kill 
villains. But All for One wasn’t just any villain. Can I do it? Do I have what it takes to take a life? 


Izuku had never attacked anyone with the intention to kill, ever. Sure, when fighting villains, he 
went all out; it was a deadly battle, and they did want to kill him. But to knowingly go for the kill? 
He was not sure. They had learned in class all the laws and regulations about heroes killing, all the 
consequences it would have; they weren’t licensed to kill, but, like police officers, had the 
possibility to do so if there was no other option. 


But as pro heroes, they were expected to always have a better option. 
“T hope to never need to use that, but thanks for the idea, Kacchan.” 


“If you steal my “kill with my knees idea’, I'll fucking murder you, Deku.” Bakugou warned, 
pointing an accusing finger at Izuku, “Since that bastard Dabi Todoroki survived, I now look like I 
do half measures. But that’s still my move, get it?” 


“S-sure!” It was a pretty strange change of topics, and Izuku was somewhat glad that Bakugou was 
acting as usual. The less he had to think of killing, the better. 


“Okay boys, I have an idea for a bit of team building!” All Might said. Both teens looked at him 
expectantly, and he continued “First, I want you to do a handshake.” 


Izuku looked Bakugou in the eye. The blonde clearly didn’t care for the idea, but he extended his 
hand anyway, with a huff. Let’s just imagine he is one of those investors Mei took me to see a 
couple months back... 


The handshake was firm, confident. Not friendly, by any means, but neither of them decided it was 
a good moment to crush the other’s hand. Izuku didn’t know how he would react if Bakugou tried 
that. Bakugou had unmatched grip and forearm strength, so unless Izuku used One for All, he 


could very well get his fingers crushed... 


“Good! Now, young Bakugou, my boy, I want you to say something you admire about Izuku. I 
know he has already told you positive things in the past, so I think it Is time for some reciprocity, 
no?” He smiled, every bit as powerful as before. Jt really as all in that smile. 


“This is too fucking far. I will work with you, Deku, but Iam not going to compliment you and kiss 
your ass, not cause anyone tells me to do so. I respect that you defeated me, nothing more. So fuck 
off.” Bakugou took his hand back, scowling, and backed off a couple steps. 


“That’s alright with me, I expect nothing from you anymore.” Izuku said, shrugging. After dealing 
with AFO they could burn all bridges for good. 


All Might sighed, “I guess I expected too much, huh? Well, too bad for the team building, just 
promise me you will fight together, okay?” 


“Sure!” 
“That I can promise, All Might. The greater good and shit like that.” 


“Good. Now [ll explain everything I know, every Quirk I have seen he possesses, every tactic I 
have seen him use. I'll tell you how to beat All for One.” 


Toshinori Yagi was mentally drained, and physically, he felt about ready to collapse. Three hours 
of strategy and tactics he had taught to Izuku and young Bakugou, searching every bit of his brain 
for information on how All for One fought and how to end him. He used the experience of his 
fights and what he had learned from Nana Shimura, he proposed what he had used against similar 
Quirks used by different villains, he proposed every dirty tactic he could come up with. 


The key was taking advantage of the current wounds. All Might had left his enemy in a bad state, 
and he needed constant medical care. The healing factor he had later acquired would not heal that, 
or what the United States of Smash had caused. 


If Izuku and Bakugou fought quickly and accurately, they could do damage and retreat to safety, 
and use the help of other heroes to overwhelm the supervillain. Hindsight was a harsh teacher, but 
Toshinori could see now that if he had brought as many heroes as possible to any of his fights, 
maybe the future battle could have been avoided. Or if I had pushed for his execution. 


“You look like shit, Toshinori. Scared?” Gran Torino’s voice made him jump in his camp chair, 
and he almost tripped into the campfire. It was now the evening, sun was setting down, and it was 
getting quite cold. 


“No, sir! I was just...distracted.” 


“Clearly, you zygote. That little presentation on our biggest enemy? You did alright. With the 
options you gave them, they might stand a chance. A good chance, Toshinori. Midoriya can finish 
this. Have you talked to his parents about this? You’re pretty much sending Izuku to war.” 


“T spoke with his mother, yes. I haven’t been able to contact Hisashi Midortya, I...I think he may 
have blocked my emails. With Inko...we talked about it, yes. She is scared, and I am too, but we 


both know Izuku. He is stubborn, and Inko says that he can fixate on a single thing and never let 


oF 


go. 
“Like Nana said about you.” Gran Torino pointed out. 


“Yes. I really see a lot of me when I look at Izuku. A lot of the good, some of the bad, even 
unexpected things, you know? I’m...I’m so proud of him. He is like the son I never had.” On the 
other side of the fire, Izuku and Bakugou were discussing something in low voices. They were 
focused on the mission, Toshinori could see that. 


“Do you think I did wrong, Torino? Bringing them together, trying to help them get over their 
differences?” 


“Nah. Izuku’s mature enough to forgive that little shit Bakugou, if he only says the magic words: “T 
am sorry”. I see it in his eyes, you know? Kid has a hard time with grudges. He is quite angry, and 
honestly? He is justified in hating Bakugou. But part of him is still holding on to Bakugou as a 
friend and, until they confront their past, that part of Izuku will drag him down.” 


The old man’s words made so much more sense that Toshinori’s own reasoning. Maybe he was 
right. 


“T hope I can set them on a better path. Maybe after this they can talk, honestly and with no anger.” 


“If anything, this is the best common enemy we could have hoped for.” Gran Torino got up to feed 
more wood into the fire, and then returned. “Anyway, enough grim talk. I want to pester you with 
fatherly questions and all that jazz.” 


“Oh no” Toshinori felt true fear and embarrassment. 


“Oh yes. Where are the grandkids I want, Toshinori? Did you find a woman to make an honest 
man out of you yet? Or a man, I don’t judge. But seriously, Toshinori, what’s going on in that 
dumb head of yours?” 


“T...uhhh...” Toshinori knew the old man was right. He had spent his whole hero career without 
thinking about someone he would like to date, maybe even marry. He had always told himself it 
was to protect those hypothetical people from getting hurt by villains, but all it had done had been 
push people away. The people he was closest, the Shields? He hadn’t even seen Dave for years 
before I-Island, shooting down any plans to visit Japan, because he could be in danger, his 
daughter Melissa could be in danger. 


Most of all he had been afraid. Afraid to open up to someone so intimately, to be vulnerable. There 
were few people who had known about his injury, even less who had known about One for All. 
But he had always kept some distance to them. To really be with someone, he would have to tell 
her everything. All about his Quirk. All about his fears. All about his doubts. 


And he didn’t think anyone would have stayed with him after knowing that, behind the smile, he 
was afraid, of so many things. Nobody deserved that rude awakening, all of Japan counted on him, 
and he couldn’t destroy a person like that. 


But now that he had lost so much, that people didn’t rely on him, could he try? Opening up was 
terrifying, but there were good people out there, who would listen and support him. And he had the 
support of a cranky “uncle” with Gran Torino, he had the whole faculty at UA, he had a son in 
Izuku. 


Inko Midoriya. Toshinori wasn’t about to lie to himself and say that he didn’t enjoy spending time 


with her. That he didn’t treasure every talk, every laugh, every little twinkle of her jade eyes. That 
to hear “Toshinori” in her soft voice was worth so much more than a hundred civilians calling “All 
Might” triumphantly. 


“There...there is someone. I really enjoy her company.” 


Gran Torino smiled like an old wolf, ready to bite down on his prey “I knew it. I bloody knew it. 
She makes you feel like you’re still the greatest hero in the world, even if just for her, right?” 


“YES! How did you know?” 


“T’m divorced, remember?” Gran Torino grimly showed the empty space where his wedding band 
had been on his finger “That feeling sometimes ends, kiddo.” 


“T’m really sorry...” 


“Tt was fifteen years ago. Or twenty-five? I have no idea. So, don’t worry. Now, I know who she 
is, ’'m sure of it!” 


“How?!?! Not even Iam so sure?” 

“Tt is the boy’s mother! Mrs. Midoriya!” 

Toshinori felt his face turn bright red, and he embarrassedly turned away, “...yes” 
Gran Torino poked Toshinori’s ribs and said, “It. Is. Obvious. She’s divorced, right?” 


“Yes, just recently.” 


The old man poked him in the stomach with his cane, saying, “Go for it, before you turn into an 
old bastard, alone on a mountain in the middle of winter. Now tell me about her, I am curious. And 
also, sleepy and cranky, so go ahead and give me a good story.” 


“Uh...well...she’s a very caring woman. She’s sensitive and wears her heart on her sleeve, and she 
likes my dumb sense of humour. I may have used the same “I AM HERE!” joke ten times, and she 
still smiles. She’s brave. So very, very brave. Braver than any hero.” 


“Are you calling this old man a coward?” Gran Torino asked, raising an eyebrow. 


“In a way, she is! Because she is letting her only son chase his dream. A dream that has already 
hurt him all his life and even more so now that he is a carrier of One for All. I admire her.” 


“T think I'd like to meet this Inko Midoriya, one day.” 


Toshinori felt a proud smile on his lips, warming his face. “I’d like that too. She’s a really good 
person, strong. Honest.” 


He expected an answer from Gran Torino, but instead he saw the old man was already sleeping. All 
Might chuckled softly and, carefully, he picked up Gran Torino and gingerly stepped around the 
fire. Izuku and Bakugou only interrupted their pro hero talk to wish the retired hero good night, in 
their own ways: 


“Good night, sir!” 


“Sleep well, old man.” 


Toshinori placed his old mentor in his bed in the cabin, and then his blanket on top. Gran Torino 
was fully retired now, no more battles for the old warrior, just his well-earned retirement. 


Stepping out, he saw that Izuku and Bakugou had ended their conversation, as amicably as 
expected, and were both lounging on opposite sides of the fire. Bakugou was closer, and he seemed 
most tired, so Toshinori decided to have a word with him first. 


“Young Bakugou, I am here...approaching like a fellow camper! Ha ha! How are you doing, my 
boy?” 


“My injuries are healed, I am as angry as usual, and honestly? I kinda liked camping with you 
three. Though Id rather kill myself than tell that to Deku. I think [ll bring Eijirou here, one day. 
I...have a thing or two I want to talk with him.” He seemed a lot more open, even calm. 


“Young Kirishima will definitely love this place!” 


“T’ve been thinking a lot of stuff, and I need to tell him, just that. Maybe those other idiots too. 
Sero, Kaminari and Ashido. Yeah, don’t give me that face, I do know their fucking names. I’m not 
deaf, whatever my Quirk may make people think. I don’t care enough to call them that, that’s all. 
As for Deku...we’ll see.” 


“Glad to see you had a good time! The trip was very educational!” 


“Better than that internship with Jeanist. I FUCKING HATE HAIRGEL! And that grenade 
launcher Deku came up with? I already sent it to Two Dots company. They’ll have it in a week. 
There’s wi-fi in that part, where Deku’s right now.” 


“Oh, that is very useful to know!” 


Bakugou yawned and wiped his eyes. His dedication was clear with his strict sleep and training 
schedules, and All Might was proud of his student having such work ethic. “I'll go the fuck to sleep 
now, old man. Night.” 


“Good night, young Bakugou.” 


As the hotheaded student retired for the night, Toshinori walked up to Izuku on the other side of 
the campfire. He was looking out to the distance, his gaze lost among the trees and the snow. 


“T thought I would have more time, All Might. I had thought that All for One wasn’t my final 
enemy.” Izuku said, without turning around. 


“We had no idea this would happen, son. I’m really sorry. This fight...it should have ended with 
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me. 
Izuku clenched his hand, his face a mix of emotions that Toshinori couldn’t quite piece together “T 


was thinking right now...is this what Nighteye’s prediction was about? Will All for One try and 
kill you?” 


Toshinori stopped for a second; he had almost forgotten about that damn prediction. It was still 
around the timeline Nighteye had established, about six or seven years after the fight... “I’m done, 
Izuku. I can’t oppose him anymore, what purpose would it have for him to kill me? He ended All 
Might, I’m just Toshinori Yagi now.” 


Izuku turned to him, his eyes full of determination, “I promised that we would change that 
prediction, didn’t I? Let’s keep that promise! [Il win to save, not just you, but everyone else!” 


“T know you will, Izuku. I have complete faith in the hero Deku!” Before he could say anything 
else, Izuku had closed the distance and wrapped Toshinori in a hug. A desperate hug, that spoke of 
a great longing. He returned it, as best he could, missing his old body and how he could bring hope 
back into anyone with just an embrace. “You’re becoming a great hero, Izuku, and I couldn’t be 
prouder.” 


Toshinori felt Izuku shake, then sniffle. The boy started sobbing, then crying in earnest. Toshinori 
held him, patting his back softly. “I have no regrets of choosing you, Izuku. Not as a successor, not 
as a hero, not as...not as a son.” 


It was as if the floodgates had been opened, as Izuku wept and wept. “There, there, my boy,” 
Toshinori said, soothing the lad. Finally, he stopped, cleaning a few sniffles with his sleeve. 


“T’m sorry, I just...I really got emotional with that. I think...I think I really needed to hear that. I 
think I’m okay now, can I tell you about an idea or two I[ had today? I think I could use some of 
Kacchan’s suggestions if I tweak them a bit, learn some jiu jitsu and maybe some dirty MMA 
techniques and...” He was back to his usual, clever, a bit obsessive self! 


Sadly, Izuku was interrupted, “...1 KEEP MY IDEALS SOREZORE! NO JINS-“ Toshinori’s 
ringtone was loud and quite distinctive. 


“Yagi here, what can I help with?” 


“It’s Tsukauchi, I have been trying to reach you for almost three days. I was worried, and I had to 
learn you were okay secondhand, from Eraserhead.” 


“Oh...I’m really sorry, things got complicated and...I forgot about charging my phone.” 


There was a loud sigh from his friend. “Just like old times, eh? At least you don’t atomize phones 
when sitting on them now, Toshi.” 


“That was just one or two times, Tsukauchi! Anyway, what happened? Did you find All for One?” 


“There was a small development, yeah. Some possible leads in China, and Shigaraki apparently 
knows more. Hadou has been interrogating him, in her...own way. It seems the villain is not only 
ready to talk, but he wants to make deals and do a lot more. His behaviour is...strange. We’ve got a 
visit scheduled with Endeavor at 3 p.m. tomorrow, if you guys are returning to Tokyo?” 


“We'll be there ll bring Izuku along.” 
“This looks like an opportunity the enemy won’t be expecting, Toshi. See you tomorrow?” 


“Of course, Naomasa! Sleep well, my friend!” Tsukauchi ended the call, and Toshinori stayed still, 
just looking at his lock screen on the phone, a picture of him, Nana and Gran Torino in the old 
days. He missed that so much... 


“They also wanted me there, All Might? What for?” Izuku asked, taking Toshinori from the small 
moment of introspection. 


“Yes, Shigaraki asked to talk to us both. I think he...he wants to help.” 


Izuku’s eyes were focused and steady. “Dll gladly take that help. And...I’m really curious about 
what has been going on with Shigaraki. He didn’t seem the same. If there’s any chance to turn him 
to the side of good...” 


“We will take it. Nana would have wanted us to help Tenko, with everything we can!” 


Izuku smiled, ready, motivated. He would give it his best shot, Toshinori knew. And he would 
win! 


“Young Izuku...how about we talk about that tactic you were mentioning and other happy ideas?” 
“Yeah, I also had another idea. It is strange but...can I call you “dad”, All Might?” 
Toshinori wept, sobs of happiness and pride and fatherly love. “Yes, my boy, yes! Of course, son!” 


“Alright, dad!” 


Chapter End Notes 


Thanks for reading! 


Return? 


Chapter Notes 


Izuku and Bakugou return home, but their relationships are tested. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


“So...wanna play truth or dare? Spin the bottle? Slap fights?” Mina asked, looking around her 
squad as they lounged around the Bakugous’ living room. Kirishima had brought reinforcements to 
receive his boyfriend, as well as food for his arrival (and some words he wanted to say later, when 
the two were together). 


“Have you seen Sero’s hands? He could take my whole head with a swipe!” Kaminari said, 
teasingly, trying to rile Sero up. 


“They aren’t that large, man! They are uhh...normal? Come on! At least you aren’t dissing my hair 
anymore.” Sero vainly passed his indeed normal sized hands through the short hair, that was 
unanimously accepted as looking damn good. 


“Yeah, cause now you’re hot. It isn’t even fair, man. You’ll be breaking hearts any second.” 


“Too bad I already snatched this dumbass, Sero, you’ ll have to get your own.” Jirou added, patting 
Kaminari’s hair with mock contempt. She was a total sarcastic honey and she absolutely revelled in 
it! 


“So no slaps, then truth or dare?’ Mina asked, to her gathered friends. Kirishima was still 
distracted, which worried her. Maybe he had been thinking a bit more closely about Bakugou...it 
made sense if he was having doubts. From what he had talked with Mina, Kirishima also disliked 
bullies, but unlike Mina, who tried being their friend and showing them a better way before writing 
them off as lost causes...Kirishima was probably blaming himself, feeling he wasn’t doing enough. 


“Yeah, let’s go!” said Kaminari, a mischievous twinkle in his eye. 
“Alright, alright!” added Sero, always ready. 

“Why not?” said Kyouka, a little smirk on her lips. 

“Huh?” Kirishima muttered, confusedly. 

“Truth or dare, dude” 


“Oh, right! Yes!” he answered, but his mind was still clearly elsewhere. All Might and the boys 
were still some time away, only arriving at Tokyo earlier in the day, and no telling when they 
would get home. In the next-door house, Midori’s friends had similarly gathered, except Ochako, 
who had decided to leave, feeling sick, apparently. 


“Tl go first!” said Mina, taking out her phone and quickly randomizing the sequence of questions 
with a party app. “And...Sero! Truth or dare?” 


“Truth!” 


“What’s your type? What kind of girls do you crush on?” Mina aimed directly at the boy’s weak 
spot, armed with cunning and cheeky cleverness! 


“T errr...” Sero blushed a bit; he had clearly not expected the game to start so heated! But he 
quickly got in control and said “Hmmm...cute blondes. With nice eyes. And a gorgeous smile.” 


Kyouka elbowed Kaminari, smirking and whispering something in his ear. Kaminari just laughed 
out loud, and said “Well, you’ve got taste, my dude! I go next... Kirishima! Truth or dare?” 


“Uh, dare?” 
“T dare you to go and get the most delicious snack you can find in the kitchen for all of us!” 
Kirishima smiled, a bit of his old energy returning “A manly mission, I’m in!” 


As he left, the app randomized and it was Kirishima’s turn when he returned. After he passed 
around some granola bars, he got his target “Jirou, truth or dare?” 


“Truth.” 
“What do you like most of our pal Kaminari?” 


Kyouka smiled shyly, turning beet red “That question is so unfair.” _ Kyouka muttered, hiding her 
face in Kaminari’s shoulder. 


“You gotta answer, Jirou! Them’s the rules!” pointed out Sero. 


“Okay...I...1f any of you fuckers record this, or tell anyone, [Il kill you, got it?” As Sero leapt over 
the couch to get some cover, Kirishima readied his power, willing to die for the juicy gossip! 


“And [ll only say this once, so...Denki, I love all of you, you dumbass. Your eyes, the way you 
smile, the way your Quirk makes you go “whey”’...though I wish you didn’t do that so much. I get 
worried, you know? I also really like your hair. Seriously, what do they put in boys’ shampoo? It’s 
as smooth as a jazz solo.” 


“Awwww!” Mina cooed, getting in Kyouka’s face and poking her in the ribs “That is so cute, you 
are babies!” 


“Hey, quit it, quit it!” Kyouka said with less annoyance and more happiness in her voice, 
unexpectedly. “It’s my turn, then, Mina, and I'll have my revenge!” 


“But what did I do?” Mina asked, pouting. 
“Came over to poke my ribs! Now, Truth or Dare?” 


“Truth!” Truth was more fun among close friends, Dare with people she was yet to get to know 
better! 


“Gimme a minute, I think I have an idea...”” Her face was almost evil! 
“This is gonna be a wild one, isn’t it?” Mina asked, looking around. 
Sero just raised his eyebrows several times, Kaminari waited smugly, Kirishima nodded. 


And then Kyouka said “I know who you like, and you cant deny it. It is Shin-“ 


“lM BACK! MOM, WHERE DO I PUT MY DIRTY CLOTHES TO WASH UP!” 


“Katsuki!” “Bakubro!” and “Bakugou!” followed as their friend made his appearance, striding into 
the house and switching to his inside shoes. 


“The fuck are you all doing here?” he asked, his anger subdued, almost non-existent. It probably 
had to do with Kirishima being around and the two hugging. 


“We wanted to welcome you back, and have some food!” Sero said. 


Mrs. Bakugou appeared, almost as quick as the students, wrapping her son in a hug “You and I 
have some talking to do later, young man, got it? But for now, enjoy having your friends here. 
And, for the love of god, invite them more often! I absolutely love them. This one especially!” 


As she said that, Mitsuki Bakugou patted Mina’s head, rather unexpectedly! 


“Now give me the laundry bag and scram, Katsuki. Your father and I are watching a movie 
upstairs so don’t you dare cause a ruckus. Oh, and before I forget it, you’re going for chiffon cake 
for Inko when your friends leave, as an apology.” 


“Apologize for what?” 


“Pretty much anything you have done against the Midoriyas! Now go have fun, young man, that’s 
an order!” With that, the lady left the room, and soon they heard both her and Bakugou’s dad 
laughing at their movie. 


“For fucks sake. If word of any of that leaves this room, I will hunt you down. It is a promise.” His 
hatred was so fiery, his anger so passionate...that everyone laughed. As Sero snorted the final 
laugh, Bakugou just sighed “I hate you all, so much. But whatever, where’s the food?” Mina saw 
him exchange a meaningful glance with Kirishima; there would definitely be some heavy stuff said 
later. 


But for now, they would eat some rather spicy karashi tonkatsu! 


“Tzuku, you’re okay?” Mei asked, taking him aside. He had not expected his friends to welcome 
him, and frankly, it had been quite overwhelming to feel so appreciated. 


“Yeah, just distracted, I guess. Got a lot of stuff on my mind, you know?” 


“Is one of those things the Support Con we’re going to next month? I have a few Babies in the 
works that will blow minds, best quality, best manufacturing, pure Hatsume creations!” 


“New Babies?” Izuku asked, seeing the glow in her eyes. He had almost forgotten about the 
Support Convention of Shizuoka, an event his team had been preparing for a while now! J hope we 
will get to go. Who knows, I could die before... 


“Yes! I was so bored without you around that I made improvements to the prison/containment gear, 
the survival gear, the Hatsume Energy Drink (now also in blue flavour too), and I even knitted a 
set of socks!” Upon closer inspection Mei looked exhausted and stressed. 


“Mei...did you sleep at all these three days?” 


“Of course, of course!” 


“You’re lying, I can tell. You look like you could fall asleep any minute!” Concerned, Izuku put his 
hands on her shoulders, and said “Why?” 


“To decompress and, well...I did say I was bored. You’re fun, Izuku Midoriya, I missed your 
ideas.” 


“It was only three days, Mei.” 
“Exactly! ve stayed awake for much longer” Mei said, stubbornly, smiling her best business grin. 


“You never change, huh? I just worry about your health, Mei.” Izuku brought her in for a quick 
hug, before the awkwardness of holding her shoulders registered even further. 


“You do change, though, Izuku. You’re...I don’t know. Sad? But confident? What did you talk 
with All Might?” 


They separated and Izuku looked her in the eye “I know what I have to do now! If we follow the 
strategy, we can defeat All for One. And, even better, I have some ideas for making more Babies 
together!” 


“Errr...’m interrupting?” Shinsou’s voice suddenly brought them both back to reality, realizing 
that Izuku pretty much was holding Mei against the wall and their faces were just inches apart. 
Looks like Mei’s lack of social boundaries may have rubbed on me, oh no... 


“Not at all, Shinsou! Izuku was just about to tell me about the inventions we would make 
together.” Mei explained, somewhat slowly. 


“Oh...I can wait?” 


“Tt’s alright, Hitoshi! What’s up?” Izuku said, stepping back about ten steps and brushing the back 
of his neck with his hand, trying to hide how embarrassed he felt. 


“About what you wanted to tell us? In your text you mentioned something that all of us had to 
know. I wouldn’t join something this...crowded for anyone else, you know?” 


“Oh...true. Yeah, could you gather everyone?” Izuku said, nervously wringing his hands. 


“What’s it about? One for All?” Mei asked him, awkwardly patting his shoulder a single time as 
she saw his anxiousness. 


“Tt is. Could you please, Hitoshi?” 


“Of course. See you in the living room in 2 minutes.” Izuku heard the indigo haired hero leave and 
talk to some of the others, herding them to the sofas and chairs of the living room. Izuku also heard 
his mother’s voice, and All Might’s. Time to come clean. 


“T think [’'m ready.” Mei gave him one last, slightly forced pat on the back; she had little 
understanding of regular social distances, and even when she could get in Izuku’s face with no 
hesitation, showing affection was difficult. 


Izuku walked to meet his friends, his family. Everyone he considered close, except perhaps Gran 
Torino, was in the room. Even Ochako. Will she hate me more after she knows my secret? I have to 
talk to her, at least clear the air a bit more, I have to fix things! 


“Tzuku! We are ready to hear you out!” Tenya said, rather seriously. He had been the first to meet 
Izuku when he had returned home, rushing from the house to make sure he was alright. Tenya was 
very concerned, and had made his support of Izuku open and complete; since Izuku had been there 
for him in the darkest days of Stain and his brother’s attack, Tenya would be there for Izuku now 
that he wasn’t at his best. 


“T...guys, I never thought that I would have so many friends, so many people I could rely on like 
this. I trust you all with my life but... haven’t trusted you with everything.” There were murmurs, 
and Izuku saw Ochako’s eyes widen. Shouto looked distressed, caught up between curiosity and 
worry. Tenya looked about ready to jump in and hug Izuku, as were Tsuyu and Momo. Mei 
fidgeted nervously, Shinsou seriously waited for Izuku to continue, and All Might urged him on 
with a nod. 


“T was born Quirkless!” he declared. “My power did not come from my blood. I inherited it. I told 
UA that it was called Superpower, but you guys...I told you it was One for All. And One for All 
isn’t just the accumulation of power, it can be passed down willingly.” 


Shouto stood up, almost knocking down his chair “So you really were All Might’s lovechild!” 
“No! But I... am his heir.” 
“Hah! I called it!” Shouto said, taking Momo’s hands and smiling excitedly. 


“Young Izuku deserved the power. He has a hero’s heart, and I could give him the chance that 
genetics didn’t give him. I don’t regret the choice at all.” All Might said, as gazes went to him for 
an explanation. “I believe in you, Izuku!” 


“Tzuku, I agree with All Might sensei! You are a worthy hero, it doesn't matter where your Quirk 
came from. Thank you for telling us! I had a hunch there was something disturbing you, I’m glad 
you could get this off your chest!” Tenya said, giving him a thumbs up. 


“You could have told us before, kero.” Tsuyu pointed out, not too rattled by the new information. 
“Thanks for trusting us with your secret.” said Momo, who wasn’t letting go of Shouto’s hands. 


“Son, I’m so glad you had told me before or I would be crying even more now!” Inko said, as she 
sobbed. All Might moved in closer to hug her, softly patting her back. 


“That was it?” Mei asked, scratching behind her ear “It sounded like something more serious. It 
makes sense for the effects on your body, though, using all that energy on a skeleton not 
specialized for it. I infer that your muscles have increased in flexibility and density to absorb shock 
as well...Oh sorry, I’m rambling. We can talk about your muscles later.” 


Shinsou moved in, grabbing Izuku in a hug, “You idiot. You goddamn, fucking idiot. It makes 
sense now, all of it! To think I ranted about my Quirk being evil all the time, and you listened and 
were there for me? That you encouraged me and told me that I had the potential to be a hero? 
Dammit, man. You understood that I really had it better than you, you could have hated me. With 
the chip on my shoulder, all my anger...but you didn’t.” 


“Of course not! I wanted to be your friend from the start!” 


“We do not deserve you, Izuku. I least of all.” Shinsou didn’t let go, squeezing Izuku almost 
desperately. Izuku returned the embrace, doing his best to soothe his friend, even as his emotions 
were on fire. Tenya had joined the hug, then Shouto, then everyone else. Even Ochako...She took 
his hand and squeezed, and he looked up. In her eyes Izuku could see conflict and pain and 


sadness... 
And then she turned away, starting to leave. 


Caught up in the hug, Izuku almost didn’t catch Ochako before she had walked too far. She was 
already at the sidewalk, and Izuku had to take a breath before saying “I’m sorry! I should have told 
you sooner, but...things changed, and I was scared.” 


“T’m really thankful you trusted me with your secret, Deku.” Ochako said, softly, looking away as 
if even holding eye contact with Izuku was painful. “I didn’t...you shouldn’t have told me. I 
can’t...I can’t stay. You do deserve that power, Deku. I’m sorry that I...that I’m not...Damn. I 
can’t do this. Please take care!” Ochako hugged him, so quickly, so suddenly. 


Izuku didn’t even have time to react and hug her back...and then she was gone. Crying his eyes out, 
Izuku fell to his knees. /t is over now. I don’t even know if we can even be friends. I just wanted to 
ask what I did, what pushed her away! 


Hearing footsteps behind him, Izuku quickly dusted himself off and tried to regain some 
composure. He rubbed his eyes with the back of his hand, and tried to smile. J just experienced true 
friendship and family, in the best way in my life... cant cry over a broken heart right now, right? 
With a deep breath, he turned around, and faced the person; his mom. 


“What happened, Izuku?” Inko asked, putting a comforting palm on his shoulder. 


“Nothing. Uraraka had some errands to run for her family, she had to leave earlier.” Izuku lied. 
Inko didn’t question him, and just hugged her son. 


“Let her go, Izuku, let her go. You have good friends, you have Toshinori, you have me. You don’t 
need to chase people.” Let go...1’m trying, mom. I thought I already had, but this...I don’t know 
what to think. 


“Thanks, mom, I just...it’s been hard. I’m really tired of everything that has been going on. | think I 
can fight my enemy, I think I can win. I shouldn’t feel so tired.” 


“There, there, Izuku. Toshinori said you would only have to join him for that talk with the...uhhh 
which villain was it? The Todoroki? The cute girl? Ah, it was the one with the hands! Shiga- 
something!” 


“Ah, yes, Shigaraki! Did we get a time to go see him?” 


“Toshinori told me that you two could go there anytime. But I had ordered some pizzas, and 
thought that you kids deserved a little rest before you go! Mitsuki also told me that Katsuki’s 
friends were doing something in their house, if you want to join the parties?” Inko suggested, as she 
proudly showed Izuku the pizza tracker on her phone. 


“T...[ think it is best if we keep some space for now. Though I feel like we may be getting 
somewhere. At least...at least we can respect each other as fighters, no matter what we think of 
each other as, well, as people.” J don’t know if we’ll ever be friends again but...I’'d rather fight 
with someone I know by my side, and Kacchan is strong and capable. 


“Okay! ’'m very glad to hear that, Izuku. If you decide to cut off Katsuki from your life, or 
whatever you choose, I support you.” Inko separated, and Izuku finally noticed something; she 
wasn’t wearing her ring anymore. So it is done? Is Hisashi finally gone? Well, he would have to 
have been here to be gone. And Izuku also noticed something else... 


“Uhh mom? When did you start calling All Might by his first name?” 


Katsuki closed the door behind him, and sat on his bed, right next to Eijirou. On instinct, his hand 
reached for the redhead’s. “I guess you also have stuff to say, right? I have been thinking a lot, 
during these past few days. It’s been bullshit, everything, but I...I had an idea or two.” 


“Katsuki, I...yeah. I need to ask you some things.” Eijirou’s voice was shy, frightened even. It had 
to be something very close to his heart to get such a reaction from the positive, bright guy that 
Katsuki had fallen in love with. 


“What is it? Ask, then.” Katsuki said, looking at Eijirou in the eye, almost daring him to look 
away. But the redhead didn’t. 


“Tt is about you and Midoriya.” His voice wasn’t angry, or even sad. It was disappointed, and that 
hurt Katsuki. 


“What about Deku? You think he and I have something? That these days were something? You 
think I would ever cheat?!?!” 


“No.” Eijirou cut him off with a word. “You were his bully, weren’t you?” 
“Did he tell you that?” 


“No, every time I asked him about you, he had something positive to say. It was so strange to see 
you hate him so much but I...I didn’t care. You are passionate, you are abrasive, someone less 
confident like Midoriya...maybe something had happened between you two. I never thought it 
would be that but...Did you bully Midoriya?” His eyes were accusing, his tone was hurt. 


“Yess: 
“Do you regret it? The Katsuki I know, the Katsuki I love... you’re better than a bully.” 


“T think...I think I felt justified back then. I don’t know what I feel about Deku right now. Do I 
respect his strength? He beat me in combat, in a straight fight, so I should. Do I respect the person 
he has become? I don’t know. But as far as regretting it?” 


Eijirou looked at him in expectation, his large eyes staring deep into Katsuki’s soul. What do you 
expect me to say? That I am sorry? I’m not. I did what I thought was right, and nobody ever 
stopped me or told me otherwise. I had that power over Deku, the power to drag his dreams 
through the dirt, to end whatever social life he might have had. I did it all without hesitation. 


I was sure he deserved it. “J didn’t regret it back then. Deku’s dream was unrealistic, and I had to 
make him see that.” 


“But do you regret it now? Will you two move on, and be okay?” 


“T am not apologizing. We fought over this, and I acknowledge Deku’s win. That is all I will give 
that bastard. I do not want to be his friend, I don’t want him to like me. I don’t want to work with 
him ever again after we kill All for One.” Katsuki said, his feelings overflowing. Why am I so 
angry about this? It is so simple. “The hate is mutual. I don’t care for Deku trying to be friends 


with me, and he finally got the message.” 
“Oh.” Eijirou said, crestfallen. 


“Goddammit, why does it make you sad? It is between me and the damn nerd if we hate each 
other, why do you even care? Are you taking his side?” 


“No! I just...it feels wrong, you know? I never liked bullies. Never. Am I a hypocrite? Is it wrong 
that I forgive this? That I don’t care what you did to Midoriya, as long as we are together? I feel 
like I’m betraying everything I stand for, all for you...and part of me doesn’t even care.” 


“Eijirou...how long have you felt like this? Why didn’t you tell me?” Katsuki asked, lowering his 
voice. 


“A while now, it’s just...that I feel wrong. I can’t be a good person if I don’t say anything, if I just 
let you keep tormenting Midoriya.” 


“T am not tormenting him. I treat him with the respect he has earned, little as it is!” Katsuki said, 
his temper flaring. Why are you taking his side? Aren’t you with me? 


“T think that is part of the problem, you know? You only respect the strong. The fact that you 
respect me, that you like me...it makes my ego soar, I won’t deny that. But I don’t think it is 
good.” 


Fear gripped Katsuki, as he realized that Eijirou was pulling away. “Are you breaking up with me? 
What is your point?” 


“Break up? No, I still...I still feel so much for you, I don’t want to let go but...I don’t think we’re 
good for each other, not right now. I... think I need some time. I’m sorry.” Eijirou got up and left, 
walking down the stairs and leaving. His footsteps receded, but Katsuki couldn’t even hear that. 
The shock was too much. 


The biggest certainty in Katsuki’s life was his strength, his power, his Quirk. It gave him 
confidence, it made him who he was. But now Ejijirou had become his support, his emotional 
anchor, the one that kept him grounded, that made everything feel real. 


And he was walking out the door. 


Katsuki didn’t know what to do. It didn’t feel real, not anymore. He felt numb, like a pit had 
opened in his stomach, like his hearing was distant. “I just wanted...I was going to ask...why?” His 
feet started walking, aimlessly. He didn’t know if he wanted to find Eijirou, to run away, to jog to 
release stress, to go buy whatever his mom had asked earlier, to just die right there and then. The 
skin of his hands itched, his eyes felt heavy, his throat was dry. 


For the first time in his life, Katsuki truly felt that power wasn’t the most important thing. 
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The Monastery of Famine 
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The monk fell down on his knees. His bald head was bloody, the tattoos all over his body were 
covered in dirt. The last of the elder Brothers had fallen. 


“Anyone else? Anyone wishes to challenge me? A hundred years ago, this order still served some 
semblance of ideals. Now? All I see is terrorists in loose, orange robes.” All for One addressed the 
gathered monks in the thrashed, burnt courtyard. 


There was no answer. 
“Get up.” All for One told the monk on the ground, “You’re of no use to me dead.” 


Turning around, he surveyed the ranks of monks, close to fifty of them, both men and women. 
Some with shaved heads, many with tattoos, all of them with fear. They were a medium sized 
villain group, nowhere near the size of the mob AFO had once ruled, but larger than the League of 
Villains. 


The Monastery of Famine, they called themselves. They had once been under the direct control of 
All for One’s organization, but the man he had ruling them had long since died, and ideals had 
changed in the interregnum. The Famine was meant to mean stealing away the powerful Quirks of 
China, consolidating them in a single minded group, and ruling. When the country was hungry for 
power, when they faced the famine, and had to submit. 


Nowadays they were anarchists. The Monastery lived by its own laws, the monks used their 
various Quirks to be self sustaining. They could have isolated themselves easy enough, never 
bothering to engage with the rest of the world, and living in true freedom. But they didn’t. The 
mission All for One had given them, muddled as it was now, still drove them forward. 


Now the famine was more literal, as they routinely attacked railroads and trucks carrying food or 
technology, using starvation as a war tactic against the government. People fled their attacks, and 
every town and village in a hundred mile radius of the monastery had been abandoned, taken over 
by Monastery scouts. 


Their mountain canyon, where once had been the Heavenly Pillar in the Zhangyjiajie National 
Forest Park, in the Hunan province was now completely autonomous. The government didn’t have 
the focus to deal with the sneaky monks, who melted into caves and hideouts the moment a 
helicopter was spotted. The location of the Monastery proper shifted between at least eight 
settlements, taken over from peaceful Buddhist monks decades prior. 


“You know who I am. You feel it. I sense your fear. It is absolutely delightful. Follow me, and 
gain the purpose you have lost. You are found again, my children. Listen to me, and we will 
triumph.” 


The monk he had just defeated scrambled to his feet, holding his injured head. He could count 
himself lucky, as his seven fellows had all been maimed in some way; a chopped off finger, a scar 
running through the entire chest, the loss of an eye, one had even lost his leg. 


But modern medicine could fix that, and the main reason All for One had chosen the Monastery of 
Famine had been their proximity to some highly guarded research centers, just nearby. Medicines, 
communications equipment, weapons...If AFO was to start again, he needed to contact his entire 
network, and set up new partnerships. 


The defeated monk, and his seven companions, all eight elders of the Monastery, all approached. 
They exchanged glances; some with contempt, some with awe, all with respect. They nodded, and 
turned to All for One, and one of them spoke up, “We do know who you are.” 


“Yeah? Say my name.” 


“All for One.” said the entire Monastery, in unison. A smile spread across his lips, feeling the 
power he held, simply with influence. The raw power of Quirks was sweet, but the subtle power of 
loyalty, of surrender, of getting people to submit to his will, that was the sweetest. 


“That’s the truth. I am your leader now. Kneel.” The fifty-odd monks knelt. Vulnerable, humbled. 
If AFO wanted, he could kill them all as they were right now. But he had need for manpower. 
Fanatical manpower, with little regard for their own lives. 


And, from what his Quirks told him, the monks had strong powers among them. Many of them 
elemental; several could work with wind or create it, a few could affect moisture, increase static 
electricity. One could turn to magma, another could bend earth and rocks to his will. Fighting 
together, their canyons became a death trap. It was all just a question of coordinating them with all 
the experience he had. 


And perhaps, if some volunteered, make them Nomus. 


The doctor had perfected the technique, supposedly, for the high end Nomus he had made, but few 
had seen the light of day. Shigaraki had not used them as strategically as he had used 
Gigantomachia; the brute had been a perfect distraction. Tomura, Tomura...such high potential. 
Perhaps it had been wrong to give Tomura a new set of memories; Pestilentia’s techniques for 
brainwashing memories straight into the brain were not yet tested, and AFO’s intervention had 
used a Quirk he wasn’t an expert at utilising. 


The Russian preferred to have his killers with lost memories than to use fake ones. “It doesn’t 
affect the development of their brain to cut off the parts that remember’, Pestilentia had said. And 
indeed, the assassins were quite functional, and didn’t much inquire about their lost past. 


That had been proved by Himiko Toga. 


“All for One?” an elder brother asked, bringing All for One back to the present. The monk’s one 
good eye still full of fight; AFO took note to later learn his name and promote him to his second in 
command, “What would you have us do?” 


“For the moment, I need a room. Clean clothes, to take a bath, wash off all the dirt and blood. I will 
need medicine and specific medical equipment; your mission will be to attack the Hunan Spec 
Dynamics research centre and get everything. I also have in mind a certain bomb I want from there. 
But first of all, I want a computer and some encrypted wifi.” 


“Tt shall be done. Brothers, ready up!” the lead monk said, starting to bark out commands to various 


others. One of the low ranking monks approached All for One, leading the way to a room that 
some monks had hurried to just seconds before. 


Walking confidently, All for One strode forward, upstairs and through some corridors. There were 
old Buddhist paintings on the walls, simple, geometric symbols, images of trees and landscapes. A 
peaceful contrast to the temple’s current occupants. Some did claim to be Buddhist, but their 
religion had little to do with their ideology and their fight against China. 


Finally, the supervillain made it to the room the had set up for him. It was large and well furnished, 
and the bathroom was steaming from the bath. And, most of all, the door was solid and heavy. 
“You can leave, if the water is ready.” he told his new servants, who quickly scurried away. 


But before his much needed bath, before collapsing on the bed, before anything, he had to send a 
message. A message to various villain crews, just waiting for the order to strike, all over the globe. 
Sadly, he just had one in Japan, but maybe the Taiwanese cell could use the bomb he planned to 
steal here, and do as much damage as possible, leave Japan open for an attack. 


Picking up the computer, All for One touched around until he found the computer’s keys, the little 
grooves for blind users, and he clicked in the combination to activate voiceover. He had no eyes, 
after all, and screens were usually difficult to work with, even if he had about a dozen Quirks active 
to see. 


“Welcome to your PC, user! I’m the assistant!” All for One smiled bitterly, realizing that the last 
person who had spoken to him as positively as that computer was decades dead. Fear, admiration, 
hatred, but never kindness, never a selfless interest for him. The smallest, most insecure part of him 
still missed that. The same part of him that had only wished for the best when giving his brother a 
Quirk. 


The rest of him did not care. He was much better than any human, living or dead, and had a power 
that would frighten gods. He had no use for kindness. 


“PC assistant, open up a web browser.” The computer sounded a ding in acknowledgement, and 
AFO continued, “Let me use the search bar.” With the ding, he knew to start typing. In one of the 
larger online shopping pages, there was an item for sale, a battered, decades old edition of “The 
Brothers Karamazov”, by Fyodor Dostoevsky. 


“Assistant, move the mouse to the review section.” AFO grinned; the cloak and dagger approach to 
contacting Pestilentia was almost hilariously indirect. A review on a book, which the Russian 
would be monitoring, especially now after the news of AFO’s escape, and Pestilentia would know 
if was safe to get inside the supervillain’s dreams. 


“Perhaps the best book I ever read, thanks for recommending it, Dima.” All for One said aloud as 
he typed. With that settled, Pestilentia would contact in a few hours, so AFO moved on to the next 
thing, a blog about sailing a certain type of catamaran ships. “The waves around Taiwan are always 
lovely.” 


With that, the Taiwanese cell had their orders, and their meeting location, all set up beforehand, 
and now confirmed. AFO sighed, feeling the exhaustion wash over him as he had one less loose 
end, and one more pawn in the game. Using two of his Quirks, the supervillain magnetized his 
hand just at the right angle and timing so scrub any passwords from the disc. He was anonymous 
enough online with guest profiles and the computer owner’s own encryption, but he wasn’t going 
to just let the monks snoop too much into his things. 


Minutes later he was relaxing in the bathtub, stretching his overexerted muscles, scrubbing at all 


the caked dirt and blood. His feet in particular were a mess, as his healing factor Quirks struggled 
to figure out if the amount of blisters on them were healthy enough to heal on their own or needed 
more immediate attention. 


The steam helped his synthetic lungs, eased the strain on the rest of the organ transplants, made the 
lack of medical care just a bit more bearable. 


“All for One, the monks are ready.” said the brother with one eye, some minutes later after AFO 
had dried up and dressed in some comfortable, warm orange robes, the collar lined with the fur of a 
snow leopard. 


“Tell me the names and powers of your team, and bring them here. Ideally, the elder brothers of 
the order would do, but I just maimed some of you, so pick others as well.” 


“T will lead, my Drunken Fist shall disrupt the government pigs, inevitably. Wu will be my second, 
her flight will be useful. For the others, I have picked The Phoenix, with his tattoo’s powers, Ren 
with magma, and the Triplets with their combined thunderstorm. Finally, I have Xiao with Dry, my 
secret weapon.” The monk was now wearing an eyepatch, and seemed almost as angry as he was 
terrified, after his little brush with his own mortality. 


“What was your name, brother?” 
“Qing” 
“You'll serve me well. Get them here, and make sure none of you ate recently.” 


The man was puzzled, but nodded, and soon was accompanied with other monks, now in a mixture 
of ancient robes and cutting edge military tech. AFO even spotted a few rifles and grenades made 
in Mbele, that rogue Quirkless nation. Perhaps he should reach out to Ndege Mweusi, get him fully 
on board with the plans the supervillain was still formulating. 


A year in prison had definitely made AFO lose touch with all the villainous master plans going 
around. Pestilentia was up to something, had been for years, the entire Quirk War in Africa was a 
huge thing, and there was a shady character who called herself “War”, and was playing both sides, 
for unknown reasons. 


And then there had been a ping. A town in the east coast of the US, cut off from the rest of 
Massachusetts, had launched a satellite one hundred and fifty years earlier, with stolen NASA tech. 
They monitored the probe, as it moved beyond mars, and then up to Jupiter, and just thirty years 
earlier, there had been a ping. A single number: 0. 


And then, that same town had received a second message, this time a word: Elders. The US 
government assets in the town had panicked and sent word immediately, and been found out and 
killed. That was how All for One had learned of the message. 


Let them come, he said. Let these “Elders” try and take his world. AFO wasn’t about to leave some 
mysterious assholes take his property. If it took training the entire world like he would with these 
ragtag Monastery folk, he would. 


“Brothers, I took the liberty of making a very clear mental image of the research centre’s layout. 
Get close now, this won’t hurt...too much.” The monks steeled themselves and approached, and in 
an instant, AFO’s back had sprouted obsidian spider legs, long and angular, one for each monk. In 
a single motion, every appendage connected with the forehead of each monk, only touching them 
slightly, as it was a small transfer of mental images, unlike in Tomura Shigaraki’s case, where 


AFO had needed to dig almost all the way to the brain. 


The men and women grimaced in pain, trying to resist stoically. Some managed, a couple yelled in 
pain, but it was over in a second, and they gasped in relief the second the legs left their skin. 
Honestly, it was pretty pathetic. A seven year old Tomura had resisted a lot more pain, and 
endured with some dignity. “Now go. Get my medical equipment. Get your weapons. Get my 
bomb.” 


From their mouths erupted a black liquid, thick and viscous, with the appearance of crude oil, and a 
taste that could be affectionately described as the mix between fermented shark eggs, spoiled milk, 
ethyl alcohol, and antifreeze. A nasty Quirk, that lacked the elegance of Kurogiri’s portal, but in 
the end accomplished the same goal, and one that had been synthetically imitated by Ujiko’s 
experiments, who controlled it with a small Nomu...and apparently tasted a bit nicer. 


The moment after the monks finished transporting, All for One almost collapsed into a chair. The 
effort required to transport human beings over long distances, as well as the mental strain, wasn’t 
for the faint of heart. Of course, All for One was above humanity, but it didn’t make it any less 
exhausting. 


“Twenty minutes.” he muttered, clicking on a watch to set an alarm. Twenty minutes, more than 
enough for the heist, and more than enough to recuperate for the journey back. And to mentally 
prepare for the journey the bomb would take, over a much, much larger distance, all the way to a 
set of coordinates on the seas north of Taiwan. 


If all went well, a typhoon would ravage Taipei with the intensity of a strong nuclear bomb within 
hours, as the bomb was a top secret weather control device, that could either be used for good, 
minimizing the impact of natural disasters, or for evil, and create them. 


It was obvious which choice AFO wanted. 


“This will draw you out, All Might. Or your kid, Izuku. Close enough to damage you. The things I 
saw in your face, Izuku Midoriya, your fear...it is delicious. I will enjoy breaking you. First, you 
will watch a city fall. It is close enough that Japan will send help. You will see pointless death and 
destruction, and you will fear. Because you will know I can do that to your home.” 


All for One smiled as he spoke his monologue, passing the time as his monk pawns fought and 
killed elsewhere. “As fear makes you afraid, I will get close. My vendetta against All Might, 
against the Shimuras? That is just the beginning, and it is just about done. Tomura is a broken man, 
his mind wrecked. All Might is weak, and I will kill him in front of you. Your friends, your 
mother? I have some ideas you will absolutely hate, Izuku Midoriya.” 


All for One laughed, long and bitter, and joyful, and angry. He laughed like a maniac, he laughed 
like a clown, he laughed like a kid. He laughed like a monster. “My plans change, yes. But I never 
lose.” 


The twenty minutes passed, almost too quickly, and All for One called the “return” function of the 
black goo Quirk. It was binary; one destination, and then back, along with whatever the transported 
were connected to. With a wave of the hand, the squad he had sent dropped at his feet, all clutching 
pieces of medical equipment, with some weapons slung on their back, and most interestingly, 
between two they were holding the bomb. 


“It was bigger than expected” said Qing, the one eyed monk, as he swallowed bile, trying to keep 
himself from vomiting. 


“Tt will do very nicely” All for One said, as he concentrated on the coordinates, and black goo 
started surging around the machine. “Bring on the storm.” 


Chen Ing-Wen was in love with the sea. It was his home , much more than land had ever been. All 
that air pollution clogged the gills on his chest, and his nose? It bled like crazy whenever he visited 
a city. And, being Taiwanese, there was pretty much just one city in the island to live in. It 
disgusted him, all the marks of “civilization”, in the end it just ended up as trash in his precious 
waves. 


A sailor’s life had been his path, staying away from land as much as he could, until he had met a 
fellow sailor while on a merchant ship bound for Indonesia. The man had been old, grizzled, and 
incredibly angry. Angry at his age, angry at the sea itself, but most of all, he was angry at 
humanity. 


“Earth was green once, you know? Nowadays, there are billions of people, everywhere, destroying 
everything. Everything simple, pure. Everything natural. But you know something, lad? The world 
could grow again. Little by little, but we just have to take away the main problem. Humans.” 


The old man’s words had shaken Chen to the core, and he had taken the philosophy to heart. What 
once had been a distaste for how land made him feel, now was a full blown hatred of humanity. 
Soon he had fallen in with a crew, the Swordfish Sect. Ecoterrorists, extremists, villains. 


Chen’s Quirk made him the team’s diver and combat swimmer. “Merman” he called it; scale 
covered legs that fused together at the ankles and knees, perfectly imitating a merman’s tail. As a 
side effect, he had grown gills, to amphibiously breathe wherever he was. 


While some of the others had similarly nautical Quirks, the captain was Quirkless, and apparently 
he had some contacts in Japan who were about to make the fight against civilization much, much 
easier. Just an hour earlier, in a grand speech, Captain Nguyen had declared with grand gestures 
that they would get a weapon that would tear Taipei to the ground. 


When questioned, he had said it was some sort of clean bomb, armed with a timed detonator, so 
they would be able to smuggle it and get back to the ocean in time to see the city levelled. The 
magnitude of the effects described sounded like a nuclear bomb, but apparently was all based on air 
pressure. 


Grandiloquent speeches over, the Captain had commanded full speed ahead with a course towards 
the Japanese archipelago, cutting through the waves in a spray of salt. Chen sat on the prow, a rifle 
on his hands, ready for the drop off. He wondered what kind of vehicle the contacts might bring 
the bomb on....maybe even a helicopter, if they were so influential? Maybe even a navy boat, with 
a rogue captain selling weapons to villains on the down low in order to attack another country. 


However, it was likely to be a small, nimble, fast vessel, just like the Swordfish Sect’s Qipao, 
which had started out as a Chinese Navy patrol boat. 


“Hey man, did you see how the cap’ got in contact with the benefactor? The Japanese guy?” asked 
Wu, Chen’s closest friend and somehow even more into the cause. He was sort of an anarchist, at 
least that was his vision for the tiny group who would inevitably survive the Swordfish Sect’s 
destruction of civilization. 


“Nah, man. I was taking a swim, see if I could cut any fishing nets” It was a good thing that his 
Quirk insulated him to freezing water, cause otherwise it would have been incredibly stupid to try 
and release the fish. Hypothermia was real, and Chen had lost a shipmate as a merchant sailor, 
when the poor guy had fallen overboard. 


“Any luck with that?” 
“Sadly, nope. Anyway, how’d it go?” 


“The skipper checked a blog notification. Some dude waxing poetic about catamarans, weird thing. 
In Cantonese, so even weirder. And then the captain just smiles! He just saw that and he knew the 
rest.” Wu was truly flabergasted, and Chen honestly found it endearing. Wu was a bit clueless in 
some of the more secretive parts of being ecoterrorists, even if he was the first to board fisher ships 
and bash skulls in. 


“So it was previously set up and they deniably confirmed it? That’s spy stuff like 
from...videogames or something.” Chen replied, checking his rifle again. More and more the 
mysterious Japanese benefactor seemed more intimidating. The old gun was heavy, salt stained, 
and the wood furniture had long ago been replaced by some shiny plastic that had a tacky, cheap 
feel to it. But it fired and it killed, and that was good enough. 


“We’re slowing down, Chen. Think we’re close?” 


“We gotta be” Chen took out a handheld GPS tracker, the metal bits rusted half to shit, and still 
smelling slightly like seagull crap, ever since it had been unfortunately caught in the line of fire of 
a decidedly evil bird. “The coordinates are close. Let’s get ready, Wu.” 


Chen raised his rifle and scanned the horizon. It wasn’t yet midday, and the visibility was good, 
not obstructed with any fog. There was no sound of oncoming ships, just the waves, crashing 
against the hull of the ship. In particular, they had to be wary of navies and heroes, especially some 
of the Japanese ones. There was a nasty reptile-faced hero with a water Quirk they had a few run 
ins with, called Kaiju, and the fucker was relentless. But there were no signs of him, or any heroes 
at all. 


“We’re here, boys!” Captain Choi called from the cabin, as he emerged, his huge crab claw already 
snapping. “Lay anchor!” 


The ship was still. There were no ships on sight, no helicopters, no one at all... 


And there was a sound. Liquid, thick and bubbling, from right on top of their ship. Chen turned 
around, training his sights on the liquid, which was now filling the deck, materializing a metallic 
object from within it. 


“There’s our bomb, boys! There she is!” Choi was in tears of joy, already feeling “nature take the 
rudder of fate” as he usually did. 


The bomb was finally through the petrol textured goo, and it was quite large. There were simple 
controls on a panel, that Chen believed he might just be able to figure out with some time and 
practice. 


On a command from Choi, four ecoterrorists started approaching the bomb, bringing in a forklift to 
safely bring the weapon down to the hold. They approached cautiously, intending to handle the 
bomb with care... 


And a rogue wave crashed upon the vessel. Chen looked back, and his worst fears had become 


true; heroes. “I’ve been following you for a week, you Swordfish bastards! With this, Pll steal the 
Number | spot from that fucker Endeavor!” 


It was Kaiju. That fucking piece of shit, the wave had been him, and then another, rocking the ship 
from side to side! Chen opened fire, scanning to find Kaiju’s sidekicks, see if he could find a way 
to get in the water and take the fight to them. 


He managed to shoot one man, a sidekick in a scuba outfit, but then a wave went over the ship, 
washing Chen off his feet. But it didn’t just sweep him down, as he heard a terrible crashing sound. 
Chen looked at the bomb, just as the crashing turned to the whoosh of vacuum. 


The forklift had smashed the bomb’s controls. It was all over. Chen’s life flashed before his eyes: 
his unhappy childhood, his angsty teenage years, his violence filled adulthood...so many regrets, so 
much wasted potential, and not enough time to even process it. He was dead. 


The air was sucked out of Chen’s lungs in the last instant of his life, as just a second later, the 
winds tore him apart. The Qipao was torn to shreds, the heroes were killed, and Chen was but a 
fine mist, spread right into the typhoon that had just been unleashed in the middle of the ocean, 
halfway to Japan. 
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“Sorry, miss, your card has been declined. Do you have an alternative form of payment?” said the 
cashier, a nondescript young woman with no visible mutations. No idea what her Quirk is. And 
anyway, I’m not sticking up a convenience store, I just need some food and some painkillers. 


“T have some cash!” replied Himiko Toga, as she took back the credit card, an All Might themed 
plastic rectangle that she was sure Izuku would have loved. Maybe he even has one of these? I wish 
I could find out, but that’s probably the most secure info he has, bank stuff... 


“Please tell your bank, miss! They froze my card last week, it was such a drag...my bf solved it but 
it was horrible! Don’t let it happen to you, girl!” The cashier was nice, perhaps too nice, and very 
trusting. The other two cashiers, from the evening and night shifts, weren’t half as positively 
inclined to Toga, so she did her shopping in the mornings. 


With some instant ramen in her bag and a large soda, Toga was set up for the day. She had eaten 
better with the League, but it was a bit better than when roaming the streets on her own after 
fleeing that boarding school. That fucking boarding school... 


Bullying and endless torment had pushed her over the edge. The yells of “vampire”, “freak”, 
“monster”, the pranks, the beatings...she had lashed out. Violently. She didn’t regret attacking 
those girls. They had sharpened a stake to cut out her heart, and, on instinct, she had disarmed one 
of them. Then she had let go. 


There had been blood everywhere. She had been outnumbered, but she had shock on her side, and 
the sheer terror in the eyes of her tormentors as she drank her fill of the ringleader’s lifeblood...it 
was delicious. The day she spent living as her own bully, even as she was on the run, had been 
glorious. She had been run off to the streets, forced to wander Japan on her own, but it had been 
alright. She was free. Hated by anyone she approached, and tried to befriend, but free. 


Now? Now she had tasted family, and being on her own had lost its appeal. She realized that, 
alone, it was survival, not life. With even just one person on my side, maybe I could be alright. I 
wouldn’t have to sleep with one eye open, I could rest with someone watching my back. I took it for 
granted...I miss them, all of them. Even that shady shit Ujiko. 


Now there was only All for One out there, and the supervillain likely had his own troubles. Izuku’s 
probably kicking in AFO’s potato head by now, One for All’s old blood feud and all...Shigaraki 
had dropped various hints about Izuku and his Quirk, transmitted by All for One, which Toga had 
absolutely enjoyed learning. And Ujiko had provided some extras, like Izuku’s Quirk exams, at 4 
and at 15. 


It had been easy to put two and two together. A Quirkless boy turned out to be a late bloomer just 
as All Might’s power vanished. Shigaraki had been told right before kidnapping that asshole 
Bakugou, and, after getting spirited away by AFO, the League had done their digging. Their focus 


on Izuku had increased (Toga’s especially, as he was more perfect with every fact she found), and 
soon they had a clear picture. 


Shigaraki had even devised a plan to kidnap Inko Midoriya, Izuku’s mother, to draw out the hero- 
in-training to an ambush, but the plan had fallen through. Ujiko wasn’t willing to risk Nomus for it, 
Spinner and Twice didn’t want to attack a middle aged woman, Dabi was too lazy, and Toga had 
no desire to meet her (hopefully) future mother in law like that. Compress had been on board with 
the plan, but his support wasn’t enough to greenlight the plan, and Inko Midoriya had spent a year 
free, never knowing how close she had been to danger. 


The more Toga found out, the more Izuku felt like a kindred spirit. Being Quirkless was almost as 
reviled as having an evil Quirk, and worse, in some cases. Toga understood that, she felt it herself. 
She had felt that hate, that indifference. She had felt it when approaching girls at a park and being 
ridiculed the moment she revealed her Quirk, she had felt it the moment she had gone up to a boy 
she had been watching, and telling him she liked him. 


One look at her fangs, a single pointed question, “What is your Quirk?”. And it was all over. 


Toga didn’t give up with the rejection, though. Her crush instantly turned to anger, to violence. She 
had stabbed four boys, and one girl, who she had crushed on. Killing them had never been the 
objective, just prove the intensity of her feelings, the only way she had remaining. She had left 
them all alive, and close enough to the streets; she wanted to have an easy escape, and maybe try 
out their skins... 


Maybe I did kill them. I should confirm my kills more often, when they are on purpose...Izuku. Do I 
want to kill him? Watch him suffer? Or trust him? Get him to join my side, turn him? If I could 
have him watching my back... 


“Miss, your change!” said the cashier. She’s amazingly slow at counting money. 


“Thanks!” Toga smiled at the woman and left the store, as inconspicuous as possible. Her 
resources weren’t running low yet, as she had just pick pocketed another wallet not two hours 
before, but it was still a loss to find that the All Might credit card had been canceled by the original 
owner. Sorry, “Ishigami”, whoever you were, and thank you for those meat buns from yesterday 
and that ice cold root beer. 


Unceremoniously, Toga split the card in two and put the plastic shards away. It was useless now, 
but with the theme, it would remind her of Izuku. Maybe an All Might split in two was some poetic 
thing, Toga thought. 


She made her way through Okinawa’s streets. The sea salt could be smelled wherever she went, 
and the sound of seagulls was omnipresent. Even in winter, there was a bit of warm wind in the air, 
enough that Toga didn’t need to wear winter gloves or a hat. Which was good, cause she didn’t 
own either at the moment, and her meagre funds put such ideas in the backburner. 


To escape, to leave Japan, that was what mattered now. Not that her coat was extremely fugly, or 
that her school uniform was torn under said coat. It didn’t matter that one of her shoes was falling 
apart, and that one of her socks now had a hole that her big toe wiggled through. The gloves she 
did have were half finger, and threadbare. 


Thankfully, her building had heating, even the abandoned apartment she occupied. She wouldn’t 
freeze to death, at least. More and more she spent her time in the apartment, trying to catch some 
sleep, eating, or just thinking; about the past, about the future, about how to survive the current 
situation. It didn’t seem hopeful. 


The closed door behind her, shutting intruders out, also isolated Toga. It felt oppressive, and it 
further sunk her mood. Regrets were starting to pile up, everything she wished she could have done. 
Those fucking “what ifs”...everything I could have done to end up differently. Maybe even stabbing 
different people would have got me to a different place. 


So Toga didn’t go up to the apartment yet, she didn’t climb the scaffolding on the outside and 
sneak in with her day’s loot. No, she headed to a nearby park. The wind rustling through the trees 
was calming, but not enough, so Toga popped in her headphones. 


The upbeat music played on random, landing on the theme song of “All Might 4: The Last 
Enemy”. It was quite epic, if Toga were asked. Jt was terrifying to see him up close, that time, 
when we kidnapped that piece of shit Bakugou. That speed, that raw power...I’m glad he isn’t the 
one chasing me. That side of All Might is a side I’m thankful is gone. Guess now he is just Izuku’s 
teacher, huh? His mentor, his predecessor. 


The music reached a crescendo. In the movie, All Might was probably fighting whoever said “last 
enemy” was, but Toga really didn’t know. She had just found Izuku’s playlist after a thorough 
search, all to try and understand him the best. 


And as the singer yelled ““Smash!”, the clouds parted out on the horizon, gusts of wind cutting the 
clouds to ribbons. And then the wind hit her. 


Toga fell on her butt, caught off guard by the gale, her hair messed up even more by the force. 


“What the fuck was that?” she asked out loud, as, the wind passed, leaving behind a trail of broken, 
dried up branches. Toga got up and stared hard at the horizon, beyond the city, looking as far away 
as she could. Looks like rain. A lot of rain. 


Katsuki had somehow ended up lost in an alleyway of Musutafu, wandering aimlessly. He had 
calmed down a bit, or at least, had channeled the feelings of loss, sadness and despair into a sort of 
cold anger. He was numb, the world seemed blurry, like he couldn’t fully appreciate colours, 
sounds or textures. 


The only thing he felt was a chill in his scars. The scars from fighting Deku. It all had its roots on 
Deku, that useless piece of shit. He affected Katsuki in all the wrong ways, exasperation, jealousy, 
hatred. Inferiority, superiority...Katsuki and Deku were not the same. They couldn’t be equals, not 
the way Katsuki was with Kirishima. One had to be the winner, and one the loser. 


And more and more, Katsuki felt that he wasn’t the winner. 


All those years of being better, overturned by a Quirk that Deku had “deserved”. True, he had no 
hesitation rushing to a fight. And he worked hard to improve, and master said Quirk. But the part 
that always irked Katsuki was how All Might had arbitrarily decided Deku was worthy. 


Would Katsuki ever have been considered? He stopped walking, suddenly everything clicked. 


He was not the kind of hero that All Might wanted as his successor, no. Katsuki was his own 
person, had his own ideals. Strength, overwhelming power, clear cut sides, good and evil. Villains 
made their choice when they became villains, and heroes were meant to stop them. It was just that 
simple. 


But Deku, and Kirishima, and so many others had other ideas. That heroes were not just applied 
violence in society’s best interests, rather they were examples to be followed. Role models. Good 
people, who put their life on the line even when their Quirk wasn’t suited for it, who worked hard 
in order to save even a single life. 


You’re more like Kirishima than I gave you credit for, Deku. I just never looked at it objectively. I 
expect so many things from you, that everything is a disappointment. Maybe...maybe you didn’t 
deserve everything I did to you. 


He sighed, so tired. It was as if the realization of “maybe being an asshole for more than ten years 
was bad” had dawned upon him with the exhaustion of a hundred days of training. For fucks sake, 
Kirishima. You help me even when you get angry at me and leave me. 


He took a deep breath, concentrating on the feeling, closing his eyes. Air in, air out. Katsuki 
opened his eyes, focusing. Situational awareness that he had trained since childhood to fly about 
with his Quirk quickly told him a myriad of details about the alley, but it wasn’t necessary. He had 
been there before. 


There were still burn marks in the bricks, as if nobody had ever deemed the narrow walkway 
worthy of cleaning. It wasn’t the scorch of true fire, rather the bricks heating up and blackening 
from the concussive force of his explosions. And the spots where they didn’t appear were 
conspicuously human shaped. Shaped like a short, scrawny middle-schooler. 


Katsuki didn’t even remember what had caused him such anger that day. Maybe Deku had bought 
the last All Might card he wanted, or had done something out of line...ah, yes. It had been that time 
Deku had told him he had a crush on a girl. 


It was almost as if Katsuki could hear his own voice echoing now on the walls. His words cutting 
Deku down, killing yet another dream. Why had he done it? It affected Katsuki in no way, but it 
wasn’t as cruel as letting the girl humiliate Deku in front of everyone if he confessed. And then 
beating up the one who had once been his friend, just to drive the message home. 


Katsuki had forgotten about it, but now? How many of Deku’s insecurities was he the cause of? 


“Fuck” he said, realizing just how much he could apologize for, how much he could atone for. 
How his pride stood in the way. “I shouldn’t be here.” 


Katsuki walked briskly away from the alley and found himself in a busy sidewalk, full of people 
coming and going to the restaurants and shops. A bookstore, a ramen shop, the bakery... “Ah, shit. 
The hag wanted me to buy a cake, didn’t she?” With his feelings as confused as they were, he 
wouldn’t have minded giving his mother a hug right now. But that would never happen. He would 
feel weak even trying to ask for a hug from her, or his dad. 


With a huff, he opened the bakery door and walked in. It was divided into a bakery part and a 
small café, and it was a cozy place, that young people liked visiting often. But it was school hours, 
so it was mostly abandoned, except for... 


“Uraraka?” he asked, spotting her huddled in a corner table. 


“Deku?” she asked, looking up, with a sad hope in her eyes that died immediately. Why is she here? 
Why was she expecting Deku? “Oh...Bakugou. Hi!” Her face shifted, a mask of cheerfulness, the 
usual. 


“What’s going on? What are you doing here? Weren’t you at Deku’s house?” he asked, taking a 


seat next to her quickly. Upon closer inspection, her eyes were red from tears, and her makeup was 
running down her face. “What the fuck happened, Roundface? Did Deku hurt you? [ll fucking 
MURDER HIM!” 


“No! I’m okay, he didn’t do anything.” What are you hiding? 
“Then what happened?” 


“T couldn’t stay. I tried, I tried to say...everything. But I couldn’t. I felt anxious, I felt afraid, I 
felt...wrong.” Her voice was low, full of regret, and her eyes shined. She blinked the tears away, 
thinking Katsuki wouldn’t notice. 


“You two are not in the best of terms, that’s plain to see. Why?” Katsuki didn’t care for Deku’s 
side of the story, but he respected Uraraka’s grit, even more so this past year where she had been 
focused and improving steadily. 


“T...had to distance myself from him. For my own good. I was not...[ had to focus on being a hero, I 
couldn’t let those feelings grow, affect me, distract me. I couldn’t...what if we...what if he...oh, it 
doesn’t matter. I needed distance, and he gave it to me. He hasn’t been cold, but he went his own 
way too, you know?” Katsuki didn’t quite understand with everything Uraraka was omitting, but he 
could feel the heartbreak, the pain. 


“With Hatsume and Shinsou, yeah.” He didn’t even bother with nicknames in a situation like this 
one. 


“Tt hurt too, when he did that. But I couldn’t bring him back. By the time I regretted distancing 
myself, he was already back and everything had changed! But he is still...he is still the one that 
makes me feel all these things. I know I should get over him, but...” 


“But what?” Katsuki pretty much spat the words, “You said it yourself, it was for your own good. 
Look at your progress, Uraraka. Everything. Fuck, you’re one of the few people I respect in UA. 
And by choice. Deku? That bitch, I only respect that he was good enough to beat me in one fight.” 


Uraraka sighed and looked away, “I really only feel myself with Tenya and Tsuyu these days, but I 
haven’t even told them what was going on. I don’t even think I should, it would only worry them. 
I...1 don’t even know why I’m telling you.” She looked directly at his eyes, confused, lost. 


“Because I’m the fucking best and most badass? Because I’m right here? Because I’m asking? It 
doesn’t fucking matter. Pll keep this quiet, and not tell anyone if you don’t want. But come on, 
Uraraka. You’re better than to be losing sleep over Deku. He isn’t the guy you have in a pedestal. 
And he isn’t...oh fuck.” He just realized something else. 


“What is it?’ she asked full of concern. 


“Deku isn’t a subhuman wretch either, like I always felt. Fucking hell, he’s just a guy. A guy that I 
hurt, and maybe indirectly I caused the problem you’re having, but in the end, he’s just a guy. 
There’s a world out there, Uraraka, and they don’t fucking care about Deku. Neither should you. 
Me? I have too much baggage with the fucker. Stuff to fix.” 


“Why are you...why are you being so nice to me?” 


Katsuki considered it for a minute. He scratched his hands, checked his pockets for lint, avoided 
the question till it was too awkward and he needed to answer. “Because you’re okay, Uraraka. You 
remind me of Kiri, and I...we got into a fucking fight an hour ago. Maybe less. But it feels like a 
fucking century. I’m in a weird mood, sadder than angry, I guess.” 


“T see.” Uraraka said, scratching her chin pensively “Are you okay? I vented already, would you 
like to talk too?” 


“T can’t do it. I don’t know how to talk about feelings, how to say everything. I can’t feel that 
weak.” He was afraid that, if he put everything into words, it would be devastating, and hurt him 
deeply. 


“T trusted you, so trust me. I won’t tell anyone at all.” It was fucking tempting. She was a good 
person, not likely to judge, and it would get a weight off his chest. And then she placed a hand on 
his shoulder, reassuringly, and it was like a river had been released, as the words left his mouth 
almost before he could tell what he was saying. 


“Kiri said...that he was a hypocrite. That I was still not moving on, that I was holding onto bad 
blood. I think we’re...on a break? I don’t know. I had never been in love, I just...everything Eijirou 
felt for me was overwhelming. I respect him, admire him even, so of course I didn’t turn him 
down, and it was all slow. I didn’t even realize how much I reciprocated until I was there. He was 
the constant of my life, as steady as my own power or my mother being a hateful hag...” 


“You really love him, don’t you?” 
“T fucking do.” 


Uraraka smiled, “I know you will improve and be a better person from everything that is 
happening. You can figure it out, and everything will be alright in the end!” 


Katsuki felt a smirk on his lips, for the first time in hours, “I fucking hope so, Roundface. 
Now...want anything from here? The old witch sent me here to buy cake, and I’m feeling hungry 
myself.” 


“Sure” she said, with a small smile. “Though [Il buy it myself!” 


“Got your bonus for the Tartarus capture in your account yet?” Katsuki asked. The Hero Public 
Safety Commission had combined the bounties of all the League of Villains members that had 
been captured and split the reward between agencies, as well as some for heroes that had acted 
freelance, in this case Katsuki and Shinsou. 


“Yeah! And...Tenya and Momo transferred their cut to me. My parents...they are almost debt free 
now!” Her eyes practically shone with excitement. And it made sense; beyond her stupid trouble 
with that dickhead Deku, Uraraka seemed a lot less stressed now that she had a salary that she 
could wire to her parents, and even buy herself some stuff some times. 


“T’m kinda pissed that I didn’t get the full reward for Dabi and got a cut instead. I fucking ENDED 
that bastard! I killed him with my knees!” He smirked; he was feeling a lot more like himself again. 


“T thought he had survived?” 
“Fuckin’ miracle from the heavens!” 


They purchased some sweet bread, as well as an All Might themed cake for the Midoriyas, and 
kept talking as they walked. It was pleasant, as Katsuki didn’t feel too judged by Uraraka, or even 
felt the amused exasperation of his other friends. While they cared for him, it was plain to see, they 
shared a single braincell, and usually the one talking was not the one holding the braincell at the 
moment. 


Eventually, they reached the station, where Uraraka would go back to UA, and go take a (well 


deserved) nap. Katsuki would go his own way back home, and think things through a bit more 
before he talked with Eijirou or Deku. 


“Ts that...Shinsou?” Uraraka asked, spotting the troll haired bitch sneaking around, trying not to be 
seen and being as stealthy as possible. It was somewhat working, as a dozen meters back, Raccoon 
Eyes and Dunce Face were excitedly looking for him but didn’t appear to spot him in the crowd. 


“Fuck” Shinsou said as he almost bumped into Katsuki and Uraraka, “Uraraka, Angry 
Pomeranian... hide me, I don’t have the energy to deal with Denki and Ashido right now, they saw 


me outside Izuku’s house and started chasing me with threats of “truth or dare’, “going to see a 
movie together” and “going for ice cream”. I already interacted with way too many people today.” 


“T thought you liked hanging out with Kaminari, Shinsou?” Uraraka asked, a bit coldly. Maybe a 
slight jealousy that Shinsou had spent about a hundred times more time with Deku this year? 


“IT do, but not like this. He is a good friend but right now I don’t want to talk with people or 
anything, really.” Weak bitch looked like he was done with the two idiots’ nonsense, and Katsuki 
could empathize with that. 


“Fine, Troll Hair Bitch. Get on the train with Roundface, I'll talk to them. You fucking owe me, 
understand?” Katsuki said, pointing his index finger at Shinsou accusingly. 


“Sure, whatever. I'll buy you a nice little towel to wipe off your sweaty face, or some kidney stone 
medicine for your anger? My treat.” The gall on this sarcastic fuck! 


“Get out of my sight, both of you!” Katsuki told them, motioning to the train arriving. Uraraka 
waved at him as the train left, and Katsuki couldn’t help but smile back. She’s not so bad. Got guts, 
power, and she’s a decent enough person. I respect that. 


“Oi, you two numbskulls, the fuck are you doing here?” he said, as he turned around to find Ashido 
and Kaminari. 


“Bakugou, what a surprise!” said Ashido, her dumb face looking extremely confused. Kaminari 
was just as dumbfounded. 


“Yeah, I’m fucking here. Going back to UA or still taking advantage of my goddamn hospitality?” 
“We were chasing Hitoshi, it is so fun to tease him! You should join next time!” said Kaminari, 
winking. 


“And say what, “You fucking Fivehead, I can see myself in the reflection above your damn 
eyebrows”? That caused both airheads to erupt in laughter, wheezing and clapping like 
simpletons. Endearing, but simpletons in the end. 


When she composed herself, though, Ashido said, “His forehead is normal, though, and it looks 
good with his hair.” 


“Not it fucking doesn’t.” Katsuki said, noticing how Kaminari had a ridiculously smug expression, 
and seemed ready to tease the hell out of Ashido. Guess I can expect the two to be loud and 
annoying on the way back, huh? 


“Let’s just go back, you two. Dunce Face, be useful for once and carry this cake. Raccoon Eyes, 
you take this bag. Now follow me!” 
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“Tzuku.” Todoroki’s voice woke him up; he had fallen asleep on the couch after watching a movie. 
The pizzas that Inko Midoriya had bought for them had been quite delicious, but also had made 
Izuku extremely full, and he had ended up drifting off. 1’// need to work out those calories later... 


“Shouto? Is it ttme?” They had been waiting until All Might would take them over to the interim 
prison, so far dubbed as Abaddon, for Purgatory, as the villains would end up transferred 
elsewhere. Mei had told Izuku, as they gorged themselves on pizza, that she had been already hired 
to make some countermeasures for the more permanent prison for Shigaraki, Dabi and Mr. 
Compress, and she had already determined some of those ideas. 


“Yeah.” Shouto answered, though he wasn’t moving up yet, as Momo had fallen asleep on his 
shoulder, and Shouto seemed absolutely frozen in place. 


“Where’s All Might?” 


“He saw you were asleep and went back to the kitchen to talk to your mother. He offered to wash 
the plates, even if we all ate with cardboard ones, I do not know why.” His face was a cross 
between terrified and excited, and it was clear that he liked the closeness to Momo, though he knew 
they needed to leave. 


Beside Izuku, Mei was snoring, somewhat loudly. Izuku was used to the sound, it was even 
relaxing, in its own way. Maybe it was just the satisfaction of knowing she wouldn’t injure herself 
or others while knocked out? That she would wake up refreshed and energized, be herself again 
instead of the cranky Mei she could become after a few days awake? 


One of the couches was empty, the one previously occupied by Shinsou, as well as the spot saved 
for Uraraka, should she have returned. Shinsou had decided he wanted to go back, after having 
made sure Izuku was alright, as he wasn’t really enjoying the socializing; it was too exhausting for 
him at the moment. 


“Lime green Toyota Hilux...kero” Tsuyu croaked in her sleep, on another couch, next to Tenya, 
who was awake and discretely texting. When he noticed them looking his way, he smiled 
comfortingly and patted his phone lightly. 


“T was making sure Ocha...I mean, Uraraka, got home safely! She did, and I’m glad. Now I will 
just wait for Yaoyorozu to wake up and we can discuss some student council business while you 
two go to Abaddon Prison!” Tenya had been very worried about him, Izuku could see that clearly. 


Then again, Tenya was responsible and caring, everyone knew that. It made sense he would worry, 
when Izuku had been so vague about all his troubles. Not a peep on One for All before this 
revelation, no inkling of his fear for the fight ahead, not even a clear explanation on why the fight 
with Bakugou had happened...Izuku had been very closed off, with perhaps his closest friend. Of 


course Tenya would be worried. 
“Uhm...lida? How do I wake up Momo?” Shouto asked, stiffly and uncomfortably. 


“Yaoyorozu. Yaoyorozu, there is urgent student council business. Please wake up.” Tenya said, 
speaking softly, placing a hand on her shoulder softly. 


“What the...where am..." Momo muttered, as she stretched out her arms sleepily. They hit 
something solid, and her eyes shot open, "...oh no! Shouto, I’m extremely sorry! This is highly 
inappropriate of me, we have only been on one date and I’m already...oh no!” Momo said, quickly 
separating herself from Shouto. 


“Tt’s okay, you were sleepy.” Shouto said with a soft smile, that lit the room sweetly and warmly. 


“But it is improper, I shouldn’t...” Shouto interrupted her with a hug, which looked a bit stiff and 
like if it had been difficult, but he still was doing his best. 


“The only bad part was that I didn’t want to disturb your sleep. Pll see you later, okay?” he said, 
taking her hands in his and giving them a squeeze as he got up from the couch. He let go with an 
even bigger smile, and motioned for Izuku to follow him to the kitchen. 


The two young heroes left the bashful Momo and Tenya, who was all business now and was trying 
to get her help in organizing some activities for when they returned to UA, a study session it 
seemed. Izuku and Shouto walked into the kitchen, finding All Might washing some plates and 
making small talk with Inko, both looking quite happy. 


“..and then Dave said “That isn’t my mother, that is the Loch Ness Monster”! All Might said, 
erupting into laughter, which proved to be too much for Inko, and she even teared up a bit as she 
cackled. 


“Oh god, I hadn’t laughed that much in ages, Toshinori. You gotta introduce the Shields to me 
some time!” 


“T would love to! Dave and Melissa will be very happy to meet you!” All Might answered, as he 
finished up with the last plate and dried his hands. I’d like to see Melissa again, maybe that way 
Mei can be less jealous of that time she made a gauntlet for me? Mei’s a bit possessive of me as 
her “star client”, it is so flattering! 


“All Might, Mrs. Midoriya, we are ready to go.” Shouto said, clearing his throat to call attention to 
them. Izuku, himself, was just ecstatic to see his mother smiling as genuinely again, it seemed as if 
it had been years and years since he had last heard Inko’s laugh. 


“Right! My car is outside the house, boys! Let’s go!” All Might said, his confident grin bringing 
him almost to the level of majesty he had before his injury. “Goodbye, Inko!” 


“See you soon, Toshinori!” answered Inko, waving them off “Take care, Izuku!” 


After saying their goodbyes, Izuku and Shouto climbed aboard All Might’s American muscle car, 
and started on their way. Abaddon was in the mountains, along some paths that would make it 
difficult to approach unseen for any villains trying to spring the League of Villains free. 


All Might took the car to the outskirts of Musutafu first, then the speedway, weaving into the fast 
lane. Izuku had never been much of a car person, but even he had to admit that it was quite 
exhilarating to be on a fast car, more so in the corners that began as the first hills appeared. 


Trees and hillsides rose around them, and the road hugged the cliffs, the packed earth beside them 
reinforces with moss-covered concrete walls. All Might lowered the window, letting in the crisp 
winter air in. The scent of pines and other evergreens was fragrant, and the soft chirping of birds 
mixed with the roars of the big V8 engine. 


“Tzuku?” Shouto asked, about halfway to their destination, while Izuku looked out the window, 
enjoying the view. 


“Yeah?” 
“You alright?” 


Izuku took a moment to consider. It was all a composite, wasn’t it? His confidence on the chance of 
maybe beating All for One was not exactly powerful, but he would not stop, he would be stubborn, 
and most of all, he would put his life on the line for it. He had one less burden after revealing One 
for All to his friends, and somehow, knowing that Uraraka and him were truly apart now was also 
freeing. He could move on, as he had started doing before, and just be friends, if she wanted. 


Most of all, Izuku felt focused on the task at hand. He felt supported by the friends he had, and 
perhaps by Bakugou as an ally in the coming fight. He had Mei’s equipment, and it would not fail 
him easily. And anything Shigaraki gave them would be precious intelligence, to further fight All 
for One with a better standing. He had to fight smart, or he would die stupidly. 


But analysis was his strong suit. He had spent every minute on the trip back to Tokyo mentally 
replaying every note All Might had made on the One for All predecessor’s fights against All for 
One. Nana Shimura’s flight had not been a true advantage, neither had been the Black Whip of 
Lariat. Or the pain inhibitor Quirk of Shimura’s mentor. The true success had been in the tactics 
used. 


From All Might, Izuku had his biggest advantage. All for One’s organs were now a mixture of 
transplants and synthetic replacements, with very few exceptions, like his brain. From Nana, Izuku 
knew that AFO had a specific blindspot, even with his detection Quirks, and could be attacked 
from that direction. 


Izuku could fight, and, while he wasn’t sure he could win, he could do enough damage to maybe 
let AFO’s old injuries kill him for good. 


“I’m feeling like myself again, Shouto. But I also feel like I should be doing more to find All for 
One, you know?” Izuku said, finally. Beyond the window, a dark cloud covered the sun for an 
instant. 


“The teachers have been doing some digging, as has my father, and every hero in the country. He’ ll 
be found, and then we’ ll deal with him. I... hadn’t had the chance to ask but...is he still the same? 
Does he still have that same presence, that aura?” There was a slight hint of fear in Shouto’s voice; 
that night at Kamino ward had not been forgotten. 


“Yes. I don’t really know how I got over the fear, but Tsuyu was there, and the Big 3, and I...I 
guess we all hyped each other up?” Izuku had not really considered how it had been an instinctive 
response to throw himself to the fight. J couldn’t hold back when protecting Kouta or Eri, either. 
This is who I really am. 


“T see.” Shouto said, pondering quietly Izuku’s words, before deciding to change the subject, 
“Tzuku, do you think I should go with you to speak with Shigaraki? My father asked for me to join 
him to meet Touya, but I will not be ordered around. I will choose, but I would like your advice.” 


“T have an idea, please hear me out.” Izuku started. Shouto nodeed, so he continued, “Shigaraki 
asked for All Might and me, so it will be us two, but for Dabi I can go with you, be neutral. That 
way Endeavor will keep himself checked.” 


“Alright. I think [Il close my eyes, the corners are making me a bit nauseous.” Izuku nodded and 
smiled; of course he would wake up Shouto once they were close enough to Abaddon. 


“We seem to be close, boys, only half an hour or so away.” All Might said, meeting Izuku’s gaze in 
the rearview mirror. “It feels a bit useless!” he said, laughing “If I was still in form, we would have 
reached the place in about seven jumps!” 


“This is horrible. I don’t like the mountains. I got a nightmare the other day, Nejire, this is not my 
place.” Tamaki said, shivering next to the campfire. 


“T thought you’d be happy with less people, this isolated?” Nejire asked her friend, pinching his 
cheeks teasingly. The boy shrank into his hood, but stayed close to the fire. For the moment, he 
was wearing shoes and for that, Nejire was grateful! She imagined it had to be like wearing baggy 
socks and stepping in a muddy puddle with the snow piled up around the base. 


“Well, errr...I hadn’t actually considered that. Do you think Mirio will take much longer?” 
“Nope, he should be here any moment now...” 


“IT BROUGHT CHICKEN!” said Mirio, appearing triumphantly with a bucket of fried poultry, 
from behind a bush he had been hiding inside. Nejire had noticed Mirio sneaking inside the bush, 
but Tamaki had been caught by surprise! 


“Mirio, that was...how many bushes in Japan will you jump out of to surprise us?” Tamaki asked, a 
wavy, shy smile lighting up his face as he moved in to hug Mirio. 


“T shall use bushes, cardboard boxes and all sorts of stuff till little Eri can restore my Quirk! And 
meanwhile, I have a...uh, maybe I can bash in villain skulls with a random brick I find on the street 
or something.” He shrugged, grinning to the world, still proudly wearing his costume. 


In the end, it had been decided that, as “reward” for Mirio fighting Quirkless in what was a total 
loophole in the laws, the Big 3 would be the main hero detachment of Abaddon Interim Prison 
Camp, protecting the few dozen staff and guards, as well as keeping the villains in line. 


Each hero had been assigned some villains to watch closely: Mirio had Dabi and Mr. Compress, 
Tamaki had Spinner and a couple Nomus, Nejire had Tenko Shimura. After talking with him a few 
times, she couldn’t call him Shigaraki anymore. 


There were other cells prepared, one for Toga, that girl with the shiny knives who had given 
Miruko a scar or two, and one for Twice, out of suspicion that the original had not been killed and 
it had all been clones. Nejire was pretty sure that the original had died, which was very 
unfortunate, but it was the truth. 


There was no cell prepared for All for One, or for Doctor Ujiko. The doctor, as they had not really 
known much about him until the autopsy. All for One, cause the government had not yet managed 
to fabricate a cell with the same countermeasures as in Tartarus. 


The doctor was a true monster, from everything Nejire had learned. He had used aliases, like 
Kyudai Garaki, Shinji Tsubasa and Daruma Ujiko, and was well regarded in the medical 
community...and all the while he was involved in the kidnapping and murder of children and 
patients all over Japan and even across the Pacific. The ties with the gruesome murder of Vlad 
King’s sister and her family had now been established, closing on a cold case that had brought the 
teacher enormous grief...but now they would never know if his little niece, Ako, would ever be 
found, or if she had ended up dead in a ditch, her Quirk given to a Nomu. 


The Nomus were the doctor’s work, made with synthetically copied Quirks. It was terrifying and 
unnatural, and scariest of all, it had been happening right under their noses. Nejire had not seen the 
extent of the Quirks copied, but the quantities...and the people they had been copied from. 
Children mostly. The man had posed as a pediatrician in Musutafu for years. 


And of course, there was his name on the file of one Tenko Shimura. Marked as missing, his 
family murdered in two locations. Quirkless, with a love for heroes. And the picture didn’t lie; 
same red eyes, same bone structure. Tomura Shigaraki was Tenko Shimura. 


“T’ll go check on the prisoners!” Nejire said, picking a chicken drumstick to go, and gnawing it on 
the way. “This is good stuff!” she said, in between mouthfuls of the well spiced chicken (secret 
recipe, her favorite!), and when she was finished she tossed the bone into a trash can. 


“Hero team, be advised, we have two cars incoming; muscle car with license plate 411 M1GH7, 
and black SUV with Endeavor Agency badges. They are cleared for entry, keep an eye on the 
prisoners meanwhile.” One of the police officers said, one who had a very funny, squeaky voice. 


“Okay!” Nejire said into her comms. Those two cars meant that Deku, All Might and the 
Todorokis were here! Good, it meant that Tenko would get his talk now and be a bit less moody. 


“Hey, hey! Tenko!” Nejire said, tapping on his cell door lightly. 


The villain rose from the bed, shaking his head to clear the hair from his face. It was a light grey 
colour, and reached his shoulders; with some care, it would have been rather nice hair, but in his 
current state Tenko was no model, no matter how cute he had the potential to be. 


“Errr...what’s happening? Did you have any questions to ask?” he said, shuffling uncomfortably 
under Nejire’s gaze. Between his anger at All for One, the headaches, the lack of proper sleep due 
to nightmares, and his clear unease while talking to women, he was very vulnerable whenever 
Nejire spoke to him. 


So far he had been honest, it seemed, and had cooperated more than expected. 
“All Might and Deku are here to see you, they should be parking any moment now.” 


“At last” he said, with a feral smile. His gaze was intense, though not as single-minded as that on 
pictures Nejire had seen of his Shigaraki persona. “I have so much to tell them. Will you stay and 
listen? I...I think...would you please stay?” 


“Sure.” Nejire said, giving him a smile and a thumbs up. Tenko smiled genuinely, like the lost boy 
he had once been, and not the villain he had become. Should Nejire judge them separately? Accept 
that she would like Tenko Shimura as a friend, but Tomura Shigaraki should be forgotten? It was 
not a decision to be taken lightly. 


“Young Hadou! Hello! We ARE HERE...approaching like regular heroes!” said All Might, who 
appeared to be bundled up in one of his branded tracksuits, but a winter version of it. Beside him 


were Izuku Midoriya, in a dark green jacket, and Shouto Todoroki, in a blue coat. 
“Hey Nejire!” said Deku, while Todoroki just nodded as a greeting. 


“He’s ready for you. Shall we?” Nejire said, motioning to Tenko’s cell. Todoroki stayed behind, 
and three heroes walked in, ready to face Tomura Shigaraki, and his proposal. 


“All Might. Izuku Midoriya. I didn’t think you were ever going to visit.” Shigaraki started, once 
they had all sat down around the table in his cell. The place was pretty spartan; metal walls coated 
in a thickly woven plastic mesh, to make any escape attempts easily visible; a bed, a table with 
chairs, a compartment for the bathroom, where Izuku assumed were a simple shower and a metal 
toilet. The bed looked unused, the covers still neatly made. 


What was interesting, was what Shigaraki wore. Besides the orange jumpsuit issued to inmates in 
interim prisons such as Abaddon, the gloves he wore had a very obvious cutoff mechanism with an 
intermittent light, softly alternating between tiers of green. The same colors that flashed in a 
wristband Nejire was wearing. Both had the crosshaired eyes of Hatsume Industries, as well as the 
label “Authorized for manufacture.” 


A single move, and Nejire can sever his hands. A bit harsh, Mei, but I agree with the measure. 


“We were...busy.” Izuku said. He didn’t want to reveal the specifics of his training with All Might, 
or any school activities, or anything personal. 


“T’m not judging you. I have tried to kill you both, so I understand. Hell, I wouldn’t want to talk to 
me either. I have spent twenty one years angry. Or twenty two? I have no idea. I was afraid, and 
Sensei used that fear. He turned me against everyone and everything that could have helped me! I 
am very, VERY angry.” His eyes were intense, but Izuku sensed a lot of inner conflict, which had 
most definitely not been there last time they had fought. 


“Young Tomura, we are sad we couldn’t see you sooner, we really are. The blame is on me. But 
tell me, is it true you have information on All for One?” 


“Yeah. I have one condition, though.” He grinned, like a wolf ready to pounce upon his prey. Izuku 
didn’t like that smile, it showed that the inner conflict was having a clear winner. But was it 
Tomura, or Tenko? 


“Hold up, you hadn’t mentioned conditions. What’s it about? I can get you some fried chicken, 
Mirio got us some!” Nejire interjected. On the side of the table, she was serving as a sort of arbiter, 
to keep both parties honorable, and to prevent “good cop, bad cop” interrogations. Nejire has been 
spending time with Shigaraki, I'm sure she already has some info. We need to ask her later. 


“What can we help with, young Tomura? We can be reasonable.” All Might said, his demeanor 
open and gentle, the very image of soft power, of winning hearts and minds. 


“First of all, I want to tell my story, to you two. I already told Nejire most.” 


“T was bored and asked him.” Nejire said, shrugging and smiling. Izuku saw Shigaraki’s gaze 
soften the moment he saw Nejire grin. Curious. Got a crush on my senpai, Tomura? 


“Deal. I can’t understand you if I don’t know the whole story, and it can help us in many ways. 
Please tell us.” Izuku said, placing his hands on the table, ready to listen. He realized he hadn’t 
been this close to Shigaraki since that day at the mall in first year, and, thankfully, this time 
Shigaraki didn’t smell quite so bad. Abaddon Prison had hygiene standards, afterall. 


“Right. I have pieced this together from broken, half remembered stuff, but I’m mostly sure that I 
know what is real and what isn’t. Some of the stuff can probably be proved, no? Reports and stuff.” 
Shigaraki pointed at a tablet All Might had been given by a guard “You can check records with 
that, right? Help me get my story in order, and I'll give you everything.” 


“You got it, young Tomura. We’re ready.” 


He smiled, softly at first for Nejire, then more grimly for Izuku and All Might. “Good. Do you 
want to start with how I was Quirkless? How I admired heroes, wanted to be one? How my parents 
supported me, and only were waiting for me to get older to meet you, All Might?” 


“What?” Izuku said. No, that can’t be. That sounds....that sounds like me. 


“Yes, Deku. We didn’t start that different, you and I. We researched you a lot, both on our own and 
stuff that Sensei handed to us. Some sixteen years ago, he found us. Sensei, I mean. Father and 
mother had been discrete, and Shimura isn’t exactly uncommon, so they had not been in his radar 
for a while. But he did find us.” 


Oh no. Please, please don’t say that he... “Sensei gave me a Quirk. This Decay...do you know how 
many people I have killed with it? I see their faces, I see them turning to dust. And the first of them 
was my dad. Sensei placed my fucking hands on his face, made me melt him! And you know what 
is the worst part? There are two years of my life that I only see in nightmares. Tubes and liquids, a 
chair, leather straps on my arms and legs. He took my life away. It wasn’t enough that I was a 
monster, that I was a killer. He poisoned my memories!” 


“Tenko, what do you mean?” Nejire asked, her voice soft, soothing, keeping Shigaraki from further 
anger. 


“T have two sets of memories, I don’t really know what is real. In one, my dad was a good man, 
who defended me. In the other, I killed everyone. Him, mom, my grandparents, my sister Hana. 
Tell me, All Might. FUCKING TELL ME! HOW DID MY SISTER DIE?” His voice broke, and 
tears streamed down his face. Shigaraki slammed his hands on the table, desperate, in wrath. 


“Just... need to confirm it, All Might. I need to know.” Shigaraki admitted between strangled sobs. 
Nejire moved in beside him, placing an arm around him, softly whispering something in his ear, 
that Izuku couldn’t hear. 


As quickly as he could, All Might searched for the file. Hana Shimura, it said. “She...she looked 
just like Nana.” All Might said, his voice failing, a tear escaping his eye. “I can’t...I can’t see this, 
itis...” 


“Just tell me where she died. DO IT!” Shigaraki pleaded, his eyes bloodshot, desperately. 


“In the home of your grandparents, the other ones, not Nana and her husband.” All Might said, 
clicking off the tablet and placing it face down on the table with a defeated sigh. 


“Ha...ah...no. Please...Hana, NO! It wasn’t...it wasn’t me, then?” He clawed at his neck as much as 
the gloves allowed him, in panic, in pain. He suffered. 


“Young Tomura...it says she was tortured and killed. Her corpse...they didn’t find her hands.” 


Izuku hugged All Might with as much of his support as he could. 
“Tt’s alright, dad. It’s alright!” he said, and he felt All Might crying, painful sobs. 


“T’m...’'m sorry, Izuku...it is just...painful. To think such a horrible death happened to the 
granddaughter of my master...” 


“You said...you said there was a corpse.” Shigaraki’s voice was haunting. All the life was gone 
from him, and when Izuku met his eyes, he saw only dread. 


“Yes. ’'m sorry, I’m so sorry. I couldn’t protect any of you!” All Might said, in despair. 


“T didn’t...I didn’t kill my sister. I didn’t kill my mom. I didn’t kill my grandparents...Sensei 
ordered it! I can’t...all this anger, all this grief! He POISONED ME! Turned my mind against 
myself! He took EVERYTHING!” His words faded, and he could only cry. Cry in sadness, cry in 
rage, cry in relief that he hadn’t murdered his family. 


“Shhhh, Tenko...I’m here, okay? I won’t let anything happen, you’re safe, you’re safe.” Nejire 
said, hugging Shigaraki earnestly. The villain cried on her shoulder, and he did so for a long time. 


Izuku himself was in shock. How could he even react to something like that? Jt could have been 
me. Our circumstances are so similar, but our fates? He imagined the fear he had as a five year old 
with no Quirk, and then to have to face All for One. And for a second, he imagined what it would 
have been like, to be Tenko Shimura. 


Izuku rose from his seat and approached Shigaraki, placing his hand in the villain’s shoulder. 
“Shigaraki...you didn’t deserve that fate. You were just a boy. Heroes couldn’t help you back then, 
but now...now we can help each other.” 


Shigaraki sniffled and wiped his eyes with the sleeve of his orange jumpsuit. He separated from 
Nejire as gently as possible, and then extended his gloved hand to Izuku. “You want justice, peace, 
to honor One for All. You want to save the world. I? I want my fucking revenge. He killed my 
family, he took my fucking life. You’re goddamn right we’ll help each other. We. Will. KILL 
HIM.” 


They shook hands, uneasily at first, then with confidence. They would fight together, and end this 
common foe. 


“Now if you will give me a few minutes? This is...[ still need to process this. I can give you actual 
stuff when I...when I don’t feel like I button mashed the wrong quick time event.” Shigaraki said as 
he slumped back down on his chair. 


“ll stay with him.” Nejire said, giving Izuku and All Might a thumbs up. 


The two heroes accepted it and took their leave, letting the former villain and the heroine to talk. 
“Tt seems miss Hadou cares for him.” 


“She has a lot of empathy and...it is difficult not to feel for him. Not with his past.” Izuku said, 
feeling conflicted himself. 


“He is my biggest failure, Izuku. I don’t know if it is heroic, or even moral, but I want to help 
young Tomura.” All Might lowered his gaze, hiding the shame. You couldn’t save everyone. I’m 
terrified of that too. 


“If we can...I think, I think Shigaraki wants to join the fight, directly. I would like to give him the 


chance for it.” I don’t know if it is wise but...he has a strong motive, and he is powerful. 


“Tt will be your fight, Izuku. I will support you no matter what you choose.” 


Enji Todoroki had never been bothered by snow or cold temperatures. His blood was warm, and 
his beard melted any snowflakes before they could enter his nostrils or eyes. That, though, didn’t 
mean he particularly liked snow or winter. 


“Shouto, let’s go. Dabi is over here.” Enji said, motioning for his son to accompany him. Shouto 
was quickly joined by Deku, the Midoriya kid, who was clearly in an introspective mood, 
pondering whatever he had talked with Tomura Shigaraki. 


They trotted over to the cell, notable for a modified sprinkler system that could drown in foam the 
entire place in about two seconds. One of Shouto’s classmates had designed the system and sold 
manufacturing rights to a police supplier, and the tech had quickly ended up in Abaddon. 


Enji shoved the door aside and walked in, only to find his son lounging about as if nothing was 
amiss. Dabi’s body was covered by a sort of gel under his clothes, a greenish, clear color, and it 
seemed to have the consistency of jelly. 


“Come to gloat? Yell at me? Lecture me about being a failure? I don’t care for it. I’m covered in 
goddamn yoghurt or some shit, and the moment I try anything, they will just suppress the fire! 
They are all killjoys. So, what’s it gonna be? Why did you bring Shouto this time? And Toga’s 
boyfriend?” Dabi’s voice was harsh, likely the result of the burns on his neck. Enji saw Midoriya 
shift uncomfortably at the last comment...blushing slightly. Was he perhaps a traitor? No...he was 
just a shy kid. As shy as Fuyumi had been when she was the same age, probably. 


“T asked Shouto to join me. Midoriya joined of his own accord.” 


“Well, Izuku, I’m sorry but you just got caught in a lot of fucking Todoroki drama. Sit back and 
enjoy! If you are lucky, the number two hero...I mean, NUMBER ONE HERO will abuse his son 
yet again!” Dabi laughed, before a cough shook him. 


“What are you trying?” Enji said, exploding in rage. “I am TRYING to be a better man.” 


“You’re too late, old man. You can’t erase what you did.” Dabi’s eyes were cold, they would offer 
no forgiveness. 


“T know I can’t. But I can still do good. I will not stop being a hero till I can’t do good anymore.” 
Enji answered. It wasn’t the whole truth, as he couldn’t express every regret so easily, he couldn’t 
ask for forgiveness. 


“What’s your take, Shouto? Do you think our dear father is a true hero?” Dabi asked, looking 
around for support. 


“True hero or not, Japan depends on Endeavor. But that will not be forever. Mother is already free, 
Touya. Fuyumi and Natsuo are happy. We are all moving on. It doesn’t matter if I hate of love our 
father. lam my own person.” Shouto exchanged a glance with Midoriya, as well as a smile. 


Enji couldn’t have been prouder. 


“T would like to talk with them. Fuyumi, Natsuo. Mom." Dabi said, listing each name as he 
extended his index, ring and pinkie. And with a shit-eating grin, he closed those fingers again and 
proudly displayed his middle finger at Enji. "I am done talking with a fake hero like you, 
Endeavor. Stain was right, you know? You are not worthy.” Dabi spat on the floor, furiously. 


“T know I’m not. But I’m not yet done. Take care, Touya. I will arrange for visitation, and...I will 
leave you be.” Enji sighed, and walked out the door. A couple minutes later, Shouto and Midoriya 
joined him in the cold. 


“T didn’t know what I was expecting.” Enji admitted. He had known all along that he couldn’t 
reach Dabi anymore. The Touya he had been was gone, his spark ended by Enji’s hand, his flame 
gone for good. 


“At least I could see him. Thanks, Father.” Shouto said, as coldly as ever, “Ill see you soon.” 


As Shouto walked away, a sudden gust of wind tore through the fog and the clouds, showing the 
sun hidden among them but for a moment. “How unusual, maybe a villain fight?” Such isolated 
winds were not normal, and, if there was a hero around engaging a villain, or two villains duking it 
out, it was Endeavor’s responsibility to put them down. And who knows, it might even be an 
opportunity for spending quality time with Shouto. 


Enji quickly took out his phone, checking the hero net for any notifications nearby; every hero was 
bound by law to report on incidents as they responded to them. He found nothing, at all, not in the 
vicinity. A few small crimes in Tokyo, already in process of being stopped by heroes, but nothing 
in the mountains. 


“Shouto! Get over here! You too, Midoriya!” There were indeed pings and notifications, but not 
from villains. It was a natural disaster. “UA has already assigned your team to Crisis Response, you 
will take part in the evacuation of Okinawa at sunrise tomorrow.” 


The two teenagers huddled over the screen, examining their own phones to corroborate. “Team 
First Response, along with some from Shiketsu, and from class B.” Midoriya read. He looked 
relieved; dealing with a force of nature was preferable to dealing with devious villains, Endeavor 
knew that. 


“A typhoon, huh? I don’t know if it is the season. Guess we should go prepare, Izuku?” 


“Yeah, let’s go, there is a lot to do!” The two were already switched on, in “hero mode’, and it was 
truly a thing to behold. In many ways, Shouto was already becoming a great hero, and Enji was 
completely sure he would one day surpass him. 


“But before we go, I have one more thing to discuss with Shigaraki.” Midoriya said, grim 
determination in his eyes. He didn’t even wait for Shouto or for All Might to join again; Midoriya 
just rushed inside Shigaraki’s cell. The airhead hero they had guarding the villain leader, Wave 
Motion, left the cell, and it was well over fifteen minutes of tense waiting before Midoriya returned 
outside, half of which were spent with Enji trying to ask Shouto questions about his well being. 


The other half were Wave Motion telling All Might a story about a particularly fat raccoon she had 
seen. It was madness. 


“T have his word.” Deku said as he emerged from the jail cell and locked it behind him. “I will 
make arrangements with Tsukauchi as soon as we return.” 


“What are you talking about, kid?” Enji asked, staring down the green eyed lad. To his surprise, 


the boy held his gaze, and revealed nothing. There was fear, yes, but not of Endeavor, or Shigaraki. 
And there was determination, a ton of it. 


“The All for One operation.” Enji nodded; the AFO operation was spearheaded by Tsukauchi, who 
had executive veto even over the number one hero for this instance. And, honestly, Enji was 
overwhelmed by the possible scale of the undertaking to hunt down such a man, in a world where 
they didn’t have All Might, Best Jeanist and Sir Nighteye. If the kid wanted to try, let him. He 
could crash and burn, and buy Japan more time, or succeed and prove worthy. 


It didn’t matter what happened, Japan still won something. 


“Young Izuku, isn’t it too sudden?” All Might asked, with both incredible pride in his voice, and 
worry. so much worry. Enji had been right all along, All Might was indeed the boy’s father. By 
bond, if not by blood. Even better, as Shouto would clearly surpass Midoriya as well. He had the 
power, the personality, and the looks. The ultimate hero. 


“There will be time to plan, but I have Shigaraki’s full cooperation.” Midoriya answered. Not even 
Hadou had gotten so much from Shigaraki, from what Enji knew, and that girl had basically done a 
“good cop” into the villain’s graces. 


“That is AWESOME!” All Might bellowed. With his old power, he would have brought a 
goddamn avalanche on them. Thankfully, he was now just a (better fed now, apparently) skeleton, 
and the mountain remained impassive. 


“Sure, sure. Can we get off the damn snow, if we are finished here? I need to check on some scout 
heroes on the islands, see if they can scramble before everyone else arrives.” Enji said, losing his 
patience. He didn’t even wait till All Might and Midoriya said farewell, and just patted Shouto on 
the shoulder. “Remember what high speed winds do to your fire.” Enji said, as he left. 


“I’m not stupid enough to use my flames like that in a natural disaster” Shouto said, scoffing, and 
made his way back to his teacher and friend. 


“Do us proud, First Response!” Enji called, raising his fist in victory as both parties made it to their 
cars, and got off the mountain. A typhoon had now replaced All for One in the minds of people, 
and it would give them a measure of peace, hopefully. 


Chapter End Notes 


Thanks for reading! 


Kye of the Storm 


Chapter Notes 


Some of y'all might remember a certain typhoon at Okinawa? 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


“Students, settle down. Let us explain the situation more clearly. At around 13 hours yesterday, 
Japan time, we detected a sudden typhoon heading to our lands, with an epicentre around halfway 
from Taiwan to Japan. It will reach us soon, and, as part of national response, UA will be 
dispatching heroes and teams to assist the relief efforts, and some are already on their way. They 
are expected in Okinawa in a few hours, we will notify you. That is why we mixed the classes 
today.” 


Aizawa looked around, before passing the megaphone to Vlad King. The grey haired hero was 
about to start, when he was interrupted by one of the 2B extras, some fat kid that Katsuki had 
never considered worthy of getting his name remembered. “Sir, is that where Kendou is?” 


“Yes, miss Kendou and some other representatives of class B are out there making us proud. 
Tetsutetsu, Monoma, Komori, Rin, Kodai, Tokage and Awase complete the squad!” Vlad King 
answered, looking like a smug dad. Their only competition is Deku’s team, so of course they’ll do 
good. The fuck can someone running fast as shit do to help in collapsed buildings? Ice? Uraraka 
can be useful, though. And Deku...shouldn’t be wasting his time on dumb shit like that. 


It made no sense. Deku was supposed to be dealing with Shigaraki, getting the information so that 
Katsuki and him could go kill the old bastard. The hero commission sending his team over seemed 
counterproductive. 


Then again they were the idiots keeping an arrogant bastard like Endeavor on the number one spot. 
Katsuki knew he would have to win those shits over if he ever was to be the number one himself. 


Overall, he didn’t feel snubbed by not having been selected to join. The school teams had been 
chosen for a number of factors; Vlad King’s favoritism, Shiketsu trying to one up UA and having a 
strong wind Quirk user, Ketsubutsu and UA having good communication lately and coordination, 
the fact that Hatsume was insane and had her own plane. 


Let them go and save people. It’s what you wanted, isn’t it, Deku? Leave the winning to me. The 
fighting. Let them go and save people. It’s what you wanted, isn’t it, Deku?Leave the fighting, the 
winning to me. 


“Any more questions? We UA teachers have a duty to keep you updated on situations of national 
importance, so go ahead!” Vlad King said, enthusiastically. Some thirty students in Gym Gamma, 
and extra time to practice their Quirks, that was the plan for the morning. No need for many 
questions, in Katsuki’s mind. 


“Will we still have exams on the same dates?” asked Raccoon Eyes, who had been pissed off at 
Katsuki ever since they had returned to UA the day before in the afternoon, at least after talking 
with Kirishima. Guess it is understandable. She’s his ex, and they are still good friends. 


“No, due to overlapping national states of readiness, the exams have been postponed till further 
notice.” Aizawa said, rubbing his forehead tiredly as many in both classes cheered, only stopped by 
that mud guy Honenuki telling them to chill. Fucking idiots sent the entire hero student council 
away and left the loud assholes here with me. 


The deployment had apparently started the day before, with Kendou’s team hiring a charter bus and 
going their merry way, while Deku’s team actually fucking prepared, filling Hatsume’s ridiculous 
plane with crates of food, water and medicines, as well as a small power armour that made Power 
Loader’s look obsolete. The more Katsuki learned of Hatsume, the more he was convinced she had 
something wrong in the head, nobody could be inventing so much useless stuff. 


Then again, he had already received a tentative blueprint for some equipment from her, on an 
email that said: “Izuku told me to send you a free sample, Hatsume Industries has the quality you 
seek.”. And, incredibly, it had some top notch designs. As much as he hated to admit it, Hatsume 
had actually made the plans for a superb support item, and in the space of a day. 


She wouldn’t manufacture them, though, for the obvious reason that she was on her way to 
Okinawa, and was planning on charging extra because, in her own words, Katsuki was “a luddite, 
with no appreciation for precision engineering, and a most unreasonable potential client”. Just 
saying that you dislike me cause of my own disdain of you would have been enough, Sausage 
Hairs. Or cause you like Deku and hate me by proxy. 


Thus Katsuki had instead sent the designs to Nijudotto Precision Industries, with an urgent 
requisition, all paid for by UA. The business student who had helped him with it, some nobody 
with square glasses, had made it quick and easy,and he had not spent a second more than needed 
on it. With some luck, the weapons he had ordered would arrive within the week, and he would 
start testing them as soon as he had them. 


“Split up into teams and give me five laps of the assault course as warm up, followed by 100 
pushups, 100 sit ups, 100 squats and ten laps of the gym’s perimetre. You have ten minutes to pair 
up, and NO FRIEND GROUPS! Teams of four, GO!” 


No friends, huh? Like I want to work with them anyway, they’d just get in the way. He only liked 
their company begrudgingly, not out of him seeking them out or trying to befriend them. They 
just...adapted, to him, taking him as one of their own, giving him attention he didn’t want. 


“You have no team.” pointed out the sarcastic voice that could only be Hitoshi Shinsou. A loner 
who spent half the classes with each group, as a result of UA being indecisive idiots, he was most 
always lumped with Deku, Monoma or Kaminari, but apparently the “no friends” rule would be 
respected by the purple asshole. 


“Neither do you, Troll Head.” 


“Guess it means just two more, huh?” He smiled smugly, the piece of shit. Physically, he had put 
on quite a bit of lean muscle and, even if he remained around the same height as first year, just 
looked a lot more a hero. In terms of determination, Katsuki admitted Shinsou had guts. And 
patience, as only a saint’s patience would be enough to master that fucking annoying capture 
weapon. 


“We have plenty to pick, since we have no fucking friends.” Katsuki told him, grinning. 


“Obviously. How about Yanagi?” Shinsou pointed at a girl just as gloomy as him, which was quite 
the achievement. Troll Hair, if you marry that girl your children will have depression from the 
womb. 


“Whatever. Pick someone else and let’s just get this done, I want to train my Quirk.” Katsuki said. 
Shinsou left to get the Yanagi girl, apparently only sharing two or three words, and then they were 
joined by Koda, the animals guy from 1A. The perfect team for shutting the fuck up and not getting 
in my nerves, huh? 


“Guess that with Angry Pomeranian here looking pissed off at his own shadow and your usual 
demeanor, guys, I’m the talkative one. Fuck. Let’s just do our best, alright?” As Shinsou talked, 
Katsuki noticed stares from Ashido, Sero and Kaminari, but none from Kirishima. Eijirou was 
indeed taking his space, and Katsuki had never known something as simple as being ignored could 
hurt so much. 


Katsuki took the lead position as soon as they started at the assault course, going over the obstacles 
angrily, not letting them get too much in the way. It was just a distraction to get to the true training. 
The team followed, surprisingly quick. Maybe Katsuki was just slow, or they were not being as 
useless, but it was impossible to tell. The exercises and the laps around the gym were a breeze, and 
soon he was free of Shinsou’s snarky complaints, Koda’s squeeks of exertion, and Yanagi’s talk 
about horror, the second she had felt comfortable enough to talk. 


“Good riddance.” he whispered, as he finally ended and left to find his own spot in the training 
area. There was a specific maneuver he wished to perfect, consisting in a series of complex 
movements in midair and a decisive strike at the enemy, in a blind spot All Might had revealed to 
them. All for One wouldn’t be able to block such an attack, until it was too late, and organ failure 
could leave the supervillain at their mercy. 


And when push comes to shove, I can do it. A Howitzer blast to the nape of the neck should be 
enough to cut his spine, end him for good. To practice on said idea, he requested Cementoss for a 
humanoid target on a pedestal about seven meters tall, with the strongest neck possible. The teacher 
even added a length of rebar to it, while shaking his head at the aggression of Katsuki’s 

suggestion. 


He doesn’t fucking need to know, anyway. This is our fight, not his. Deku and me, and our enemy. 


Katsuki closed his eyes, getting in the right headspace. There were a lot of things he needed to fix. 
His motivations, the apologies he had to make. The effects of his actions, the consequences, all that 
he caused. Katsuki was the stone thrown in a still lake, and the ripples of his path would cause 
waves. He would destroy any who opposed him, and push the world in a new direction. 


He was a fighter, a winner. He was a hero. It all started with him, as he was Lord Explosion 
Murder! No, that doesn’t sound right. I just killed my own fucking hype. Fuck it, the name doesn’t 
matter. 


He was a hero, and he would win! 


Propulsion with both hands, barrel roll to avoid expected first attack. Strafing to the left for one 
whole second, rising with both hands below him. Somersault in mid air, twisting to evade linear 
attacks, feint from above, true attack as he fell! “RAILGUN BLAST!” 


All of Katsuki’s concussive power, concentrated into an even smaller area than the AP Shot, fired 
point blank to a spot just an inch above the pancreas...the All for One stand-in dummy was 
skewered and shrapnel emerged from the shoulder. 


Without a second to lose, Katsuki corrected his flight path to land right behind the dummy’s back, 
readying both hands, he released his full power again “HOWITZER IMPACT!!!” 


The shoulders of the concrete dummy were smashed to tiny stone fragments from the force of the 
impact, and the head was cleanly cut off. “TAKE THAT, YOU BASTARD! DIE!” Jt can work. 
The move can work. It needs to be perfect now. 


Katsuki grinned. Sure, his personal life was a mess, he was forced to work with a guy he despised, 
to fight a guy he had no chances of beating in a straight fight. He had no fucking Hero Name. His 
motorcycle was still blown up. Someone had eaten his yoghurt from the fridge. There were a lot of 
reasons to be pissed off. 


But Katsuki grinned. Because everything was finally making sense. It all started with him, and he 
would make things happen. He was a hero, the hero that would win and keep winning. 


“Oh ho! The Hatsume Industries Baby #427 lives! This exoskeletal, collapsible, budget-affordable 
power frame will revolutionize manual labour, help in rescue situations, and, best of all, will let me 
reach the top shelves without asking Izuku to jump and fetch the item!” Mei declared to the team, 
powering up the activated tritium batteries on the suit’s back and connecting them with a back 
brace she was wearing, secured with belts to her chest and pelvis. 


“Hatsume, ladders exist.” Tsuyu answered, not impressed by one of the possible applications the 
frame had. 


“You built an actual plane and get excited over this?” Uraraka questioned, raising an eyebrow. 


“All my Babies have different strengths and weaknesses, and to see them thrive is my joy!” Mei 
extended the leg frames to stand on them, and the exoskeleton stood unaided. “This one can carry 
three hundred kilograms in the normal setting, and with the optional hydraulics package....which I 
have to design later, but I digress...about twice as much! I’Il get to loading stuff down from the 
Mei, you guys go find your boss!” 


Mei gave them a thumbs up with the mech’s big metal hands, before getting busy with the crates of 
bottled water they had brought over, all sealed with some 'UA Crisis Response’ stamps on them. 
The rest of the team turned to Izuku, the de-facto leader, even if he wasn’t sure when such a thing 
had happened. 


“Okay guys, let’s find Kendou first, then the other students, and then we move out. Let’s go over 
what we know as we go, okay?” he said, starting to move further into the airfield. They had landed 
in Okinawa proper just ten minutes earlier, flying much slower than in the Tartarus fight as the 
Okinawan airspace was much fuller and tightly regulated. 


Kendou and the best students of class B had set out on a bus full of supplies the day before, mostly 
canned food and medicine, a lot more than what the Mei could carry in the hold. Her team 
consisted of Tetsutetsu, Monoma, Tokage, Komori, Awase, Kodai and Rin, all of them excellent 
heroes with powers that would prove useful. They weren’t yet an established team like Izuku’s, 
though, so they would be embedded to Team First Response in all paperwork, at least. 


Besides the class B guys, Ketsubutsu had sent Yo Shindou with a few other heroes, and Shiketsu 
had sent the heroes UA knew, plus a few others. Inasa Yoarashi was already in the city, with a 
team of meteorologists to gauge the effects of the typhoon and the expected strength. 


“The typhoon’s artificial.” Shouto said, as they moved through crowds of military and emergency 


personnel. The typhoon was massive, stronger than any villain, deadlier than anything they had 
ever faced. 


“Tt was set off by villains in the middle of the ocean, and there are some heroes presumed dead in 
the disaster. The epicentre is about halfway to Taiwan from here.” Tenya added, filling in most of 
the blanks. 


The islands of Taketomi, Ishigaki, Tarama, Yonaguni and Miyakojima had suffered extensive 
damage by the wind blast and had become the eye of what had evolved into the largest typhoon in 
years. Wind currents had carried it to Japan, and Izuku could see the true force of nature, stirred by 
mankind’s hubris. 


“To sum up, the Hero Public Safety Commission organized the first efforts and we, as a team with 
proven reaction speed, are among the first to arrive.” Momo finished. Her hero suit might have 
attracted dirty looks in a different situation, but right now, everyone was focused on saving 
Okinawa, and Momo seemed grateful for that. 


The airfield was one of several in the northern part of the city,owned by the Japanese Self Defense 
Force, and was now the staging area for about two dozen planes and half as many helicopters to 
ferry people away from the island and to the mainland. Buses of civilians were already arriving, 
and soldiers were handing out care packages with supplies and medicines. 


There was a command tent near the airfield’s control tower, and close to it they found Kendou and 
her team, as well as Inasa Yoarashi and Camie Utsushimi. 


“Hey fam! Wassup?” Camie yelled at them as a greeting, waving energetically. 


“TODOROKI! Hello!” Inasa added, grabbing Shouto in a bear hug before he could react. “It is so 
good to see you again, pal! We’re gonna save some people or what?” 


“Of course” Shouto replied, patting Inasa on the back as his way to reciprocate the hug. 


“Utsushimi, Yoarashi! Glad you are here!” Izuku said when he finally was close enough to shake 
their hands, feeling a bit flustered by noticing how soft Camie’s hands were. Thankfully we talked 
about the...misunderstanding of when Toga imitated her. To think I had those...dreams, and 


Utsushimi had no idea? I feel dirty even remembering. 
“Yeah, boo, we in here. In fact, Inasa returned about three seconds ago!” 


“T feel PUMPED. The winds...they will be mighty. I will be able to unleash my Quirk like never 
before!” He looked very proud, understandably, as his power was likely the most useful in a 

typhoon. “The little scouting I just did gives me some grief, though, there are still a lot of people 
that have not even begun to evacuate. This was so sudden, and they are afraid. We have to help!” 


“We'll do so.” Shouto answered, “Ts it only just the two of you?” 


“We’re more than enough, bae.” Camie said, raising her eyebrows teasingly, only for Momo to 
quickly reach out and grab Shouto’s hand. She smiled at the two and nodded “Took ya long 
enough!” 


“What?” Momo asked, surprised. “How did you...?” 


“Remember that training three months ago? Gurl, I see stuff with these pretty big eyes on my face. 
Congrats!” She didn’t wait and gave Momo a hug. 


“AH! My friend Todoroki has found love!” Inasa bellowed, leaping in the air in celebration and 
high-fiving the extremely embarrassed Shouto. 


“Uhh...sorry to interrupt, guys, and not have as much time to catch up, but there’s a guy calling for 
you. You were Team First Response, right?” Kendou’s responsible voice interrupted the little 
meeting, and Izuku saw she was pointing at the command deck with her strong hands. 


“Thanks! We got it!” Izuku answered, motioning for the team to follow and meet an officer who 
seemed to be in command. 


“Good, before you go, they asked us to officially link up in the hero net.” They quickly linked up 
via their phones, and Kendou started organizing her team immediately; “Tetsu, you’re with me, 
Monoma, you take team two. Midoriya, that’ ll be all, see you on the other side!” 


With no time to spare, Izuku and his team approached the officer, the relief coordinator, a JSDF 
Colonel, Colonel Shinatose, a veteran of many such relief efforts. 


“Midoriya, your team will link up with an American team and evacuate the civilians on your Area 
of Responsibility to their airfield. The storm winds will reach us in four hours, the typhoon proper 
in five. Citizens were already told what to do, so we expect an orderly evac. You will help direct 
them, and rescue anyone trapped. Now go! Next one, Kendou, you take your team to the hotels by 
the beach...” 


Team First Response started moving, there was no time to lose. Shouto and Tenya took point, 
guiding their path down the quickest possible routes. The American airfield was a few miles away, 
and they had to take into account the time. 


“Watch out for debris ahead” Tenya cautioned as the team made it to a main street, where some 
cars had blocked the road after the owners had panicked and fled. They were about halfway to the 
airfield, and the winds had already started to gain strength. 


Branches, trash and all manner of small objects started flying around, not yet impeding their run but 
slowing them down. /f it keeps going, we’ll need to have Shouto and Momo make shields at the 
front and protect ourselves... 


All the way they saw civilians, some scared, most bravely moving in order and in well organized 
groups. It was admirable to see their tenacity, and the guts to see the storm and still behave well. 
Local heroes were spotted every so often, but Izuku and his team didn’t interact. The locals had a 
mission, First Response another. 


It took them the better part of forty minutes to get to the American airfield, where men in US 
Marine uniforms and high visibility jackets were already busy, doing their best to help the civilians 
already there. 


“HERO DEKU! Over here!” called one of the Americans, Izuku assumed some kind of officer or 
sergeant, though he had no real knowledge of military rank insignia. 


“Errr...here we are! What do we do?” 


Izuku felt the words a bit alien in his mouth, even after all that practice in Present Mic’s English 
classes and many listening and speaking exercises with Pony Tsunotori. J need to train this even 
more, I can barely speak! 


“This is your AO.” The Marine showed them a holographic map of the area, which included 
several blocks all around the base but excluded the base housing, which was coloured green; 


already evacuated. “We don’t know how many civvies are still out there, check every house! 
Ramirez! Follow them, the heroes have command.” 


“Yes, sir!” the other Marine, Ramirez, said, turning to Izuku and the others. “I’m Sergeant 
Ramirez, I have 12 Marines with me, lead the way.” The military people wore reflective belts and 
vests over their gear, and instead of armored helmets, they had on some head protection that would 
look more at home in a mountain climber’s gear, in bright orange. For once the military have to be 
visible. 


Izuku couldn’t help but feel proud of himself, as a hero, as a person. He had gone so far in just two 
years in UA, from the scared boy he had once been, to the hero in training he now was. There was 
still so much to learn, so much to do, but for one day, he was a leader, and he was truly doing 
good. 


Switching their radios to the same frequency, First Response and the Marine squad started moving. 
As they ran around, important instructions relayed by the heroes ended whatever shyness they may 
have had about their broken English, and the Marines showed them unexpected deference, acting 
quickly and efficiently. They started their sweep of the Area of Responsibility close to the base, 
and moved outward. 


It was a formulaic process, as standard as possible, to make the last mistakes as possible. With the 
Marines, the heroes went building by building, directing the civilians to the airbase. Hundreds of 
civilians moved orderly and quickly to safety, but a few panicked, or were unable to get there on 
their own, so the heroes helped to get them on the way. The area was quite large, and Izuku was 
quite proud that they had been given such a large responsibility. 


He would have been ashamed to admit joy in such a difficult, dangerous situation, where there were 
undoubtedly people getting hurt, all of them losing a part of their peaceful lives to the onslaught of 
the typhoon. But in Izuku’s mind, this was what true heroism felt like. Being needed and being 
there for the people, and using every talent he had to save them. It was such a far cry from 

stressing over battling a supervillain that could end his life in seconds...it was almost relaxing. 


After about three hours of hard work and hundreds of civilians having returned safely to the base, 
they started feeling the storm winds. The wind speed was much faster than predicted, and it was 
already starting to cause chaos. They needed to work faster to get the civvies away safely! 


“Deku, we need to change strategies! There is still a school unaccounted for!” Uravity called on 
the comms. 


“ll go ahead and trace a path, follow my route!” Ingenium announced, even before Deku gave the 
order to move out. You’re great at this, lida! 


“Wind’s picking up speed, kero. How long do we have?” Froppy was perhaps the hero best suited 
to continue rescues after the storm hit, but even then Deku didn’t want to risk her life 
unnecessarily. 


“Let me run the math...less than two hours. We have decent pace.” Philosopher had crafted some 
boot anchors from her calf fat, and stood proud and steady against the wind. 


“Ingenium made it, let’s move!” Deku gave an order to the Marines to pick up the pace; they 
would need the extra support to get all children accounted for and safely back. 


A mile and a half was cut down to just under a kilometer by the route Ingenium had found, 
weaving in and out of buildings they had already evacuated, through gardens and through fences. 


The heroes cleared the tougher obstacles for the Marines, while trying to keep damage to the city 
to a minimum. 


“Fuck, man, they teach y’all kids parkour or something?” told them Sergeant Ramirez, as he tried 
to catch his breath, while Deku and First Response dealt with the school teachers and staff. The 
Marines arrived about two minutes later than the heroes, and found the situation already in control. 


There were ten staff members, five teachers, and about a hundred children, and the situation was 
getting dire. The teachers had already taken a headcount, and made all the kids hold hands, but it 
was not a good enough measure, so Philosopher had created five lengths of rope, one per 
classroom, to tie the kids and keep them all in the line. 


“Staff! Teachers! Hold on to the soldiers and don’t let go!” Deku yelled, making his voice heard 
even over the gale and the drizzle that was now everywhere, starting to get into his eyes. 


“Marines!” corrected one, before his squadmate punched him in the arm. No time to be pissy about 
that, just keep going, marine. 


“The route we will follow is safe! Don’t be afraid, children! You will meet your parents at the 
airbase!” Ingenium addressed the children, aged 7 to 12, from what Izuku could tell. 


“Let’s go, let’s go!” Frostburn urged the kids, forming compact ice walls around them to keep 
small debris away. 


The journey back was much longer than it had taken the heroes to reach the school, almost twenty 
minutes of walking, trying to stay on the better preserved paths of sidewalks and streets, avoiding 
being under buildings, as objects started falling from the rooftops almost as soon as they started. 
Frostburn had to make a shield of ice to protect a score of children from a falling streetlight, and 
they held onto his legs the rest of the way, too scared to let go. 


The children could barely keep themselves from being blown away by the wind. In the end they 
found a bus, and even getting them on it and escorting the vehicle to the base was very challenging, 
Momo had to make lead weights for the kids to stay grounded. No more planes would leave 
Okinawa, the civilians would have to wait it out in the shelters. 


“Looks like they all made it. Do we still have buildings to clear?” Deku asked, relieved to see the 
children meeting parents and family at the base. He was already tired; the storm was fighting them 
fiercely, and it wasn’t even at full strength. 


“Two more blocks to go, and little time.” Ingenium answered, a quick look to the Marines making 
it obvious what he suggested. 


“We can move faster.” Uravity answered, her steely eyes not flinching for an instant. 
“T agree, kero.” 

“Tt seems the right course of action for me.” 

“Do it.” 


Deku nodded at his teammates and turned to the Marines, “Sergeant, we have a plan. First 
Response will take the buildings on the left, and your squad the ones on the right, and that way we 
can clear them before the storm overtakes us.” 


The marine grinned and nodded. “Hooah, Deku. We got this. Good luck and meet you back here. 


Don’t get caught out there, there won’t be chances to get away once the typhoon hits.” The marines 
moved out, loudly calling commands in English that were soon lost in the winds and the rain. 
Alone, Team First Response gave themselves in earnest to checking room by room, house by 
house, building by building. 


As the storm advanced, meter by meter, the rain intensified, and the winds blew with more power. 
Uraraka was forced to avoid using her Quirk for the sheer danger of floating objects getting caught 
in the gale, Momo had to keep a strong grip on any object made to avoid having shrapnel flying 
around. Shouto could only use very compact ice, flying shards could easily kill at the current 
windspeed. Even lida couldn’t run fast enough into the wind. 


Still they went, making sure every building was secure in the zone. One last block of buildings 
remained, a set of old apartments mostly made of wood and brick foundations. The buildings were 
starting to buckle under the winds, so they split up to cover the most ground. Deku and Froppy, the 
heroes with most mobility indoors, took the building in worst shape. 


It seemed the oldest, made of the cheapest materials. The wood was probably rotten in some parts, 
and the moisture in the air wasn’t doing it any favours. The doors barely resisted a kick, and in 
seconds Deku and Froppy were running, room to room to check for civilians. They found a few 
families, and carried them outside, to the nearest building made of concrete. 


“Stay here for the moment, our friends will be right here to escort you to safety!” Deku told them, 
trying to give the dozen or so people he had dragged from the inside a warm smile. 


“Don’t go!” called a little kid, reaching for Izuku’s hand. It took all of his willpower to return and 
not listen to the child, when he knew that there could still be people in danger. 


“Tl be right back, don’t you worry!” he said, patting the child on the head. J won’t let you down, 
you and your family will be safe! 


Froppy was already heading inside the building when Deku arrived. They climbed the stairs three 
steps at a time, reaching for the uppermost floor, when a wooden beam fell between them. The 
building was falling apart quickly, and there was no time. Separated by the beam smashing through 
the stairs, Deku quickly considered the situation. Jt’s too dangerous for two. 


“Just go! I got this!” Izuku yelled. Tsuyu hesitated for a moment, reaching out with her hand, 
almost pleadingly. “Don’t be stupid” her eyes seemed to say. But a second later she nodded, and 
quickly scrambled down, leaving the building. Hurrying against the building’s collapse, Izuku ran 
to the top floor and started his search. 


The last floor was empty on all the rooms he had checked. Finally, just one remained, and just in 
time; the structure was getting weaker by the second. He kicked the last door and scanned the 
apartment quickly, taking in everything. 


He had smashed through the only entrance, which opened up for a living room, and, behind a loft- 
style wall, he could see a rundown kitchen. There were two doors closed, that he could see. One’s 
the bathroom, one’s the bedroom. There was not much furniture in view, just a tattered couch and a 
plastic chair. 


Izuku could see some litter around, haphazardly packed into a corner, as if someone had decided to 


clean their mess in an idle moment, but hadn’t risked throwing their trash in the bins outside. There 
is someone here. Not a tenant. A squatter. 


The floor creaked as he stepped forward, which made Izuku realise just how quiet it had gotten all 
of a sudden. The storm isn’t letting up, but it gives me a chance. I have to get this person out before 
the building collapses. Now where are they? 


Izuku moved forward, approaching the door on the left first. He saw a bag of rice in the couch, 
clearly someone’s pillow, and an overcoat that had seen better days and was frayed at the hem, it 
seemed, from someone stabbing the sleeves repeatedly with a pointy object. Their blanket. It must 
have been cold and miserable...I’ll make sure they get a warm meal and warm clothes. 


With a simple twist of the doorknob, Izuku opened the door, coming across an empty bathroom. 
There were further signs of someone living here; a toothbrush, an open tube of toothpaste, a 
hairbrush with some blonde hair stuck on it. Kind of honey gold colour, and long. Looks like 
stubborn hair, too, from the way it twists. 


There was a shower with some soap, and a pink razor, but not much else, and no one in sight. 
That’s good, I’m glad I didn’t surprise anyone on the toilet. 


With just one room left to check, Izuku quickened his pace. Around him, the winds had picked up, 
and the walls were groaning, wooden laments for the coming destruction. In his haste, Izuku 
pulverized the doorknob, but instead of wasting an instant feeling embarrassed, he barged in, and 
saw someone he had not expected to see ever again. 


Chapter End Notes 


Thanks for reading! 


Catalyst 


Chapter Notes 


Here it is, the moment that made this prequel a thing. There were 3 or 4 ways in which 
I wanted to rewrite this meeting, how it would define the two characters across this 
little fanfic AU I have created. This is it, ladies and gentlemen. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


“Himiko Toga!” Izuku Midoriya, the hero Deku, put up his hands, ready to fight. Why is HE here? 
Of all places, why is he HERE? 


Toga was lost for a moment, not sure if she was hallucinating, or maybe she had died. Heaven, 
maybe? A gift from the heavens? She could smell his delicious scent (a mix of discrete deodorant, 
sweat and pheromones), as well as see every detail in his face, the shock of seeing her. He was 
perfect, so much so...it couldn’t be a product of Toga’s imagination. 


Kill him. Toga grinned, feeling her face grow hot. J want this. 1 NEED THIS. I can’t go on, with 
nothing else to live for, alone...but I can die my way, loving my way, KILLING MY WAY! Her 
knives were in her hand with a flourish, and she was ready, stabbing at the air between them, a 
feint to measure the distance. 


“Tzuku! Killing you just as the typhoon kills me will be the best death ever!” 


The knife was alive in her hands, fast as a snake, and even deadlier. Toga moved the blade with 
practiced accuracy, making the movements look almost effortless. unlike her usual “drunken 
boxing” style, she adopted a stance that made every movement count, and Izuku was having 
trouble keeping up with her speed. 


A slash here, a stab there...it was taking all of Izuku’s agility just to stay alive. It was testing 
Toga’s patience; the building would bury them long before Izuku fought back earnestly. 


“Just let me kill you! Let me prove you that I love you!” Toga yelled, aiming a thrust right at 
Izuku’s eye, but she had been too slow. His gloved hand clasped around her wrist and he twisted 
her arm around, using his other hand to slap the knife from Toga’s grasp. 


Toga’s world fell, as her eyes were obscured by dust and her nose was filled with the smell of 
rotten wood planks meeting air for the first time in decades. Will we die? Is this the end? I’m so 
happy to die with you, Izuku! 


The floor collapsed under their feet and both fell, but Toga didn’t fall on her own for long. An 
instant after the floor gave way, Izuku was holding her in his arms, twisting and turning in the air 
to get himself in harm’s way and protect her. What are you...you are saving me? No, I have to die! 
We both have to die! 


Izuku’s body shook with the impact as they crashed against the floor below, and Toga practically 
felt the pain going through his body...but he didn’t flinch, and, if anything, his hold on Toga was 
even softer, gentler. In his arms, Toga was safe, she was protected. 


Floor after floor they crashed, brittle wood splintering and slashing Izuku’s suit as they fell. A 
beam in the way was split in half by Izuku’s fall, hurting Izuku’s ribs. Toga could smell his blood, 
she could smell his desperation, and, in his arms, she could feel his determination. 


They met more resistance from a wooden trapdoor, that Izuku crashed through, shoulder first, 
wincing. He somehow grasped Toga’s head and held her so she wouldn’t hit against his shoulder, 
and his hand against her head was the most comforting feeling she had had in months. 


The trapdoor had been above a cellar, and they crashed hard on the concrete floor. Even as they 
rolled to mitigate the fall impact, Toga could feel Izuku’s lungs get all the air knocked out of them. 
He looked in a lot of pain, was bleeding from at least three cuts that Toga could notice, and was 
doing his best to try and catch some air...and he still held onto Toga, keeping her secure in his 
arms. 


For a second, their faces were just an inch from each other’s. Toga could see every little speck of 
jade in Izuku’s otherwise emerald eyes, could count the freckles on his nose and cheeks, could 
smell the mint in his breath, from the toothpaste he had used that day. She could feel his heartbeat 
through their clothes, and it was beating fast. 


He’s right here...maybe I did die? I could be dreaming...maybe if I bite him he will disappear? He 
looks delicious...As Izuku panted and coughed, trying to breathe, Toga got even closer, ready to 
prove how tangible he was...Fuck. 


Above them, the support beams still standing splintered and got bent and, with a series of loud 
cracks, they broke. The building was finally falling on top of them. 


“Watch out!” Toga only had a second to act, so she picked Izuku and herself up as much as she 
could, getting to their knees, and she pushed, as hard as she could, trying to get Izuku away from 
the debris that would fall on them. 


Toga tried getting away herself, but she wasn’t fast enough, and suddenly she felt stuck, unable to 
move forward. A quick glance above and she saw that the trapdoor was utterly and completely 
blocked, by what seemed like a ton of floorboards and broken beams, even an old wardrobe. 


All that was above her, but the debris had not stopped at the trapdoor hole, and splinters had broken 
all around her. In a flash, Izuku was right beside her again, his face ashen, his eyes shocked. Why is 
he trying to save me so much? I was just trying to kill him... 


She wondered why her leg felt so cold, and a bit wet. Was there a leak in a pipe they had broken? 
Toga looked down at her left leg and found a splinter, about half an inch thick, impaling her leg all 
the way through her thigh. 


“Oh, that wasn’t there before” she said. She felt so cold, so empty, and like she wanted to puke. In 
a second, Izuku had started removing his right hand glove, only to reach out and place said hand on 
Toga’s shoulder, a practiced, tender gesture to comfort the injured. 


“T think it didn’t hit a vein, we can remove the splinter and you are going to be alright. I am here, 
and you are going to be alright.” There was a bit of worry in his face, but his voice was steady, 
smooth. He cares, a lot. Why? What is going on? What game are you playing at, Izuku? 


“Why are you helping me?” J am your enemy, it makes no sense! 


Izuku didn’t hesitate as he answered “Because that’s what heroes do!” He gifted her with a bright 
smile, that threatened to obliterate all the darkness in her heart for short moment... Then he 
continued, a warm, reassuring professional easing her treatment “I am going to break the splinter, 
sO we can move you over there, okay? I need you to hold the stick steady, so it doesn’t move and 
hurt you.” 


I’ve had worse. Knives, even a bullet, I think. I have a lot of scars that are not cute in the slightest, 
but one I got with you? I'll treasure it! “Okay, I’m ready. Do it.” Izuku grabbed the splinter a few 
inches above her leg and snapped it as carefully as he could. 


Toga winced, but she just motioned to the other end of the splinter. Izuku snapped it with even 
more care, and passed an arm under Toga’s armpit, lifting her almost effortlessly, so she could 
support her weight in the healthy leg and hop away from the blocked entrance. 


“Okay, now don’t put any weight on that leg. ’m going to sit you down over there, alright?” Toga 
nodded, feeling weak and woozy after standing up, the blood in her thigh wetting her sock. She sat 
down, letting Izuku support her weight, trying to get comfortable. It wasn’t pitch dark, as some 
light crept through the rubble, but it was still gloomy, making it hard to see clearly. Maybe I could 
use my phone flashlight? I can do that at least... 


But Izuku was faster, and had produced a plastic chemlight from his belt pouches, snapping it and 
making it glow. He moved the glowstick a bit, and it got brighter, lighting up the place in a warm, 
romantic orange glow. [f my leg didn’t hurt like hell, I would still think this was heaven. 


Izuku quickly checked Toga up (and hopefully checked her out), and seemed to determine she was 
well enough to survive without him right there, at least for a second, so he smiled again before 
taking the light to check out their surroundings. He gave a surprised sound, which resembled a very 
bad attempt at whistling and Toga found absolutely adorable. ““Wow...this is really well supplied!” 
he said, as he hurried back with a backpack marked with a golden caduceus pin, which he opened 
up to reveal a full complement of first aid supplies. 


“Tzuku, what happened? Are you alright? The storm is getting worse!” Izuku’s earpiece was a bit 
offset, definitely by their fight and fall, and it let out just the tiniest sound, loud enough that Toga’s 
sharp hearing could pick on it. She heard the voice of Todoroki, Dabi’s brother and Izuku’s friend, 
sounding emotional, even desperate. 


“T’m okay, Shouto” Izuku said, an embarrassed smile extending in his lips “but I am trapped, and a 
civilian here needs first aid. I have supplies to last until you are able to come and get me out, you 
don’t have to worry about me. You should evacuate now!” He wants to STAY? With me? In this 
storm? 


“Tzuku...I...alright. We'll be here as soon as we can. Stay safe, brother.” Shouto’s voice was then 
gone from the earpiece, and Toga saw Izuku sigh. 


“Why did you say I was a civilian? I am a wanted villain!” Toga had no idea what to think. He’s 
not arresting me? He is going this far for me, and is even COVERING for ME? 


“If I had told them you were here, they might have wanted to capture you instead of getting to 
safety. And you are hurt, so I don’t care about you being a villain, I’m going to help you!” Izuku 
placed a hand, the one he had removed the glove from, on her shoulder gently. “Now let’s take that 
splinter off and disinfect it.” 


Izuku withdrew his phone from the pocket in his trousers, which Toga immediately fixated on. The 
pocket didn’t seem too specialized, except for a foam lining and a zipper; in contrast with some 
parts of his suit, the jumpsuit was very simple, humble. It added to Izuku’s charm, how wholesome 
he looked even as he still showcased his power. 


The phone itself was simple, not too new, and had a rather worn All Might case, with some dents 
that had to be from accidentally gripping it too strongly with his Quirk. With a click, he had 
switched it on, to better examine Toga’s wounds. 


Izuku hummed as he examined Toga’s thigh, then nodded and said, “I’m going to pull it upwards. I 
need you to hold your thigh with your right hand, and with your left I want you to squeeze my free 
hand for the pain, okay?” 


“Yes, just do it.” Removing this fucking thing from my leg AND handholding? Mister, your type of 
healthcare is right the kind I need. 


Izuku took a quick breath and pulled on the splinter in one smooth move, removing it completely. 
Toga squeezed the hand he had offered, as a flare of white-hot pain shot through her leg. She let 
out her breath after it was done, not realizing she had been holding it. 


“T’ve never had a thing stuck like that, Izuku-kun, just normal stabs.” she said, trying to make light 
of the situation, but sadly, it was true that she had been stabbed before and she had no doubts she 
would be stabbed again. Knife fighting was an ugly business. 


“No stabbing is normal, Toga.” Izuku told her with concern. He was still holding onto her hand, 
and he squeezed it a bit as his soft smile died a bit. What even IS normal, Izuku? It is probably 
nothing I have lived. 


“T’m going to clean the wound now, this will hurt, so same plan with the hand.” His steady voice 
was a warning in and of itself, and Toga knew it would sting. Jt always stings, but I guess I am 
ready. 


Izuku grabbed medicinal alcohol from the first aid kit and poured into the wound. 


“FUCK, it burns!” Toga grasped his hand even harder. She felt as if she might pass out, for a 
moment, but she held on, gripping Izuku’s hand. The blood on her thigh washed with the alcohol, 
and he cleaned the wound with some cotton. 


“To close it I will use this glue EMTs use instead of stitches nowadays, it doesn’t hurt but it may 
be a little cold.” It was, indeed a very cold feeling, but it beat stitches any day of the week. “There, 
both sides done. Now I will bandage it to keep it clean, and I will get you some water.” 


His hands rubbed the still tender skin as he worked, wrapping the bandage tight around her thigh. 
He hummed as he acted, a melody that Toga recognized was popular around the time of the 
Overhaul raid. “Ano hi mamoru to kimeta...” he murmured as he tied up the bandage, beaming at 
Toga as he made a knot with it. 


From one of his pouches Izuku took out a small water canteen and handed it over to Toga./’m not 
really THIS kind of thirsty, Izuku...but I’m not saying no to an indirect kiss! She drank greedily, 
finding out that indeed she was quite parched. But most of all, she was very puzzled about Izuku’s 
behavior. They were enemies, and yet he was treating her as someone worth saving. He was being 
good to her. 


Between sips of water, Toga asked “Why are you so GOOD? Is it your Quirk or is it from your 


family or do they teach that in UA?” I’m done with you treating me like a friend, when I just tried 
to kill you? Give me answers, Izuku Midoriya. 


He took a moment to think, mumbling a bit before he finally said “I just want to be the best hero I 
can, for all the people that have been there for me. I kind of feel the...uh...the need to help? I want 
to save people, I wanted even when I didn’t have a Quirk.” He caught himself as he said the last, 
turning pale, afraid of what he had just revealed. 


“You didn’t have a Quirk and you still want to help others? Didn’t they bully you? Wasn’t 
Bakugou abusing you?” Toga prodded. She needed to know, to find out more about him, to get to 
know him. She wanted to see how he thought, what made him tick. J want to be like you, so much. 


“How did you know that?” He looked more curious than creeped out, which Toga counted as an 
absolute win. 


“After I met you, I wanted to learn everything about you, be like you, so I researched, I am good at 
it. Is that creepy? I guess I never really thought about it being creepy? Anyway, I wanted to kill 
Bakugou very much! He was such a douche!” A douche was about the tamest way she could 
describe Bakugou and, honestly, it was kinder than he deserved. At the very least, he deserved to 
lose a hand for hurting her Izuku all those years. 


“We uh...are talking about it. We are not friends yet, but maybe someday.” Izuku was definitely 
trying to downplay any conflicts. [fhe hurt you, I will kill him. 


No, the one who should die is you, Izuku. Your blood, your delicious blood...I could BE you. “You 
are too good for this world, I want to kill you.” 


“Why...why do you want to kill me?” Nobody had ever asked Toga why she wanted to kill them. It 
gave her pause, so much so that even the voice in her head stopped for a second. 


“T...huh. I just feel I want to? Do you ever get weird thoughts out of nowhere? Just telling you 
things? With your own voice and all?” Toga tried explaining, feeling like she didn’t have the words 
necessary to express herself. 


“T think of that even when I don’t want to. I just look at a picture of you being super cute and hot 
and part of me thinks that, but then I start thinking I want to stab you and drink your blood. I mean, 
it tastes really delicious, but I don’t know what makes me think that?” Jt is what you WANT to do, 
Toga. Turn that attraction into action, right? BE him! 


“Toga, this is very strange, I had never heard of something like that, random thoughts don’t usually 
command people to kill others, and are not that insistent.” He trailed off in a series of extremely 
cute mumbles, his fingers twitching as if he was taking notes. Adorable! But he’s probably 
right...this isn’t normal. 


“But people do get weird thoughts?” Toga asked, not even really sure why. 


“Uhhh...sure, everyone has them!” Izuku looked into her eyes for just one second longer than 
Toga expected, and then averted his gaze. Even with the chemlight’s reddish hue, Toga could see 
he was blushing furiously. 


“T guess I should think about...hehehe, think about the thoughts.” Izuku had given her a lot to think 
about, especially how alien her thoughts sometimes sounded, like they were hers but not entirely. 


“Are you hungry? [ll go find some food?” Izuku said suddenly, moving about with some 
embarrassment, shyly. You didn’t expect to get up close and personal with me, now, did you? Same 


goes for me...this is so intense. I think I need a change of clothes, just from all the dirty thoughts 
I’m having about you, Izuku... 


“Sure, I would love to eat!” You, and maybe your blood, but mostly you! And a pomegranate would 
also be nice. Maybe some sushi. 


Izuku got up from kneeling besides Toga and quickly looked around the basement, returning with a 
few cans and bags of food. MRE’s, huh? I wonder if they have Tselinoyarsk style beef stew? 
No...none have writing in Cyrillic, just Japanese and English. How the hell do I even know that 
beef stew, anyway? Only the name sounds familiar. 


“Here, we can set up this little stove and heat the food, which do you want?” Toga picked up a 
canned stew, following the strange craving for crappy Russian foods she half remembered, and 
they lit the camp stove, quickly heating both their meals. 


“T think maybe it’s the blood loss speaking, but I kind of like not fighting with you...is that weird?” 
Toga mentioned between bites and sips, the warm stew filling her belly. Izuku had made no move 
to arrest her, in fact, he had only gotten more comfortable himself, removing the sleeve braces he 
wore on his arms, likely as armour. J should ask him all about his suit some time. 


“T prefer not fighting you, too.” Izuku was just so welcoming.../f I had approached him like this 
before, what would have happened? Is it cause I’m a patient? A victim of a natural disaster? No, 
more like a victim of my own stupidity, not evacuating on time. I could have melted perfectly into 
the crowd and disappeared for good. But...this is a much better outcome! 


He considered a question for a second, then said “Why are you even a villain anyway? I mean, 
Shigaraki had his plan of killing All Might, Overhaul wanted to end Quirks...why did you chose 
that?” 


She had only ever really told the League, but there was no harm in telling Izuku her story. /f he is 
as understanding about it as he has been today with me...I know he won’t judge me. He was also 
an outcast, he probably understands. 


With a deep breath, Toga started. “My Quirk is evil, everyone says so, and it ended up becoming 
impossible to live with it. I started listening to myself, I wanted to kill them! I wanted their blood! I 
wanted their identities, their dreams! I wanted to live as someone else, even if it was for only a 
short time...but it was never enough. I could never get enough blood to live as anyone else, or they 
discovered me, or the cops found me.” 


She felt a strange sense of calm, talking about her beginnings. Maybe it was that she had returned 
to that lonely life these last days, and felt more accepting of it. 


“IT was almost ready to give up, and then I heard about Stain. He wanted to change society! I 
wanted to be just like that, I wanted to have a society that let me live as myself, I wanted to be like 
Stain so much I started to want to kill him. It would have been so easy, I thought. He was working 
with the League of Villains, so I could join, I could drug him, keep him in a basement, take his 
blood every day, I could be Stain forever!” 


She still admired Stain a lot, and wished that the fight at Tartarus had gone differently. J could have 
met him! Izuku fought him, helped defeat him, finding out that was so much fun... 


“But I joined too late. Then, those killers and psychos started just...showing their human sides, I 
guess? And I felt I had a family for the first time. I don’t remember my family at all, maybe I’m an 
orphan or they just never cared, I tried to look for them one time and I found nothing. Maybe they 


died? So, the villains became my family. I never thought I could be loyal to anyone but myself, and 
they earned it so much. I would have died for any of them, I guess that’s why I stayed, even if I 
didn’t really think we would make a society that would ever accept me.” 


It was like talking of a real family, of a real bond...but it was gone now. “I guess I am alone again, 
and this time I have no idea what I can do. I...I really wanted you to kill me back there, in the 
moment. And anyone else would probably have killed me, or at least let me die in the rubble.” She 
felt her tone become grim, aggressive, angry. 


“A wanted criminal, a deadly villain, found dead after a building falls on her...if you had seen that 
in the news, would you have been happy? Relieved? I know you said you would never kill anyone, 
but an accident killing me would have taken a weight off your back, no? Not having a crazy girl 
obsessed with you who has told you to your face that she wants to kill you. I...1 wish I hadn’t seen 
you here. I wish I had never met you! It was always so easy but with you it is all so confusing!” 
Toga broke down in tears, sobbing into her torn, ragged sleeve. 


Crying, Toga didn’t see Izuku’s hesitation, his conflict. The need to save against the knowledge 
that she was right, in a way. And Toga didn’t see either his determined face as Izuku broke through 
any doubts and approached. 


All she noticed was his hand on her shoulder. She recoiled at the touch on instinct, scared, not 
knowing how to respond. But Izuku didn’t stop there. He hugged her, so suddenly, so 
unexpectedly, so warmly... 


Toga gave herself into that hug. It had been so long since she had been hugged earnestly...maybe 
big sis Magne? Maybe her mother, in those fragmented memories, in those dreams that felt real, in 
those moments where her mind wandered and she could almost recall? 


Izuku was hugging her with no compromise, giving himself to her. He was vulnerable in the 
moment, and Toga knew that. Kill him. Take his blood. We still have a knife hidden, that little 
karambit...NO. Shut up, shut up, SHUT UP! He is good, he is just HUGGING ME! Let me...let me 
have it! 


Her mind didn’t quiet down, asking for more and more, so much...too much. She broke down in 
tears in Izuku’s arms, overwhelmed. She sobbed and sobbed and Izuku only held her tighter, as if 
he could keep her mind together and push away dark thoughts through his embrace alone. And 
somehow, it worked, and Toga’s brain settled, leaving her an exhausted mess in Izuku’s arms. 


It took all her willpower to move back, but by then her leg was cramping up, and she needed to be 
separate, her body demanded it. She looked at her hands, turning them around, pausing to look at 
her wrists. A few more days, just a little more desperation...I know how to take lives, mine would 
have just been the last. I wanted to live, my guts wanted me to survive, but I was just as ready to 
die. It’s not like I believe in hell to have that scare me from taking my own life. But no, I guess 'm 
Just aimless now. 


“IT don’t know what I’m going to do, Izuku. The only thing I have left is what I feel for you. I 
wanted you, I wanted you beside me, I wanted to be a normal girl, I wanted you to like me, I 
wanted you to like me as much as I like you. I wanted to kiss you, and hug you, and hold your 
hand, and see movies, and cuddle.” Normalcy, that was what she craved the most. To be a regular 
girl, not someone who could AND would murder the one she loved. 


“But ’'m a monster, you would never want to do that with me. I would have gone so far to do that, 
I would have taken anyone’s face. Your friend Ochako, the frog girl, a total stranger. And my head 
just kept screaming on and on and on and on to hurt you, to kill you, saying that if I really liked 


you I should steal your face! Is that really me?” Toga sighed. 


“IT don’t even know what to say, Toga, this is the first time I’ve heard your side of things, and I 
can’t help it, I want to help you. I think talking about this is a good first step. Do you even want to 
be a villain anymore?” 


She hesitated for a moment, looking away. Do I? Is this really who I wanted to be? 


“No, I don’t want anything anymore. I just want you, but why would you even want to be my 
friend, let alone my boyfriend?” 


“Maybe if I knew you better, we could be friends?” Toga felt her whole world shaking and 
shattering in pure joy. Is this real? I'll take this chance! 


“T’ve become friends with very different people, and as a hero student I believe everyone has a bit 
of good inside. If you want to become good, I can help you. If you turn yourself over to the police, 
they can help you with the voice that tells you to kill, I can help with the police, so they treat you 
well, Tsukauchi owes me a couple favours...” 


Toga was once again overwhelmed, this time by pure elation, so much that she event felt her eyes 
begin to water. “If I...if I turn myself in, will you visit me?” 


Izuku took her hand and answered softly, “I will, I promise.” 
It was too much to bear, the moment Toga had dreamed about was here, and she knew what to do. 


Squealing in delight, she closed the distance and she kissed Izuku on the lips. They were both very 
clumsy, and Toga’s little fangs bit Izuku’s lower lip a little. It lasted just a moment, but it was so 
much more than what Toga had imagined. 


All those times in her head she had imagined it differently; a dashing Izuku earning her kiss like a 
knight, or Toga herself stealing it and him fighting her the entire time. Or maybe she was wearing 
someone else’s face, and he kissed someone else’s lips, never knowing it was Toga. 


But no, it had been different. And infinitely better. She had stolen the kiss, yes, but he had returned 
it! And his face...that shy, embarrassed smile, that blush, that shine in his eyes... 


“T kissed a girl!” he whispered, his smile only growing. You didn’t kiss a girl, you kissed a monster 
but...I liked it! Did you like it? 


“Did I...did I steal your first kiss, Izu...[zuku, are you okay?” 


He was crying, soft sobs, tears streaming down to his chest, crashing against the mouth guard he 
always wore on his neck with soft metallic dins. “I never...it felt so...that was...” 


“Tn that case, let’s do it again.” Toga kissed him again, and, if the first kiss had been good, this one 
had just surpassed it, as the taste of Izuku’s lips exploded in Toga’s, as she wrapped her hands 
around his neck to pull him closer, as she gave herself utterly and completely, her mind at peace, 
her body bursting full of excitement...and the realization that she could probably drown a toddler in 
her panties in that moment. 


Chapter End Notes 


That is it for now, but there is still more to come. Expendable Assets Zero is almost 
done in the writing and editing parts, so stay tuned. You're invited as well to the 
IzuToga server I administer, for both the ship and any feedback on the fic series, you 
are most welcome to join us at; https://discord.gg/kKQJKUYS 


Become the Wind 


“We have to go back! Deku is there, we can’t leave him!” Uraraka said, hyperventilating and in 
clear distress. 


“T want to go get him as much as you, but he told us he was okay for the moment, and we have to 
save these people first.” Shouto answered, trying to keep his cool. He wasn’t cool, he was just as 
affected as Uraraka, his less expressive face just hid it better. 


There were around fifty people that First Response had gotten out of the buildings, and at the 
moment, lida was running ahead to search for a safe route. Cars and less sturdy buildings would 
just be a danger in their path, so the speedster’s path was of vital importance. 


Thankfully Uraraka had switched to a full-face helmet a few months into second year, after a 
punch from Ashido had accidentally made it through her open visor and broken her nose during 
one training exercise, and none of the civilians could see her being upset. 


“T’m back, all have anchors and tethers.” Momo said, approaching Shouto and Uraraka. Tsuyu was 
still with the civilians, keeping an eye on children, her big sister instincts taking over immediately. 


“Perfect.” The civilians and heroes had stopped at a sturdy concrete bus stop, that shielded them 
from most of the rain and wind, and that Shouto had closed off with a wall of ice. It was cold, but it 
was dry, and mostly safe. The moment Iida returned, they could start heading back to the air base, 
and see off the civilians with the American soldiers. 


And then they would be getting Izuku back. If it was at all possible, even if it took them all day, 
Shouto wasn’t about to leave Izuku behind, and neither was Uraraka. They could think of 
something to safely remove the rubble of several floors of a building from on top of him and the 
injured civilian, and then get away safely. 


They had to. 


The plan to have Iida scout and use the anchors was all Momo’s idea, and they had been using the 
concept all day now. It just seemed so obvious in hindsight, but Momo had clued in on the idea in 
an instant. Shouto found her leadership amazing and inspiring, and her confidence had only grown 
steadily since first year, never turning to arrogance. 


She had been born with everything, but she had a hero’s heart, and would put her life on the line for 
the people, and, in Shouto’s mind, that was the noblest thing one could do. Nothing purer than to 
give one’s life to save others. 


And now, someone just as pure, had put his life in danger to save a civilian. Shouto wouldn’t have 
expected anything less from Izuku, but he was still worried. The storm was not even fully upon 
them, and it was already shredding buildings that were not as solid. 


“Ingenium’s back, kero.” Tsuyu’s stoic, calm voice called in their radio frequency. Shouto was 
grateful that the earpieces Hatsume had made for the team were so easy to use and didn’t affect 
movement or fighting in the slightest, because the communication they gave the team was much 
superior to just yelling like in exercises at UA. 


“Alright, people, we will all be moving! Adults who can carry children, do so!” Momo called, her 
voice clear and loud, easily heard by the civilians. 


“Let’s go, Uraraka. We’ll get to Izuku as soon as we can.” 


“We can’t leave him behind, Todoroki. You know he’d go back for us.” Uraraka said, with 
certainty. 


“I know. We’ll think of something, support the weight of the building so you can remove the 
rubble, maybe.” Uraraka nodded, darkening the visor on her helmet. 


Honestly, Shouto didn’t understand Uraraka. She switched from ignoring Izuku and avoiding him 
at times, to caring for him unexpectedly. Shouto hoped this meant Uraraka did care for Izuku as a 
friend, but he had no idea. In a way, he really was certain of one person’s feelings, and that was 
himself. Everyone else could tell him directly, he wasn’t going to try and read indirect clues in 
people just to see if they cared. 


Every hero ended up carrying at least one child, Shouto easily managing with a chubby twelve- 
year-old boy, Uraraka with a small girl, Tsuyu a pair of toddlers, and lida with three children, one 
in each arm and one on his back. Momo herself led the way while carrying an old lady. 


If the way to the buildings had been hellishly difficult, the return was even more gruelling. Rainfall 
was now heavier, and the winds were fast enough to hurt. The only one with no sort of face 
protection, Shouto had to improvise and made an ice mask on his face, which was uncomfortable 
and tickled his nose somewhat, but at least it didn’t fog up, like Tsuyu’s goggles eventually did. 


“We’re almost there!” Momo yelled through a megaphone she had produced. “500 meters more! 
Two streets! We will make it!” 


And then lighting crashed, just a few meters away from Momo. The electricity was highly 
concentrated, and made the ground explode in pebbles. Shouto could see fear in Momo’s eyes, 
knowing how close she had been to the lightning strike, but she just nodded at him and started 
working. 


“Hero teams, rescue operators, be advised, lighting strikes are now reported all over the island. Get 
clear of open areas, avoid trees and streetlights.” An operator calmly talked into their radios, the 
emergency broadcast overtaking all frequencies. 


“We have to hurry.” Shouto told the civilians around him, who were justifiably terrified. They 
would be safe at the base, they just had to get there! 


Thankfully, lida’s route was clear of anything that might attract lightning and Momo had begun 
fabricating lightning rods and planting them at safe distances from the group. The strikes were 
closer than Shouto would have liked, and he could feel himself shaking in fear for minutes 
afterwards, but they eventually made it to the base. 


It had been a full hour since they had lost Izuku, and when they looked back and saw the black 
clouds above where their friend was, they knew it was a lost cause. 


But if they couldn’t return, maybe someone else could. “Inasa, that giant, energetic bastard.” 
Shouto muttered, realising that, if anyone could help right now, it was him. 


“All heroes, this is Frostburn from Team First Response, who is still out there?” 


“Battle Fist here, we are two minutes out, I’m pushing an ambulance!” Kendou from Class B was 
first to answer, and she sounded exhausted, a second away from passing out. 


“Monoma reporting in, our area is clear, and just in time! We showed you, didn’t we? Class B, 


CLASS B! Oh, and also I have decided to change my Hero Name to “Force Multiplier’, isn’t that 
just geniu-“ 


“Monoma! Focus!” 


“Sorry, Kendou...errr, all clear!” Shouto couldn’t help but smile. The A vs B rivalry in Monoma’s 
mind was a relief when compared to the exertion of a day fighting the storm. 


“This is the Okinawan Sounds team, all clear in our area.” 
“Beeflady and Cornmaster here, we are a bit stuck but can get back on our own.” 


“Sally of the Valley here, I am...” Shouto tuned out as some thirty heroes reported their status, 
more and more convinced that he would not find anyone in conditions to help. 


“Gale Force saying hi! I have a large crowd of survivors and the central police precinct here at 
Naha!” Naha? He was a lot further south than what First Response had been sent. “I have some... 
uhhh, I don’t have an accurate headcount, but I estimate I have ten thousand people here. Stardust 
is with me, say hi!” 


“Hey y’all!” Camie Utsushimi said, her voice unmistakeable in the comm. “I’m using my Glamour 
to mark our location more accurately, you can’t miss it.” 


“The bridge collapsed as we were taking the people north, we’re stuck here in Naha! We need 
heavy duty helicopters, and fast!” Inasa’s voice was manic, like a puppy finally allowed to play 
with a long-desired ball. 


“Gale Force, there are enough heavy lift helicopters for that amount of people, but they can’t fly on 
the storm.” 


“Send them, I will handle the storm.” Inasa’s voice was cocky, confident, ready . He would try and 
split the winds, make a path for the rescuers to arrive and spirit away the people he had under his 
care. 


“Fucking hell.” Shouto muttered, realising just the risk his friend was taking. Izuku was a lot safer 
in a collapsed basement than what Inasa would be taking the storm head on. “INASA! You idiot, 
what are you doing?” Shouto called, throwing all protocol aside, worried sick for yet another 
friend. 


“Becoming the wind.” 


“T suppose congratulations are in order? The storm bomb seems like it did its job” A non-descript 
dark figure addressed All for One, its shape shifting, never settling, the only constant a pair of red 
eyes. Pestilentia. 


“Tt worked just as planned” AFO lied. Pestilentia could notice the subtle changes in an individual’s 
brain and know if they lied in dreams, usually, but the years and the Quirks had worked a number 


on All for One, and his brain cortex didn’t match usual human standards. Pestilentia had a different 
degree of control within his brain. 


It was still too much. 


But it was the price of considering each other equal partners. Pestilentia had his uses, as the 
provider of the finest assassins and great quality super soldiers, and his network of mafias, 
syndicates and gangs was very entrenched worldwide, while AFO had always focused on Asia and 
a bit on North America. 


In many ways, they complemented each other. And now that a large number of AFO’s underlings 
were suddenly experiencing a case of cold feet and spontaneous lack of acknowledgement for their 
master, Pestilentia had just the tools necessary for AFO to consolidate his power again. 


“What is the next move, my friend?” Friends...yes, that was accurate. Equals who didn’t interfere 
negatively on each other’s business, who shared a love for death and the pain of others. They were 
a good team. With doctor Garaki, aka Ujiko, aka Paediatrics Director Tsubasa, aka the mastermind 
behind the Nomu project, they had indeed made their mark in the world in the last decades. 


“First I needed to address my immediate problems. The League crashed and burned in their rescue. 
Only one of them escaped, we both know who. You have her mind ready?” 


“Of course.” Pestilentia’s dream form betrayed no feeling, it was all conveyed through his voice. 
The voice of a man who played God and thoroughly enjoyed it, the voice of a man used to 
breaking minds as light entertainment. 


“It was the targets I suspected, years ago before I asked for you to send me someone for my 
League of Villains project. I was not surprised, not even disappointed. They were all fickle, 
disloyal. She will still follow her programming? After Tomura Shigaraki, I no longer have full 
confidence on our joint effort into the...world of the mind.” 


“She will. I have tampered with few brains as much as I did with 98. She can resist the 
programming as much as one could resist breathing.”” AFO considered his Quirks, how he could 
avoid hunger and thirst for long periods of time, how he was effectively immortal, how little 
humanity he had left in his physiognomy, and he had doubts. If the girl got away from her 
programming, it would leave traitors alive, but it was a chance he was willing to take. 


After all, the girl had already proved a worthy asset. As a member of the League, she had been 
effective in intelligence gathering, reconnaissance and anything related to stealth. She had 
infiltrated hero events with the heroine she impersonated being none the wiser, and overall had not 
disappointed. 


As expected of number 98. 
“She has the list in her brain already, and with your dreams, it can be as direct as we wish.” 


“IT remember the activation code well, I'll do it when I deem it wise to start her mission. But that is 
hardly the only thing I want from you, Dima. What is your best team doing?” 


The red eyes didn’t shift, they held AFO’s gaze unblinkingly. In a way, it reminded the supervillain 
of Kurogiri, that corpse they had turned into a servant. To think that even such a construct had 
ended up caring for Tomura Shigaraki and had served as something of a father figure had been... 
interesting. An unexpected development, but in the end one that mattered little. 


“T have 99, 42 and a few others in an assignment in the Mexican-American border. A 


troublemaking politician or two to deal with, routine, if we can call it that. Mostly, I am keeping 
my Cartel underlings in check while making it look as if I am helping. They have orders to gather 
in the town of Matehuala in two weeks, to hurry them up a bit..” 


“How soon could you send them to me? The monks I took over are skilled and useful, but they 
can’t sneak worth a damn. And there is an operation in Japan I wish to undertake.” 


“99 is in command, I trust her. But they have clashed two times with a hero over there, La Bruja, 
and I ordered them to take as long as they needed, but take no casualties.” 


AFO laughed, finding the situation incredibly entertaining; La Bruja had been a hero for well over 
sixty-five years, and was still around? That old hag with the precision aiming Quirk, who could hit 
a villain with her chancla from a hundred meters away...was the one stopping Pestilentia’s top hit 
squad? 


“T’m sorry, Dima, that is just...’m sorry. The irony got the better of me. Seems it is a game for old 
people these days, huh? Do you have people closer? I have something in mind that would fit my 
old Shinigami unit, but by now they are all dead. All Might and the other heroes got some, seppuku 
the others.” 


He missed having such a force, they had served him well. Until the end, that is, when they had 
given up their lives to keep AFO’s hospital safe from the heroes, who retaliated for All Might’s 
injuries. 


“Not exactly close, no, but I could have some people over within a week or two. I have a...prospect. 
Someone I have been meaning to reach out to. A freelancer, of sorts. Your doctor had dealings with 
him, I believe it was a personal experiment. A man called Nine.” The red eyes didn’t show any 
emotion beyond a bit of cautious interest. 


“T approved of the project, reluctantly. I think I gave the doctor too much freedom with it...He 
could have been a useful ally, if the doctor had not been so ambitious. Nine’s original Quirk, plus 
an attempt at a copy of mine, synthetically made and surgically implanted. The man adapted to it 
well enough, but the strain of stealing and using Quirks was too much and he was riddled with 
cancer last time I heard of him. I did not interfere in the affair, and neither did I tell Shigaraki about 
it.” 


“The man is indeed quite desperate to fix his health issues...[ had considered using him and his 
people, facilitating treatment, but since they are based on Japan, they could be of more use to you. 
There was also talk some time ago of a revival of the Quirk Liberation Army, did you hear about 
it?” 


“The doctor failed to mention that, I assume. If he was still alive, he would need a...a lesson.”” AFO 
said, questioning the man’s loyalty. 


“They were led by a man calling himself “Re-Destro”, and they were planning for a strike last 
year, but for some reason, they halted it and disbanded their soldiers...” It seemed the eyes hid a 
shrug of contempt. 


“Your doing? Did you assassinate this Re-Destro person?” The original Destro had been a rival for 
power, a true leader; if his successor was around, it would mean trouble. 


“My people gave him a visit. He is powerless when subjected to enough muscle relaxants; his 
Quirk builds up power through stress, you see? We kept him at a spa for three days, and the man 
left as weak as a child...knowing that I did not like him. He is a possible thorn on my side, he is.” 


Pestilentia seemed to wait for AFO to ask something, so the supervillain humored his friend. 
“How so?” 


“His people were well organized and idealistic. I like that...when the ideals they follow are MINE. 
The Liberation Army would not budge, they would upset the status quo in ways that don’t benefit 
my plans, and I overall don’t want to deal with them in the open. So now Re-Destro and his 
commanders know they have a target on their back at all times, and that I can and will add their 
corpses to the vats where the Pestilence is brewing.” 


“As expected of you, Dima, ruthless as ever. So they are neutral?” 


The disembodied voice of his friend continued, “Their leaders have retreated from public life, and I 
have them by the neck. They won’t oppose us, even now that you are in a worse position, but I 
don’t think we can use them as cannon fodder, either. Do you want to use Nine, then?” 


AFO shrugged, the suit his dream version wore creasing slightly at the shoulders. “I would like to 
make contact, yes. I have six or seven Quirks that might fix him, as an incentive.” 


“Oh, I just remembered, I have other news, my friend!” Pestilentia sounded almost happy, pleased 
with himself. He usually was a smug snake, but around AFO, he held his tongue. 


“What kind of news?” 


“Remember those Nomus your doctor sent my way? I have had some of my people turning those 
rejects into assets. Expendable, of course, not like Pll use the Nomus as officers. I will be housing 
them in my Denmark base and free some of my men to have more reach. Even found a man who 
can control them more directly. I feel he has potential, and will see if I can use him for anything.” 


“T’m ever so glad to hear that.” Ujiko had sent a batch of Nomus that didn’t quite meetup to 
standards, and a big one, because AFO would not just dump his trash in a friend’s door without 
some sort of compensation. If Pestilentia could find use for them, all the better. 


“Anyway, about the people I have close, what is the plan?” 


“Kill All Might and the civilian families of the heroes they send after me. I know they will send a 
boy, Izuku Midoriya, against me. He is the successor of my brother, and he bears One for All.” 


“A boy? Just that? Why would All Might choose him?” Pestilentia questioned, with clear doubts. 


“T don’t presume to know what goes inside All Might’s small brain, but Midoriya fought me with 
no regard for his own life when we clashed at Tartarus. I will kill his mother and All Might, maybe 
his father, see if he has any friends outside UA.” 


“Who else will they send after you?” 


“T suspect Katsuki Bakugou. Another student, Tomura kidnapped him to try and recruit him. He 
has more motive than most, and his personality will take this as a challenge. I will enjoy breaking 
him.” 


“Perhaps I could break his mind? If his Quirk is useful enough, I could turn him into one of mine.” 
Pestilentia did enjoy turning people into objects of death. 


“T’ll see to that, if enough of him survives.” 


Petsilentias eyes seemed to smile at that “Splendid. I have not had a recruit this old in a while, it 
will be delightful to explore his psyche and make him my servant. My people will get in touch with 
you, I’m sure you will enjoy their uses.” 


“T know I will. I will use my contacts to get the people I want dead in a single place, and then it 
will be up to them. For that, I will face my enemies directly, and just as I fight, your people will 
strike.” 


“INASA! You idiot, what are you doing?” 
“Becoming the wind” 


The special report on the Okinawa typhoon, which had only been named a few hours before as 
Typhoon Shouko, had the students of class 2A glued to their seats in the living room of their dorm 
at Heights Alliance. 


“That’s such a cheesy line, fuck.” Bakugou muttered angrily, somewhere in the back of the room. 
The rest, however, were focused instead of the aerial footage of the storm splitting in a line about 
200 meters wide, all through Inasa Yoarashi manipulating the storm winds, using them in tandem 
with his own wind, and breaking the storm at a single point, just in front of a big stadium in Naha. 


“The evacuation of the people gathered in the stadium took forty minutes, as reported by 
eyewitnesses and official Hero Net statements. As you can see, the hero Gale Force met the storm 
head on, and allowed the rescue vehicles to ferry the victims quickly. In social media, 
#Stormbreaker and #GaleForce are trending. The hero himself hasn’t yet graduated and is the man 
of the hour, along with his teammate, Stardust.” 


The news anchor continued in voiceover, as they showed the bright coloured smoke and quickly 
changing signals emitted by Stardust’s Quirk, which included a gigantic sign in neon colours 
showing wind speed and direction outside Inasa’s safe zone, and one that said “Over here, fam!” 
Mina was amazed at the inventiveness, and in awe at the whole situation. 


They had shown a bit of footage of their classmates, in particular one of Yaomomo carrying an old 
lady that was extremely cool, and a lot with class B, but in the end it had mostly been the Shiketsu 
students shining. Mina was sure that such a move would put Inasa in the top ten by the time he 
graduated. 


Kaminari had somehow convinced Shinsou to join the watch party at the dorms, but Mina wasn’t 
in the mood to tease him or anything, not when she had friends in distress. 


Because Kirishima’s mood had been down in the dumps ever since they had all returned from 
Bakugou’s house. It had been Kirishima’s idea to have a break, but it still had affected him a lot. 
He was quiet, ate little, and would spend his time alone in his room rather than be with friends or 
train, and Mina was very worried. 


She wasn’t sure exactly why Kirishima had chose to act like that, and he had not been forthcoming. 
Mina wondered why her friends closed them off rather than trust her. Was it something about her? 
That she wasn’t serious most of the time, and they didn’t feel she was trustworthy? 


If that was the reason, it would be a very painful one indeed. 


If Ochako and Kirishima didn’t trust her when she tried to help them, how could she? How could 
she show she cared? It was difficult, but maybe it was just the choice her friends made. To bottle it 
up and not tell anyone. 


Having crushes was such a fun feeling, but for it to hurt them this much? Mina didn’t want them to 
go at it alone. 


So, the more Kirishima minimized his clear trouble, the moodier Mina felt. She was not helping! It 
was all she could do to stare angrily at Bakugou. She didn’t even know what the fight was about! 


Was it because of Bakugou’s attitude? HE had mellowed a bit with pretty much everyone except 
Midori, so it could be about that. Maybe Kirishima was angry at the past and ongoing conflict 
between Bakugou and Midoriya? That could be it. Midoriya had never outright stated it, but on 
pool days Mina had seen some scars on him that resembled those made by explosions. Old scars. 


It was one of the reasons Mina had wanted to be friends with Bakugou. She would dance and play 
and laugh with middle school bullies, and in the end everyone had a good time, but whatever had 
happened between Midoriya and Bakugou was probably more serious. 


Mina had never considered it much and it ashamed her a bit now. Poor Midori, he was such a 
decent, caring guy, even if he was about the shyest guy Mina knew...well, discounting Amajiki- 
senpai. Bullies never had good reasons to harm people, but what would even them use to justify 
hurting Midoriya? 


She had no idea. But perhaps Kirishima had noticed that, too. And he didn’t like bullies either, that 
was something he had in common with Mina. But she had no idea how he would deal with them. 
Maybe...that was exactly what was going on. 


She sighed and cuddled closer to Tooru. With Momo, Ochako and Tsuyu gone, Tooru was the 
snuggliest, since Jirou was kind of skinny... 


If she could, she would help Kirishima, but this seemed more and more like his own battle to fight. 


Under the rubble 


Chapter Notes 


Is this my favorite fictional couple? Is this extremely enjoyable? Damn right it is. 


Izuku was still shaking. Two kisses with Toga had his mind spinning, his heart beating faster, and 
all sense of control over his own life was gone. Do I like her? I know I liked the kisses, they were 
wonderful but...is it okay to want more ? 


He was terrified, excited, elated and more nervous than he had felt in any fight. It had been so 
unexpected, though in hindsight, maybe hugging Toga so warmly had played a part. He didn’t 
regret it, he didn’t regret talking to her, but the kiss? Or the second one? 


“Toga, why did you do that? Why?” he asked, staring right into her eyes. There was no regret in 
that gold, nothing but elation. But as she saw how agitated he was, there was doubt. Her eyes 
widened, her smile dropped, her blush was gone. 


“T.... don’t know. I wanted that for too long to keep waiting.” she said, her voice firm. 


“T had...I had just agreed to be your friend, Toga! That’s...that’s too fast, whatever I could feel or 
not feel.” Izuku said, turning around, feeling worse by the second. 


“Too fast? How...how am I supposed to know the pace that is right? To know what to do? My only 
experience...’ve never had a relationship before! | DON’T KNOW WHAT I’M DOING!” she 
yelled, before slapping a wooden crate with the palm of her hand. “Please...I’m...yes, it was too 
son, right? I’m just...so tired. I’m still scared. Fucking nightmares...I feel like every time I blink 
you'll be gone when I next open my eyes, that this is all just some fantasy...” Izuku turned around 
to see her face, pleading, desperate, too affected to even care anymore. 


It was too much. He needed to think, to ponder, to know exactly how to react. “Toga...[ still...I still 
think that was too quick. I don’t want to hurt you, or make you afraid, or anything, but... need 
some time. Please, just...?'m sorry.” 


Toga nodded, the very image of utter defeat. But then he saw her face turn, her eyes full of a fierce 
determination, and Toga spoke again, “Take...as long as you need. We’re not going anywhere. I’ll 
just...sit here. P'll be okay. It’s...you still didn’t call me a monster, right now. Even when I kissed 
you. If you give me the chance to be friends, even after I did that, well, I’m really sorry.” 


“Thank you. I’m just going to...look around? See if I find something?” Think. Decide. Act. That’s 
what I really need to do. Izuku started pacing around, trying to get his mind in order, and maybe 
find useful things to survive down there. 


“Oh god, what am I doing?” he muttered, as he looked around the basement for maybe the third 
time now, looking for anything to take his mind of just having had what would otherwise have 
been the sweetest moment in his life so far, with a girl that scared and attracted him in equal 
manner. 


The basement was cold, damp. The walls seemed to close around him, to push him, to push him 


against Toga yet again. And he wasn't sure if he wanted to be pushed against her just yet. They 
were alone, just the two of them, and the world around them just wind and water. 


Thankfully, he found a very interesting label; “Canned Soup”. The incredible nutrition contents, 
the amount of salt it contained, the fact that the label was in Korean instead of Japanese.. .it 
distracted Izuku for all of twelve seconds. 


How the hell do I deal with this? I never thought I would kiss Toga or do anything like this, well, 
except in that “dream” after we arrested Overhaul... He had blamed his hormones back then, and 
that Toga was objectively an incredibly cute girl...who had been naked when attacking him. 


Oh god, I just thought about seeing her naked again, why, why? Please, I just want to help her, like 
a good person would, I don’t just want to kiss her and date her and get married and all... He 
shook his head, but he was feeling too confused, too anxious, too hyped up. 


And his face had to be completely red, considering how warm his cheeks were. His whole body 
felt hot, like he was having a fever, like he had Full Cowl running through his veins. It was so 
weird. He needed a quiet moment to think, he needed water, he needed to have a cold shower and 
stop thinking. 


Sadly, it was all he could do to find some water and pour it on top of his head, dampening his green 
curls. It didn’t clean his mind at all. Toga’s probably waiting for me back there. How do I even talk 
to her now? It was amazing, but it was forbidden! How do I deal with this, how do I deal with her? 
Are we a couple now? I don’t know how it works, my only crushes ended so bad... 


Was it a crush? It was not rational. True, she had factually said she was in love with Izuku, but she 
also wanted to kill him. He suspected a Quirk may have made strong feelings call a violent 
response, maybe something similar to what had given Shigaraki fake memories, but it didn’t 
change the fact that Toga did want to kill him! 


But then he remembered her smile. He remembered the taste of her lips. 


He was in a very bad situation, there were no two ways to put it. He had an injured patient to take 
care of, but he was feeling as lost as he had ever been. What could he even do, how did he get out 
of this? 


Outside, the storm was raging. Even through the thick walls he could hear the gales battling the 
rain, the occassional tree splintering in the distance. Lightning was constant. Regular internet 
connection had been lost, and he could only see some of the secure Hero Net reports on the status 
of heroes, such as distance and condition. His team was on the move, and all the way to Naha, 
Inasa Yoarashi and Camie Utsushimi were marked as healthy and active. 


Camie...when Toga imitated her, she was under a lot of control, right? Maybe she can control how 
much she lets that bloodlust rule her? Maybe if I can get her some help... He needed to keep 
talking to her. She did need help, and right now, he was the only one she had. 


“Tzuku! You found what you were looking for?” Toga called out as Izuku approached her again, 
sitting beside her on the freezing cold floor. He hoped his butt would warm it up eventually, but it 
wasn't too comfortable. He turned towards her, handing over a plastic bottle of water. The one he 
had just been drinking from, he realized too late. Toga did notice, though, and winked at him 
before drinking. “Indirect kissing me now, huh? Izuku, are you trying to make me fall in love?” 


“T...uhhh...I didn’t intend to, I didn’t notice...” 


“T’m just teasing you. Thanks for the water, I think I had not been drinking enough before all this. 
The store ran out of water when I tried to buy supplies to weather the storm, you know?” she said, 
between greedy sips from the bottle. 


“There was no food that I could see upstairs?” Izuku said, starting to feel concerned. Did you eat at 
all before that stew a while ago? 


“The card I was using got cancelled, and I didn’t have a chance to buy anything last night when 
news of the storm were told. So, the stew was my breakfast and that kiss was dinner, and now I can 
probably go to sleep!” Losing blood and not eating? Toga, this is dangerous! 


“Are you serious? I'll find you more to eat!” Those kisses weren’t actual food, Toga, please... 
“Not yet, please. Stay with me for a bit, Izuku?” she asked, her sharp eyes pleading. 

“Of course.” Izuku did feel a bit more confident when helping others, this had to count, right? 
“About the kisses...well, I don’t seem like I have much control over my impulses, do I?” 
“N-no...” 


“Yeah. I’m not used to saying it but...sorry.” Toga’s eyes were sad, as if she was beating herself up 
inside. 


“Tt...1s not your fault. And...they don’t change things. I still want to help you.” /t is selfish to think 
of myself first when she needs help. It doesn’t matter if I get confused, if I end up with another 
crush that goes badly. Love isn’t what matters, it is that Toga gets treated and is safe. 


“Maybe you can help me more if we know each other? Truly get to know me, get to know you? I 
want you to like me, I still do, but I can’t do that if all you know is that I’m good at knife fighting, 
is it?” 


Before Izuku could answer, Toga started rummaging inside her floppy cardigan, eventually fishing 
out a small, vicious looking knife. “First of all, you trusted me, even when I was carrying this. It is 
a folding karambit, isn’t it just the cutest? It can cut tendons and muscle tissue very well! I call it 
“Little tooth’, isn’t that adorable?” She handed it over to Izuku, “Take it. You can search me, if 
you prefer?” 


“T will trust you.” Izuku said, knowing that a search would be extremely...intimate. 


“Can I ask you stuff first?” Toga asked, scooting over closer to Izuku on the floor. Izuku thought 
for a second to offer his jacket for her to sit on, but hesitated as she didn't seem as bothered by the 
cold. Have you spent much time in cold places? Hokkaido, maybe ? 


“Sure! Go ahead!” 


“How many pairs of those shoes do you have?” Toga asked, pointing out Izuku’s special edition 
Nike Air Force sneakers. 


“T always liked red shoes, you know? They felt like a hero’s boots, in a way. It is so silly, it isn’t 
like All Might had red boots or anything...” Izuku stated, avoiding giving a definite number. 


“How. Many?” Toga asked, her smile dangerous and very, very smug. 


“T have ten pairs.” Izuku sighed, scratching his head embarrassedly. “I bought them two years ago, 


the day All Might accepted to train me. I had my first pair on the day of the Sludge Villain, these 
Air Force sneakers that mom bought for me when I started second year in middle school. They got 
incredibly stinky, like all my clothes that day, but they were the only thing I had really chosen that 
day, so they felt lucky.” 


“Tell me more!” Toga asked, stretching a bit and getting more comfortable. 


“Basically, I got kidnapped by a villain with a sludge body Quirk. It was pretty bad, but All Might 
saved me, and, before I knew it I had uhh...tagged along. You know his true form, the one 
everyone saw after he defeated All for One?” 


“Of course! He is skinny and all funny!” 


“Well, I saw that, before anyone. It was a secret, how badly All for One had hurt him in their 
previous fight. I asked him then if I could become a hero, even without a Quirk.” Izuku felt his face 
fall with the emotion of remembering the original response. 


“Did he say yes?” Toga prompted, when Izuku didn’t continue. 


“No, he didn’t. And he was probably right, you know? At least not the kind of hero I want to be. 
Maybe a Quirkless man can still fight villains, like the vigilante Knuckleduster, or my teacher 
Aizawa when he fights against people with Quirks he can’t cancel, but...it is true that it is a huge 
disadvantage.” Izuku closed his hand, hard, feeling the exasperation at the old feeling of 
powerlessness returning even for a moment. 


“What kind of hero do you want to be? Do you need all your strength for it?” Toga asked. It looked 
like she wanted to add more, but she instead waited for Izuku to go on. 


“One for All is more than just super strength, it is a duty, to make sure I leave the world a better 
place. All Might changed Japan, he made it peaceful but...I admire him, I look up to him as a hero, 
I...1 even think of him as my dad but...The Japan he created is not the one I want to leave behind, 
when I’m gone.” 


Izuku was not proud to admit how many nights he had spent, restless, thinking of all that was 
wrong, all that he wanted to change, and how little he could actually do. But now he was moving 
up in the hero world; he had a license, he had a team, he had even some authority in the All for One 
mission, because Tsukauchi owed him big time, but authority nonetheless. 


Someday he would have the influence to change things. Make it a bit better for the Quirkless, try 
and change the stigma on “evil” Quirks. Shinsou had deserved so much better, only to be taken 
advantage of for his Quirk. Toga had been an outcast, because of the stigma of her Quirk. Now, 
Izuku just felt she was a person who could really, truly be good, with a bit of help and empathy. 


“Gone? Are you planning on dying anytime soon? Can I have your blood, if you do?” Toga said, 
with a grin and a wink, maybe trying to stir away from the gloomy subject. In the dim illumination 
of the chemlight, her teeth gleamed like pearls, the eye she kept open like spun gold. 


“T never really thought much about dying before joining the hero course, but now? It is dangerous 
and I always run straight ahead into the fight, I have been pretty close. And uhh...a couple of those 
almost-deaths have been well... you.” 


She grinned like a wolf spotting a nice, fat rabbit. “Flattering me now, are you? Be honest, was I 
really that close to ending your gorgeous life?” 


“Y-yes!” Doubly so if you include almost getting a heart attack every time you attacked me naked! 


“That is...weirdly sexy. Makes me feel capable, you know? I know I’m not bad in a fight, but to 
get so close to murdering my love when his Quirk is so damn strong? It feels...equal?” 


Izuku didn’t quite get what she meant, so he just nodded, and it seemed to make Toga very pleased 
with herself. For a moment, all the sounds were heavy raindrops against layers and layers of 
wooden debris, and the wind making it all creak. Then she said, “Hold up, you were telling me 
about your cute shoes when we got sidetracked!” 


“Ah yes!” Izuku said, grinning, “So All Might told me I couldn’t be a hero, and it almost broke me, 
but then the Sludge Villain appeared again and attacked Kacchan. It was my fault, because I made 
the bottle All Might had put the villain in fall, and the heroes...you know Mt. Lady and Kamui 
Woods, right?” 


Toga’s eyes darkened and she nodded, “All too well...but go on.” 


“They were not doing enough to save Kacchan. I had to do something, anything...so I rushed the 
villain. I threw my schoolbag at his eyes, and it seemed to work for a second...but it was not 
enough, not even close. But it inspired All Might, and he hurt himself to save us both. And then... 
and then he told me that I could...that I could be a hero!” 


“There it is! That smile! I never thought I'd see it this close, guess I lucked out!” Toga shrugged, 
grinning back herself. 


“When we started training, he saw I had the smelly ones...I was so embarrassed, but they were the 
best shoes I had, so those were the ones I took. And then All Might brought me to a shop that had 
them on sale and we bought them!” It was such a fond memory that it brought a warm feeling to 
Izuku’s chest. 


“So, he was acting like a dad from day one, huh? How does that feel? I don’t...I don’t remember 
my dad, much. I don’t think he cares much.” She talked about her father nonchalantly, as if it was 
something she had accepted long ago. It was getting uncomfortable on the cement slab that passed 
for the floor, Izuku's legs going numb, and, if he was going to ramble, he'd rather do it standing, so 
he got up and faced Toga. 


“My father, Hisashi...I think I have seen him three times in the last six or seven years. He didn’t 
even text me back when I told him I had a Quirk and had been accepted to UA, the only thing I got 
from him was “I sent your mother the cheque for this month” after I told him about all the bone 
damage I had after fighting Muscular...[’m sorry, I shouldn’t pin this family drama on you.” Izuku 
sighed again, beating himself up for letting the conversation turn negative again. 


“Tt’s alright, I wanna know all about you, if you hate your dad I also wanna know.” 


“T don’t hate him, I just...[ don’t need him, and I don’t want to see him. I don’t want to think if he 
is proud of me or not, I don’t want to think if he has a family wherever he is, and that he does care 
for them. I just...I don’t want to be like that. I want to care, I want to be there, even for strangers.” 


“Even for me.” Toga said, with a small, sad smile. 


“T won’t abandon you, Toga. You need my help right now, and I will not leave until I have done as 
much as possible for you.” 


“T...[ appreciate that. Normally people would just shun me the instant they knew about my Quirk, 
you know? They don’t care. I am a monster, yes, but only because I became what they feared, 
because I let go...” She held eye contact with Izuku, unknown emotions behind her eyes. Just what 


did they do to you, Toga? How did you get here? More and more I feel that people made you this 
way. 


“But how about you tell me about your favourite food? Soda flavour?” Toga asked, changing the 
subject again. 


“My mom’s katsudon and well...[ don’t really drink soda that much...maybe lemon?” Izuku 
answered, truthfully. 


“Probably root beer for me, and I absolutely adore pomegranates!” Toga said, with a grin that 
showed her sharp teeth. 


“Ah! That is why your shampoo had that scent!” 


“You noticed? I’m so glad! Yeah, I risked a last shower before the storm. Had to face it clean! And 
who cares if the landlords noticed and tried to kick me out, when you took them all out of the 
building? It all worked out in the end; no eviction and I was clean and cute to meet you.” She was 
still grinning, and, to his amazement, the smile was growing on Izuku. 


It was different than the one she had while fighting...he just had to ask, “Toga...I’m sorry if it is a 
weird thing to ask but...why do you smile when you fight?” Izuku knew why All Might and Nana 
Shimura smiled, but Toga? He was very curious to know. He sat back down next to her, closing his 
legs in the position Hitoshi had shown him, to meditate. Hopefully it would be more comfortable. 


“It unnerves people! And, well, I like fighting. I like the feeling of an enemy looking at me with 
fear in his eyes, I like knowing that I hurt them. I feel alive! Do you feel something like that when 
you fight? I can’t imagine how it must feel to have so much power flowing around...” She scooted 
even closer to Izuku, whispering the last part. OFA is a secret, after all. A secret I don’t keep too 
hidden, but a secret in the end. 


“Wait...so you couldn’t use One for All when you took my appearance?” Lightining roared closer, 
and the storm was just getting worse around them. By then, natural light had stopped filtering, and 
they were truly in the dark. Izuku spread more chemlights, Toga took a moment to click on her 
phone's flashlight on. She looked ghostly as she spoke. 


“Nope! My Quirk doesn’t just let me use other people’s Quirks like that. Maybe I could use some 
mutation Quirks, but I would need extensive training and a lot of blood, and even then, I’m not 
sure. I don’t really know how I know some stuff about my Quirk, but I’m pretty sure that I can’t 
copy powers. I have to rely on stealth, speed and all around being smarter.” Toga was now nearly 
beside Izuku, happy to talk about herself. 


Ignoring the fact that he could smell her sweet shampoo and that she was extremely close now, 
Izuku instead reached out for one of his notebooks, one titled “Field Analysis: League of Villains”. 
It was as exhaustive a set of notes as he had been able to compile on the Quirks and profiles of the 
League. He was quite proud that some of Mei’s inventions had come to be because of observations 
in the notebook! 


“Hold up, could you...could you tell me everything? I...I have been very curious since I knew that 
you had been “Camie”. And maybe you can tell me if I got stuff right?” His inquisitiveness made 
everything take a backseat, he just wanted to know everything about Toga’s Quirk! 


“Nobody had ever asked me about it...not like this! It is so exciting! Let me tell you!” Toga was 
now right beside Izuku, their shoulders touching. J just hugged her...and kissed her! Why does this 
make me so...why does this feel so weird? I like it, but I feel all embarrassed, but I like it... 


Toga took a look at the diagrams, notes and drawings Izuku had on his entry on her, reading some 
parts aloud “Name: Himiko Toga. Age: Unknown, but probably the same age as me. Height: 
maybe 157 centimetres...hey, that’s spot on! Did you measure me when I was asleep?” 


Feeling extremely creepy having listed a girl’s details like that, and from Toga’s comment, Izuku 
stammered a quick; “N-no! I just...made an estimation!” 


“Of course you did...any other measures you’re curious about?” Toga said, licking her lips and 
getting even closer, only to wince in pain because she had moved her leg. 
“No! That would be...I don’t...?'m not a pervert...please just keep reading!” 

“Alright, still I would tell you you know?” She smiled, this time a bit less confidently, as if she was 
trying to hide an unexpected bit of shyness. Then a dastardly grin, “And you have seen me naked, 


a 


SO... 


“Please?” Izuku asked, covering his face with his hands, unable to hide that his ears and neck were 
also red with bluster. 


“So, we were on the age, right? I’m pretty sure I’m 17 but I never had a birthday party, that I can 
recall. I think...yeah, I think I escaped boarding school after my birthday.” She paused, pondering, 
and frowned. Izuku noticed the slight crease on the bridge of her nose, and found it weirdly 
adorable. “Actually, I did have a birthday there. August 7th. All I got was a girl knocking all my 
food to the ground “by accident” and a poke in the eye with a broom. Not a good day.” 


There was silence. The breath of air before the plunge as thunder clapped somewhere close. 


It took Izuku by surprise. She had mentioned a bad life, but that...that was bullying. And it didn’t 
seem like all that had happened to her, and that made Izuku’s heart ache. Should I ask more to help 
her? Or is it prying too much? 


“Quirk!” Toga continued, “Goo Disguise...I prefer “Transform”, myself, for the name. Can adopt 
the outward appearance of others, connected to blood. Quantity of blood related to time she can 
transform...yeah, I need about a cup of blood per full day. I haven’t been anyone for a full day in a 
while, though and I left...most of my stuff was in the apartment when we fell, I only kept a few 
things. That knife I handed over, a few tracker chips, a couple coins...” 


“Tracker chips?” 


“T bought them from Giran! I thought they might be useful someday. Tape them on cars and stuff, 
ya know? Track fuckers to secluded locations, stab 'em, that kinda thing.” Toga said, withdrawing 
a chip from within her cardigan and showing it to Izuku. “They are easy to use and have an app I 
can see on my phone...speaking of, I haven’t checked if it survived!” 


A few keychains dangled as Toga got her phone out, proudly displaying the cutesy pink cover and 
the fact that it wasn’t cracked. “I have errr...acquired other phones, but this one is my favorite. It 
has a good camera, is quite quick for social media, and I could use Line to talk to...oh.” Toga 
sighed and showed Izuku the conversations with Dabi and Shigaraki, both with “last read” before 
the battle of Tartarus. The brightness on her phone was low, to save battery, and in the half light it 
didn't hurt Izuku's eyes. 


“It feels more real like this. They really are gone...if I told you about them, the good parts, the 
interesting stuff, would you listen?” Toga said, scrolling through her phone and the few Line 
conversations she had. “They were killers and assholes, but they...they were my family.” 


“Tell me about them, Toga. I promise I’Il listen.” Izuku said, meeting her gaze. It was still intense; 
there was a violence, a certain feral instinct, a gaze that at the same time was earnest like no other, 
and that held back a lot she was not saying. In the soft, warm light of the basement, they were 
intoxicating. 


They were golden, with flecks of saffron yellow and ochre near her slit pupils. Mei has lighter 
eyes, and Ashido darker. The pupils shift with the light, so mesmerizing... What the hell I'm 
thinking about? Focus, Izuku, be the hero Deku a bit, right? Be here for everyone. 


“So did you know that Dabi is actually Touya Todoroki?” Toga said. 


“T had a hunch when I saw videos of his fighting technique” Izuku said, caught in the enthusiasm 
for Quirks he had had all his life. “There was one move that looked just like Shouto’s, so I cross 
referenced and it is also a less used one of Endeavor, and they also have similar face shapes and 
eyes and...oh, sorry, I was rambling...” 


Toga showed him her bright white fangs, almost gently. Izuku wasn't sure if it was the smile or an 
air current, but he suddenly felt warmer. “Don’t apologize, I love it! It shows passion and that 
you’re smart, and that you think faster than you can keep it in your head...it’s a bit sexy when you 
do it.” 


Izuku paused, confused. It hit him as hard and cold as it would to hit the ground again. Most people 
found his rambling repellent. His friends didn’t mind much, but so far the only positive experience 
he had had about his muttering had been with Mei, who could keep up with the speed of his words, 
but not even her had called it “sexy”... 


“T...uhhh...it is still a bad habit. Back from when I had no one to talk to, it was just...I needed to 
hear a voice sometimes, you know? A voice that didn’t ignore me or hate me.” 


Toga looked away, her gaze far away and her voice just as distant. “I know that all too well.” Then 
she looked back, her smile having returned, “Oh, I have a good one! Did you know that Shigaraki 
plays dating sims in secret?” 


“Really?” Izuku had a lot more sympathy to Shigaraki after hearing his story, it had truly shaken 
Izuku to the core to see the similarities of Tenko Shimura and himself. But this new information... 
it was unexpected. 


“Oh yeah! He has this choices game on his phone that he plays when too stressed and when Dabi 
and I found out, and Dabi started teasing him about his “waifu” and everything? He tried to dust us, 
it was so damn funny! And Dabi roasted him with one character...what was her name...Hotaru? 
Or perhaps Rika... dunno. But it was a fun month! We had a pretty successful heist one of those 
weeks.” 


“T remember that... Hosu National Bank, right?” 


“Yep! No civilian casualties, in and out in 7 minutes, and we only lost two Nomus. And we made it 
with a ton of cash.” She was proud of it, Izuku could see, particularly on the lack of civilian 
casualties. She can control herself sometimes, then? 


“Shigaraki...I think he didn’t have anyone, before us, before the League. I at least had the chance 
to get a few crushes, talk to some people. I lost all the friends I ever made, but at least I made 
some. Tomura was alone. Alone with Kurogiri to take care of him, alone with All for One’s 
teachings, alone with the hate. I...I really don’t envy his life, at all.” Toga said, flipping through 
the pages of the notebook till she found Shigaraki’s entry. 


With a flash of her fangs, she pointed out at the drawing Izuku had (somewhat crudely) doodled, 
“Oh my, Izuku, did you really spend this little time drawing the Handy Man? And the detail you 
put in drawing me?” 


“T...uh...[ had more information on you?” Izuku said, hoping to change topics quickly before 
appearing creepy and obsessed. Ironic, I guess? 


“You were thinking more about me, that it?” Toga said, the most pleased smile on her face. 


“Your Quirk and combat style, and that you uhh...love me? I have been thinking, yeah, I...but I 
also made as good an analysis as I could of everyone.” 


“The notes on how to defeat us, they seem pretty accurate.” Toga mentioned, after flipping by 
more pages. “Dabi’s physical weakness, defeating Twice’s clones and knocking out the original, 
disabling my Quirk and then capturing me...and for Tomura, some gloves. It’s pretty clever, you 
know? Effective, and better thought than what we had, you know?” 


“You had strategies? Who for?” After Izuku spoke, Toga turned off her light, acting more serious. 


“Shigaraki really only had a few definite plans. Dabi helped with ideas for any fire users, I helped 
with the plans for you and the girls, Ujiko had more insight on the pro heroes. We didn’t really use 
any, in the end, you guys were too fast at Tartarus...and also All for One turned to be a gigantic 
asshole and he left Shigaraki to die. Guess we were expendable all along? Just assets that he could 
use for his plan, and if we were no longer useful, he could throw us away.” 


Toga looked hurt, more than angry. Disappointed. Did you really think All for One cared for any of 
you? I guess that you don’t know what Shigaraki told us that he remembered, but still...did you 
really think an immortal man had no backup plan? That Shigaraki would really inherit everything, 
even if he made mistakes? 


“You are not throwaway people, Toga. You were a family to each other, right? That is what 
counts, not that AFO used you!” He quickly caught himself before Toga could get any ideas of him 
excusing any of her actions, and said, “You were villains though, so there is also that, but...I think 
you get what I mean?” 


“Yeah.” Toga paused for an instant, the pause awkward, with Izuku unsure what to say. Eventually, 
Toga spoke again, “Oh! Wanna know what we had planned? To kil...I mean, to neutralize you 
heroes?” With a grin, she turned on her flashlight again, shining it under her face as if telling 
spooky stories in a campsite. 


“Sure!” Izuku answered, his curiosity on the subject a bit morbid. J could always use the ideas to 
counter them and protect my friends...and see if the countermeasures for their Quirks match what I 
had in mind myself. 


It was no secret that Izuku’s Quirk analysis took in consideration his classmates’ strengths and 
potential improvements, but the weaknesses...beyond what he could use to help them, there was 
always a chance that he would be able to exploit useful advantages in exercises and the Sports 
Festival. 


“Who do you wanna know about first? One of the top ten? One from your class? You?” Toga 
asked, her words as sharp as her knives. 


“All Might.” Izuku answered quickly. 


“Shigaraki used the first Nomu. Not the fastest or strongest, but the only one that could...how did 


Shiggy put it...the only one that could “tank” All Might’s punches. If he had planned it with what 
he knew now...well, the idea would be different.” 


“How so?” 


“We kidnap Gran Torino. We call All Might and he meets us somewhere discrete, Compress does 
his thing, striking out of nowhere. Shigaraki melts his face on live broadcast. I...I don’t like the 
plan that much, not now that I know he is my father in law.” Toga shrugged, and then got really 
close to Izuku’s face, “Cause I am planning on taking responsibility for taking your first kiss, you 
know?” 


“Wha-? IJ...errr...another strategy?” I’ll go insane like this, I don’t know how to handle a pretty 
girl...J mean, ANY girl saying that! Hell, anyone saying that! 


“Hmph” Toga pouted, backing off a bit. “We set a wire in lida’s path, trap Tsuyu in a freezer, use 
Dabi as bait for Todoroki while someone sneaks behind and kills him, smash Ochako’s fingers to 
dust.” The last part she said with a look of grim satisfaction that chilled Izuku to the bone. “As for 
you? Well...I have several.” 


“Huh?” Izuku muttered, reflexively charging his body with the energy of One for All. Jf J need to, 
can I fight her now? I can win. 


“T have thought about killing you about half as many times as I have thought about kissing you! 
And about as much as...you know...with you?” Toga blushed, a bit bashfully, and continued, 
“Speaking of, if you see that Dabi has a scar on his leg that looks like someone stabbed him, it is 
because he burned my hentai!” It seemed like Toga wasn’t as unphased by lewd actions as she tried 
to appear to be... 


“Oh...OH!” Izuku almost choked, realizing finally what she had meant with 'you know...with 


you’. 


“So, it wasn’t all daydreaming, Izuku. I put my mind into it, and realized that it was pretty hard to 
kill you. Didn’t mean I wouldn’t try, I still get this urge to, but still, realistically, you’re a bit 
difficult to off. You’re fast, you’re incredibly strong. You have a strategic mind. So, my idea, was 
to use your instinct for saving people!” 


Toga poked him with her finger, right at where his heart was. Even through the layers of hero suit, 
he still felt the push of Toga’s poke. He watched the delicate finger, and his gaze moved up to her 
hand, bruised and full of small scars of years of knife training. The sleeve of her tattered school 
cardigan was covered in dried blood at parts, and Izuku feared what condition her arm was 
underneath. As his eyes moved up to her face, he saw how confident she was in this plan to kill 
him that she was telling. A gust of wind seemed to surge among the rubble and right at Izuku's 
spine...or perhaps it was just fear. 


“An ambush, where we would immobilize you as much as possible. A whole building rigged to 
hinder you, to make it difficult, to hurt you in the way to save the citizen. There would be no 
citizen, we would just shoot you with one of those Quirk suppressant bullets. We know the one 
made with little Eri’s Quirk wouldn’t take away One for All, but the synthetic suppressants that are 
everywhere? Those would keep you much, much less dangerous. And then...and then I would kill 


bid 


you. 


Izuku’s breath had quickened, and he could feel adrenaline rushing through his veins. She could 
still do that, if I let her, if I... 


“But I don’t really want to kill you anymore. Just now, you have been so much more...so much 
more than I imagined, than I dreamed. If there’s anyone I’d torture and kill right now, it is All for 
One. Or maybe Bakugou. I would have used the ol' reliable viking Blood Eagle, but the rest of the 
League... we had this idea of using Dabi’s flame to detonate the sweat still inside his hands... 
would that work?” 


Izuku sighed, feeling the threat pass for the moment, “His skin is resistant to high temperatures, it 
wouldn’t be enough. It would just give him normal burns. The way to defeat him is break his arms 
and tire him, then attack his head.” 


“Your analysis?” Toga asked, an appreciative look on her eyes. 


“How I beat him last week.” Izuku answered, a confident smile on his face. Toga squealed with 
glee, and, for once, Izuku felt it was real. He had defeated Kacchan, overcome a big mental block 
with it. The future felt more certain with the victory. 


There would be battles in the days to come. He wasn’t even out of this damned, cold and humid 
basement yet, or had any idea what to do with Toga. But Izuku was sure that he would manage. 
The future was his. 


Prisoner 


“Hey hey, Tenko! What’s up?” Nejire Hadou’s increasingly familiar and welcome voice called, 
taking the fallen villain from his own thoughts, thoughts of how the police were on board with his 
plan now. Or at least, the plan he had jointly with Izuku Midoriya. 


“Tsukauchi agreed. We’re really doing this.” Shigaraki answered, meeting the hero’s curious gaze. 


“What is the plan, anyway? I asked but then you told me about this cool comic book, and I got 
distracted and I forgot.” Nejire said, poking her cheek pensively. Shigaraki indeed had changed 
subjects, not really ready to discuss the plan with her just yet. For all the new trust in the hero he 
had, Shigaraki preferred to keep some cards close to the chest. 


“IT know a few places where All for One could be in mainland Asia, and Deku wants that fucker 
gone just as much as I do. We start small, search and destroy, that kinda thing. Level up on any 
thugs he has around, use my...charisma,” he wiggled his fingers menacingly, “to get the main boss 
location, we storm the fucking castle. Recruit difficulty, to be honest. Or uhh...easy. I’m their cheat 
code.” 


He was feeling a bit more like himself, whatever that meant these days. Having no distractions 
beyond staring at the cold metal walls of his cell and sleeping, he’d had a lot of time to think, to 
reflect. Tenko, Tomura, it didn’t really matter. He could sort out that mental crap whenever he had 
avenged his family and his stolen life. And maybe, with some luck, be alive in time for the release 
of next fall’s batch of expected video game titles. 


With the good will that saving Japan would give him, he would definitely ask for all his consoles 
back. It would just be a matter of telling Tsukauchi where to find their last hideout, something 
Shigaraki had no rush to do. If not...well, maybe he could start afresh on new consoles as well. 


“You use weird words when focused, Tenko, are they video game stuff?” Nejire asked. Her 
knowledge of games seemed to be quickly expanding; the hero was a veritable sponge of 
information and trivia. The fact that she had known the Konami Code by heart when she first 
interrogated Shigaraki...well, that had stirred a lot of weird thoughts and feelings, but most of all, 
she had his utmost respect. 


“Yeah. I...played them a lot. I still would, if I had what to play them on. I liked the...well, the 
escapism of them. In them I could be good sometimes and not get punished, I could drive, I could 
be all sorts of people...my characters could touch things, they could touch people, without 
worrying. So, a pretty big fantasy.” 


Decay had not been natural to him, now he knew that even more. The dryness it caused in his skin 
was now being treated, as well as the restlessness it caused, by doctors working for the police. At 
times he wondered if he would ever have skin as healthy as someone like...well, pretty much 
anyone he knew, except Dabi. Dry skin was still better than charred skin. 

“Awww Tenko, I’m so sorry to hear that! It must have been horrible!” Nejire said, placing a hand 
on his shoulder comfortingly. Human contact was so easy to her, so natural. Shigaraki could just 
tell that she had been doing that her whole life, never minding distances, her touch accepted by 
friends and loved ones. 


He was sure that she was like that with everyone. As curious, as physical, as positive. But for 
Shigaraki, it was a first. Kurogiri had been as caring as possible, but he was aloof, and his mission 


had been to raise him as a villain, as a leader. Not as a son. All for One had spent a lot of time in 
the shadows, appearing just for quick lessons, for punishments, for the few rewards he had 
bestowed upon Shigaraki. 


And even now, with the League of Villains...he had found friends, he had found family, but he had 
still yearned for a lot more. For connection, for closeness. And now that Nejire was treating him 
like a human being? It confused him. It clouded his mind with doubts and fears that he knew were 
very real. 


In a way, he was terrified. The feelings were something that Tenko Shimura had opened up for 
him, that desire to spend time with a hero, to see her smile, to know that she was safe... Tomura 
Shigaraki would have wanted to kill her. 


Tomura’s plan had been to end heroes, and now that he remembered Tenko and what had 
happened, the plan was gone. Changing the world was much, much less important than revenge. 
And yet...there could still be change. He had gotten quite far as Tomura Shigaraki with his 
negotiation, far enough to hire dozens of foreigners and stage a deadly attack to the heart of what 
was supposed to be the best guarded facility in the Pacific. Now he knew it had probably not been 
the case. 


His words had power, when he used them well. And now he would have the ear of Izuku Midoriya, 
a rising star in the world of heroes, a young man already chafing against the system. He wondered 
sometimes, if things would have worked out well if they had kidnapped Midoriya instead of 
Bakugou. Perhaps, perhaps not. 


But Shigaraki had been stubborn. “He is angry at everyone, at everything” he had said of Bakugou, 
“His hands are death”. He had been blinded by the similarities, by how much he saw of himself in 
Bakugou. He had never considered that Bakugou’s stubborn personality was towards his goal as a 
hero, while Shigaraki’s willpower was weaker, and had needed tempering. 


Would Midoriya have been receptive of their message, under different circumstances? It was a 
‘what if? that would never be answered. What mattered was that he was pliable now, a possible 
ally. Shigaraki would never convince Izuku to destroy the world of heroes, but perhaps, he could 
encourage change. 


Change that Izuku seemed to already want. 


“T got over it. Learned to live with it. It isn’t a useful Quirk for anything other than destroying, so I 
learnt to be careful.” Shigaraki said, moving back to where they were. 


“Many are born with difficult to use Quirks, but I think no power is really evil! Some are a bit 
spooky, like little birdo Tokoyami’s Dark Shadow...have you seen it? It is amazing, really spooky, 
and I think it likes poetry! I also think that it eats apples sometimes. Oh, I also have a classmate 
who has a head that looks like a Lego brick, isn’t that totally neat?” 


As she talked, Nejire gesticulated vividly, not just with her hands but her arms, her shoulders, her 
entire body, bringing to life the bird head of Tokoyami and his symbiotic Quirk, and the Lego head 
classmate, and Shigaraki considered how at ease she made him feel. When she was in it, his cell 
seemed full of life, of colour; instead of the muted greys and whites of the walls, there was blue, 
the blue of her hair, of her costume. There was also green and yellow in her costume, and Shigaraki 
was quite sure he contributed a bright red with his flushed face alone. In a way, that same relaxed 
state stressed him, made him feel he would wake up and find it had all been a dream. 


“Yeah, that’s...a Lego? Really?” Shigaraki said, indulging Nejire. She was just as likely to trail off 


into anecdotes unprompted as she was when he started the conversation, but he still liked adding 
something to it. 


“Yes! He was an exchange student called Johnny Blok, he is from Canada and he really, really 
loves corgi dogs. He was not on the hero course, rather, in General Education, but he is a good 
person! Yuyu was in the same class and he says he is a bit of a class clown, surprisingly.” 
Shigaraki had heard quite a bit about this Yuyu person, and they seemed like a dependable friend. 
A rather large part of Shigaraki’s brain hoped that this Yuyu wasn’t Nejire’s girlfriend, but of 
course he would never, ever reveal that. 


“Oh, oh! I remembered something...wanna see a pic of my graduation dress? It was really cute and 
I haven’t shown it to you.” Some parts of Shigaraki’s brain screamed in anguish, telling him that it 
all was tricks, designed by Nejire to win over ‘hearts and minds’, that it wasn’t real friendship, that 
they could never be anything other than prisoner and interrogator. 


But Tenko Shimura wanted to believe otherwise, and have a friend that, for once, was a decent 
person, not inclined to murdering in the name of “love” or to burn abandoned buildings for fun. 
“Sure, show me then.” 


Nejire leaned in and proudly displayed her phone, the case showing a pastel unicorn who was 
shooting heart shaped beams from its eyes, while a rather fat cat rode on its back, wearing a tiara 
and a cloak. It was somehow exactly what Shigaraki had expected. 


But the picture Nejire showed next, after swiping quickly through a gallery full of wholesome 
moments with her friends, that almost killed him. 


He would be lying if he said Nejire was not cute, or attractive. A cynical part of him attributed that 
to Stockholm Syndrome, of course he would favour a captor who treated him kindly. Maybe even 
like a true friend, and that obviously had some influence but... 


In the picture, Nejire was beautiful. 


Shigaraki’s heart leapt in his chest, his breath quickened, his entire being stirred. J guess this 
means I’m straight? Fucking hell, I never expected to feel this. Nejire wore a traditional Japanese 
dress in pastel orange tones that really brought out her eyes and her hair, the brightest smile 
Shigaraki had ever seen, and the updo her hair was arranged into was just stunning. She was 
accompanied by her friends, Lemillion and Suneater, both in kimonos that complemented each 
other's, as well as a girl with short hair; that’s probably Yuyu? 


“Hey, hey! What do you think? Did I look cute?” 


“ 


*...y-yeah.” Shigaraki finally managed, without being able to look at her, anxious and bashful. 
How can I feel so insecure and afraid, just because I find someone pretty? What the fuck did you 
do to me, Tenko Shimura? 


Shigaraki was a villain, doomed to prison, for life, perhaps. He was a broken man, with the 
memories of someone who never was, with a conflict inside that he had been raised to solve with 
death, with violence. He was not a normal person, by any metric. 


But then why could he have a feeling reserved to regular people, like the beginning of a crush? 


It was unfair, and something he did not deserve. Not even if he could ever wash the blood from his 
hands, not even if somehow, for some unfathomable reason, Nejire could ever feel any sort of 
attraction towards him. He was just a curious object, a fad. She would get bored soon enough, and 


make it easier for everyone. 


Or maybe Shigaraki would die fighting. All for One was a powerful man, and there was a big 
chance he would kill them all. Shigaraki had to be ready to die...but more and more he felt less 
prepared. He clung to life, almost desperately, finding strange enjoyment in things for the first time 
ever. 


“Tenko? You got quiet, more than usual? All okay? Hey, what are you thinking about?’ Nejire 
asked, the very image of inquisitiveness. 


“Yeah...just...ever got a song stuck into your head suddenly?” Shigaraki offered, thinking to change 
subject to anything that didn’t need pondering more about Nejire’s beauty. 


“Yes! All the time!” Nejire replied, beaming. “I once sang the theme song of the All Might cereal 
ads on tv so much that my kindergarten teacher had a breakdown!” 


Shigaraki shuddered, imagining the poor teacher who had to deal with Nejire. If she was this hyper 
as a young adult, as a little kid? It sounded absolutely terrifying. Her parents had to be saints to 
have the kind of patience to raise her to be a person, and a hero, that even someone with muddled 
morals and broken mind like Shigaraki admired and respected. Even with the consideration that it 
was definitely Stockholm syndrome and of course not a crush, Nejire was objectively one of the 
better heroes out there. 


Nejire, maybe Izuku Midoriya, a few others. That Lemillion guy had beat the shit out of Overhaul, 
Quirkless, for some five minutes, to hear Toga and Twice tell it, and Shigaraki respected the hell 
out of that. That other Big 3 guy had held his own against All for One, of all people, and had 
caused as much damage as Deku, from what little Shigaraki had seen as Nejire was saving his ass. 


As people, they seemed decent. They had visited alongside Nejire once or twice, and they 
appeared to be a couple. Lemillion was Mirio Togata, a cunning fighter who hid his tactics under 
the guise of being a dumb, friendly meathead; Suneater was Tamaki Amajiki, a guy who 
permanently looked as embarrassed as Nejire made Shigaraki feel. Perhaps someday he would be a 
fun opponent in a fighting game, Shigaraki thought. 


As for other heroes? Shigaraki had a somewhat petty, but still burning, grudge against Snipe. That 
fucker had shot both of his hands, and the healing had been painful and long. The scars looked 
almost like religious stigmata, which he didn’t particularly mind. There had been more heroes at 
the fights; Eraserhead, Kamui Woods, Edgeshot, Gran Torino. Shigaraki thought they were 
assholes, but had no real beef with them at the moment. 


On the other hand, Endeavor he did despise. While Dabi may have been a whiny bitch, with more 
sass than combat ability, and whose only initial use had been a fat debit card, he had become the 
closest thing Shigaraki had ever had, to a best friend. 


Maybe if Dabi had not been as immature and idiotic, Shigaraki could have even considered him a 
big brother. Looking back, only Kurogiri really was a mature person. No wonder we failed. 


And Dabi was Touya Todoroki, the son that Endeavor pushed half to death, training a Quirk till it 
consumed half his body. And Endeavor had done that again with his youngest son, Shouto...that 
had to be the origin of the distinctive sar, right? And the things Dabi said about his mother... 


Endeavor was the type of hero that the killer Stain hated. Useful, applied violence to keep the 
status quo upheld, but at home? The man was rotten. He was no symbol of peace. Where All Might 
had failed by being human and thus unreliable, Endeavor had failed by not even trying. 


(?? 


“Tenko! Mister Shimura! Hey, hey!” again, Nejire snapped him out of his own mind. 


“Ah right...it’s a really old song, I don’t know if you’ve heard of it? My brain is all weird and I got 
lost in it again.” 


“Ooh! A classic?” Nejire asked, grinning and getting closer. 
“N-not...exactly. Have you ever heard of the Wii menu music?” 


“Oh yes!” Goddammit, she even understands my stupid old references. How the fuck? “Yuyu used 
to tease me saying that it was what my brain sounded like, guess we are alike, Tenko!” 


“..what?” he answered, taken aback. The last time anyone had said he was similar in any way, had 
been Hawks, and it had probably been a lie. The bastard had cut off their contact, ending his stint 
as a double agent. 


“T said we are similar! Isn’t that fun?” Her smile didn’t waver, but Shigaraki couldn’t reciprocate 
it. 


“T have done too much to be similar to someone like you.” Shigaraki replied, grimly. “I’m a villain, 
and that’s all I can be.” 


“You could still turn your life around, we can help! J want to help.” Nejire said, almost pleading. 
“You already want to do good, right? Defeat All for One?” 


“T want to murder him as revenge. That isn’t doing good.” 


Nejire was silent for the longest time, almost to the point that Shigaraki was about to apologize, or 
ask her to leave, or maybe just turn around and wallow in self pity. But then she spoke, “The 
reasons don’t mind that much to me, this is only a first step. You can do a lot more with your life, 
Tenko Shimura. I’m sure of it. Even if...even if you have to stay in prison, you can still become a 
better person.” 


“Why do you think that? I only have this revenge. Everything else? The League is gone, all my 
friends are imprisoned, dead or gone. I can never be a hero, not with my Quirk, not with my fucking 
past! I tried to kill all of you, you goddamn UA people!” Shigaraki said, exploding, confused and 
scared and angry. It seemed like the walls on his cell had grown more oppressive, smaller. Like the 
air intake didn’t quite pump enough oxygen, like the tiny window to the outside world, on his door, 
had turned dim. 


“You failed, and it is a new opportunity!” Nejire’s energy stopped him for a moment. She had just 
deflected his anger away, swatted it aside like a fly. The only place left for his negativity was 
inwards. 


“T...am worthless. I don’t care what happens to me. All I want is to kill the man who took 
everything away from me.” 


Nejire smiled triumphantly and pointed at him with her index finger. Her azure eyes sparkled as 
she spoke, “If you don’t care what happens to you afterwards, then I guess it won’t bother you that 
I arrange for some therapy, for some medicine? If you will just be apathetic and go with the waves, 
maybe you can just...not fight it, and let us help?” 


“T...1 guess.” He had no idea why she was so intent on helping, why she was going through such 
lengths for a monster like him. But he couldn’t refuse that help; a part of him knew how much he 
needed it. The same part that wanted to survive after killing All for One, the part that wanted to 


return and have friends and maybe, just maybe, one day allow himself to be in love. 


“Then I will help you, Tenko. Just let me, okay?” 


Keigo Takami wasn’t quite ready to talk with Dabi again, or any of the League of Villains, for that 
matter. In a way, Keigo missed them. He missed them all; Shigaraki, Compress, Spinner, even 
Toga, who had spent every conversation they ever had trying to pry information about some UA 
kid, Izuku Midoriya, which Keigo didn’t have, of course. But Dabi and Twice, most of all. 


Dabi was prickly, very hurt, very toxic; just the kind of friend that Keigo always seemed to attract. 
But Twice had been unexpected. Jin Bubaigawara was troubled, but caring, and had empathy to 
share around. He had adopted Hawks as a friend in instants, trusting so much... 


It had been too much. Keigo was compromised, in every way. He wasn’t impartial, and he was 
losing focus on the mission. His loyalties were becoming too divided, and it was time to take 
action. After talking it over with Fuyumi, he had decided it was best to leave. The government 
could take it out on his pay, or send someone else, he didn’t give a shit. 


He didn’t want to keep living with people he was starting to consider friends, and know that he 
would have to turn on them eventually. 


So he had asked to meet them on a rooftop. Shigaraki, Dabi and Twice, he had asked for, those he 
wanted to say goodbye to. Spinner was neutral on him, and Keigo absolutely despised Ujiko, even 
if they hadn’t met in person ever, his voice on the phone while talking to the others made his skin 
crawl. 


Finding out later who Ujiko really was, it had all clicked. Hawks had sent the police sniper who 
had shot the bastard an anonymous donation for a rather hefty amount of money, for ridding Japan 
of another monster. 


Back then, Hawks had set up his farewell at the top of a building in Musutafu, close enough to UA 
that some of the teachers could give him a hand, should anything happen. Eraserhead was on speed 
dial, preemptively ready with a patrol of a few students from both hero classes; Monoma, 
Midoriya, Shinsou, Honenuki and Asuli. 


It would have been reassuring to have Hawks’ apprentice, Tokoyami on standby, but it was better 
than fighting his own friends alone. Easier to let the UA heroes fight and keep his hands clean, at 
least. 


Words had been exchanged, Twice had even shed some tears. Dabi had been aloof, hiding the pain 
well, breaking Keigo’s heart. For a moment, the only sounds had been the wind shaking the coats 
that Dabi and Shigaraki wore, and Twice softly sobbing. Hawks had earned their trust and 
then...then he had walked away on them. Shigaraki had taken it as well as could be expected, and 
had let Hawks go. It had gone as well as any breakup could...until the villains had been spotted by 
the heroes. 


Hungry for glory and recognition, the hero Phantom Thief had charged them, using Eraserhead’s 
Quirk quickly and taking them by surprise, attacking Twice before the other two could react. 
Shinsou, who had no hero name back then, had supported him, pinning down Twice. In 


Eraserhead’s later telling, Monoma had apparently shouted, “You see, fools? Class B can take on 
villains just as good!” 


He was arrogant, cocky, and, as such, had gotten careless. 


It seemed like they had the upper hand, but before Eraserhead could come to his students’ aid, 
Dabi had sent a fireball in Monoma’s direction. Unable to keep his eyes open while ducking to 
evade the fire, Phantom Thief had let go of his nullification of Twice’s Quirk, just long enough for 
the cloner to make a double, an unexpected, terrible enemy: Gigantomachia. 


The creature taking form from the goo that Twice produced grew and pushed Shinsou and 
Monoma away, and the villains started their escape. And Hawks...he wasn’t too eager to get into 
the fight, so he had just lazily flown in their direction, trying to watch the action unfold. 


Froppy and Deku had attacked the giant villain clone, a tandem kick dealing enough damage to 
turn it into the mud it had risen from, but not before Gigantomachia’s clone had thrown a large 
water container down to the street. Had it not been for the quick intervention of Juuzo Honenuki, 
Hero name: Mudman, the container would have crashed down and hurt people, but instead the 
plastic was turned so soft and pliable that it got carried by the wind and crashed against a 
building’s wall, letting all the water fall on top of a few parked cars. 


The three villains didn’t stop to watch their cloned comrade fall; Shigaraki and Dabi were already 
jumping from rooftop to rooftop, and Twice scrambled to his feet and in seconds caught up to his 
friends. 


The chase was difficult for the villains, as Eraserhead nullified their Quirks to prevent Shigaraki 
from melting paths, or Dabi propelling himself with flames, and with Deku eliminating every clone 
created with a well aimed Air Force Smash. Building by building the heroes got even closer, and it 
looked like they might arrest all three villains... 


Until the villains started working as a team. They only needed a second for the heroes to blink, and 
that was when they acted. Fire blinded the heroes for just a second, and allowed Twice to make 
decoys, while Shigaraki used his Decay to tunnel his way through a roof and away from the 
heroes’ eyes. Seconds later, the team had caught up with the decoys, and in their arrest, revealed 
them to be fake. 


Monoma was fuming when Hawks had arrived, Midoriya and Tsuyu had been disappointed, 
Honenuki had been unphased; Aizawa and Shinsou had been exhausted and itching to go find some 
cats to play with. With a winning smile, Hawks had invited them all for some dinner at a nearby 
burger joint, complimenting the speed and reaction of all of them...even if it was an unnecessary 
fight that had changed nothing. 


At least Monoma had a fight to brag about, and it seemed like Midoriya and Asui had more focus 
afterwards. 


And now, a year later, the League was done. 


All that was left of them was now imprisoned, and the mountain base that housed his erstwhile 
friends was a wild, faraway place, well hidden from prying eyes. Abaddon Interim Prison was not 
their last stop, just a place to keep them while Tartarus was repaired, and the arrangements were 
made with other prisons to take the least dangerous members, such as Spinner and Compress. Dabi 
and Shigaraki would eventually be taken to a newly planned prison, Hades, with more emphasis on 
intensive therapy and psychiatric care, and a lot more comfortable for those in solitary confiment. 


Shigaraki was in a cell nearby, apparently cooperating, thanks to Nejire Hadou’s people skills and 
simple gift for empathy. Twice had been marked as dead, taking a blast from a shotgun slug in the 
chest and falling into water from a height...Keigo held out some hope that he had somehow 
survived and would turn out one day, and he would have his friend back. 


But that was likely just wishful thinking. Toga and All for One were still out there. The Lurkers 
team was doing their best to locate Toga, and they would likely either catch her or drive her to 
another country, where she would be someone else’s problem. And AFO...every day they narrowed 
down his hideout further. 


The now named typhoon, Typhoon Shouko, was taking the attention of the entire country, and had 
taken casualties already, from the hero team killed at the typhoon’s epicenter, to those lost in the 
southern islands, particularly in Miyakojima, before any response could be sent. Thankfully, at 
Okinawa, where the typhoon’s main landfall was located, there were no great numbers of 
casualties 


At around the same time Endeavor had sent his son and classmates to Okinawa, heroes had been 
dispatched to all the south: Gang Orca and his sidekicks were scouring the island of Amami; a 
mismatched group consisting of Ryukyu, Mrs. Joke and Wash was leading the reception of the 
displaced at Kagoshima, and the Wild Wild Pussycats had ventured southwest, reaching Nabu 
island before the rain and wind. 


Soon the news were covering their rescue of a single father and his two kids, Mahoro and 
Katsuma, almost as much as they promoted Gale Force and his valiant stand against Typhoon 
Shouko at a big stadium in Naha. Mandalay in particular seemed quite attentive of the rescued 
father and the kids... 


It was a mess, but it could well have been worse. Hawks remembered an older attack, by the rogue 
Korean holdouts, with All for One’s blessing, trying to nuke Japan again. Thankfully back then the 
response had been just as swift and, with All Might, Endeavor, and everyone gathered, the threat 
had been dealt with admirably. Hawks hoped for nothing the like in his days, or those of all who 
would follow. Japan would never be nuked again. 


With how everything was developing, the typhoon would dissipate in a couple more days; the 
storm would crash against the land and lose all strength in the hills and mountains. Southern Japan 
would need to stock up on umbrellas for the week, but very few lives would be lost. With 
Cementoss and the many building companies subcontracted by the government, Okinawa would 
rise from the ashes, good as new. Death tolls had been capped to just a few hundred, instead of the 
thousands that could have been lost, by the quick reaction of heroes and emergency personnel. 


Not all was good news, though. Commissioner Tsukauchi was forming up the main plan for the 
hunt, to catch All for One and, with some luck, kill him safely, and there had been quite a bit of 
talk with Shigaraki regarding it, as well as All Might and Izuku Midoriya. 


Endeavor believed that they would not be sending any top heroes, and Hawks agreed. Too much 
history with him and Dabi, with Hawks and the entire League, with Edgeshot and Kamui Woods 
being busy chasing Toga, with Yoroi Musha and Crust guarding the north. Miruko was available, 
but they would be much wiser to keep her in reserve, as a one woman task force, ready to deploy in 
Japan at any place and time and give a few kicks against fools; as pretty much Hawks’ best friend, 
he knew what Rumi Usagiyama was capable of...which usually amounted to extreme violence. 


It would be a disposable team of two students, one chained villain and whatever resources the 
Chinese gave them once cooperation was reached. Completely expendable and replaceable; no 
matter how amazing Midoriya and Bakugou’s Quirks were, they were still green and relatively 


inexperienced, and more would step up to fill their place if they fell. 


But that was not the topic for the day. Today, after eleven months and two days, Keigo would talk 
with Dabi again. 


He glanced at his phone, checking the time; he was early, as punctual as only “The Man who Lived 
Too Fast” could be. A notification caught his eye; focused as he had been in his inner monologue, 
he had to have missed the vibration accompanying it. Unlocking his phone, he opened the message, 
and came upon an emoji filled message from Fuyumi Todoroki. 


“ Hey Keigo! Good luck in talking with my brother! Say hi to him from me!” she wrote, followed 
by a mass of hearts and bunnies, as well as some emojis that were melting...a pretty accurate 
representation of Fuyumi herself when Keigo kissed her neck or caressed her backbone. 


“And remember that I love you!” finished her text, and it was quickly followed by a selfie, 
showing his girlfriend surrounded by a prodigious gang of small children, that, to his immense 
pride, all wore cardboard wings, fitted in their backs with elastic strings, clearly Fuyumi’s 
handiwork. Red wings, just like Keigo’s! 


It was amazing how much Fuyumi had changed his life in a little less than a year. It had been in 
one of their first conversations when, feeling vulnerable and divided in his loyalties, Keigo had 
confided his horrible situation in the responsible, caring girl. While shy, she had a strength of 
character, hidden by her pleasant personality and flexible outlook on life. She was no pushover, but 
she suffered a bit from tunnel vision, focusing so much of her energy trying to get back the family 
she remembered in the rosy memories of her childhood. 


In a way, Keigo felt the same way, longing for a lost childhood while looking around and not 
finding enough he liked in his present. But he had no time to indulge in that, not with hero work, 
not with the constant dates and activities he loved having with Fuyumi. 


It wasn’t just romanticism to admit that she completed him. She was steadfast, and gave Keigo the 
stability and support he had always craved, while he pushed Fuyumi out of her comfort zone in all 
the fun ways. He was sure that she had never thought of kissing at a height of two hundred meters, 
with nothing else except her lover’s body holding her aloft as they smooched...but if her blushing 
smile the rest of the day was any indication, it had been a perfect decision. 


Everyone said Hawks lived too fast but maybe...maybe he had just been sprinting all along, 
restlessly racing towards meeting Fuyumi. Maybe he would tell her that, next time they met...or 
perhaps as a breathy whisper in her ear, to watch her shiver and blush and smile! 


Teasing her was just so much fun. 


He replied to the messages with a selfie of his own, winking, his trademark roguish smile 
promising everything they would do when next together. With a quick text of “ Of course, babe! 
Love ya too, see you in two days.”, accompanied with a GIF of a rooster suggestively raising his 
eyebrows, Keigo closed again his phone, and walked in. 


The cell was about the size of a standard loe hotel room, but furnished much less comfortably. The 
room was sealed tight, the howling winds from outside were stopped, and thus, Dabi’s bed only 
had a simple blanket. The bed, of course, was undone. Keigo had expected that; even if he had one 
possession, it would be placed messily. To the side there was a small, enclosed toilet and shower 
unit, and before the bed there was a table with four chairs, enough for any visit. The walls were 
white, with light grey accents to cut away the monotony, but if Dabi wanted to see anything that 
wasn’t his cell, he had move over to the tiny window on the door, though beyond it was only the 


infirmary tent of the base. 


“Well well! If it isn’t my second most favorite asshole bird!” Dabi called, as Keigo entered. He 
noticed instantly that the cells were heated, well insulated against the elements and outside sounds, 
and, best of all, thoroughly equipped to extinguish flames. 


Dabi himself looked just as deceptively tall in the orange prison jumpsuit. Hawks had done a 
double take when seeing Dabi up close, finding him a lot shorter than expected...Well, at least he 
looked healthy and okay, though a bit stiff around the chest. 


“Who’s the fave bird, then?” Keigo asked. 


“A seagull that once took a shit on my father’s head, one time he went to the beach for a 
photoshoot.” Dabi smirked, just like old times, and before Keigo realized, they had each other in a 
close hug. 


“Tt took you long enough, chicken man.” Dabi said, as he sat down. “Too busy for your crispiest 
friend?” 


“You could say that, yeah...by the way, Fuyumi says hi.” 


Dabi straightened up in his chair, and said, “Hold the fuck up, man. “Fuyumy’, not “your sister’’? 
You mean...?” 


“Yep.” 

“Does Endeavor know?” 

“Yep.” Keigo was pretty sure he was becoming the smugest man alive with each passing question. 
“HOW THE FUCK ARE YOU ALIVE?” Dabi yelled, before bursting into laughter. 

“T flew away quite fast and have avoided Endy a couple days!” 


“Hawks, you piece of shit, you absolute madman, that is worthy of respect. And, well...make 
Fuyumi happy, ya hear?” A smile spread across Dabi’s lips, almost soft, as happy as his eternal 
pain allowed. 


“Of course, man, I love her. And...[ guess that makes us brothers in law?” Keigo said, with a grin 
of his own. 


Dabi’s eyes shined with intensity for a moment, perhaps happy, perhaps hurt, but Keigo couldn’t 
quite tell. The rest of his expression betrayed no change of emotion, so Keigo decided to not press 
the issue. 


“Yeah, of course, brothers...Well, that gotta piss Endeavor off a bit, so I like it. And who knows, 
maybe boring girls with turtleneck sweaters were your type all along?” He laughed, as bitterly as 
always. 


“She’s like...I dunno, man. I feel at peace with her. Hadn’t felt like that since, well...since I had 
parents. Actual parents.” Very few people knew about Keigo’s past, the orphan scouted by the 
government after saving some people, and placed with a family who at the same time raised and 
trained him. It was a big reason he had clicked so well with the Todorokis, he imagined; the 
moment he had confided on Dabi first and the Fuyumi, they had both reacted the same way. 


It wasn’t that the foster home was living hell, no. They were decent folks, if a bit strict, but they 
had fed and clothed Keigo, given him the surname Takami to proudly bear, had made sure he did 
well at school. But they had been distant, keeping him at arm's length, never truly making him feel 
like he had a family. 


The Takamis had not been his family, but Fuyumi made him feel that the Todorokis could be. 


“Whatever had happened to your folks? Did you ever find out more?’ Dabi asked, 
uncharacteristically concerned. Keigo guessed the alone time allowed him to think deeply on many 
subjects, and Keigo had likely been one of them. 


“Car crash for dad, some hit and run bastard. And mom...she had been dead for a few months back 
then. Lung cancer. I’m terrified to ever get it, ya know? I guess medicine’s better now and almost 
everyone has access...Still, gives my wings gooseprickles.” 


“With your luck, you’ll die at a hundred years old, surrounded with flying grandchildren, you 
whiny bitch. But...I’m sorry to learn about your parents.” Dabi said, almost kindly. 


“All good, water under the bridge, all that jazz. Anyway, I wanted to check up on you. How’s 
things?” 


“Food’s better than when Shigaraki or Toga cooked...if I ever have to eat another omurice with a 
ketchup-drawn Izuku Midoriya on it, I swear by the staples on my face somebody will die!” Dabi 
proclaimed, letting out a harsh laugh. “But really, though, it is all surprisingly good. I even had a 
chance to talk to Shouto the other day, you know? I blew the chance to make things right with him, 
though.” 


“He’s a big kid, he’ll hear you out another time, I’m sure.” 


Dabi sighed, rubbing his hands together. “Let’s hope so. I’ve been...I’ve been talking with my 
father too. It hasn’t gone well, in any way. I don’t...I don’t know what I feel about him, anymore. 
Anger? Apathy? Can we both just...stay dead in each other’s eyes?” 


“Well...that makes it awkward to think about inviting ya both to my wedding, isn’t it?” Keigo 
asked, scratching his chin. 


“Oh no, how will I ever show the world how good I look in a suit now?” Dabi replied with a lazy 
hand gesture. 


“T’ll smuggle you some of the booze after the party, never fear, my crusty friend.” 


“Ah then have a good one, I only cared about that anyway. You have no idea the crimes I’d do for 
a bit of sake, Hawks, I mean it.” Dabi said, lowering his voice seriously. 


“T hope they don’t include Tokyo’s air traffic laws. Did you know that I’m legally classified as a 
Class A helicopter with some of the things I can do?” Keigo offered, smugly. 


“Lemme guess, you can’t land on road intersections?” Dabis said, rolling his eyes. 


“Tt is more on the permissions I need to fly over to Japan’s other islands. I need to make sooooo 
many phone calls, ya know? I'd rather be on the phone with Fuyumi!” Keigo said, smiling. With 
the amount of control he had over his feathers, he could very easily fly and use his phone at the 
same time when at altitudes over 200 meters, where there weren’t many buildings. 


“Gods, Hawks, you turned to a sap, and I don’t think this prison stocks insulin, so spare me. I 


didn’t give a shit about Fuyumi’s middle school boyfriends, I don’t give a shit now. Anyway, you 
had anything in particular to say, besides catching up? Maybe want to apologize?” His tone shifted, 
turning darker, more menacing. 


“Apologize? I left and let all of you go. I dropped every investigation I had on the League, I did 
everything to stop myself from attacking you all. Tartarus was a bad move, Shigaraki should have 
known that, and All for One? Stopping that guy from getting free was why I was there. I failed, 
man. I failed and now the guy in charge is your asshole father!” Keigo said. The last part was a lie, 
since Endeavor wasn’t technically in charge, but Dabi had no need to know anything. 


“When you put it like that...yeah, that guy always gave me the shivers. Only guy with a more 
messed up face than me, I think. Even through a computer, he was a spooky motherfucker. You 
know the plan was to get him to help us with more Quirks, more stable Nomus, and to finally hand 
over all the contacts he had to Tomura, right?” Dabi said, explaining it as if it had been obvious. 


“And what did he plan with that?” 


“Shigaraki really, really wanted an army. You should have seen how happy he was with the bunch 
of mercenaries we got, he felt like a complete general...but honestly, they were here for the cash, 
that all the League earned with our blood and sweat. And tears, in Twice’s case, i guess. Thing is, 
there were many, many more where those mercs came from, and we could use all the money and 
contacts AFO had for that, to...” 


He rose theatrically, extending his arms, “...Destroy hero society! Honestly, it was a pretty aimless 
plan. Hindsight is 20/20, shit like that. There was a vague brainstorming, we threw up ideas: killing 
my father painfully, with all the humiliation we could possible give him; killing everyone All 
Might ever cared about; making Izuku Midoriya a villain...this one somehow included outfitting 
the dude with a shirt and vest, don’t ask me why...Anyway, we lost, we are done, and eventually 
Ill either scream at my father till my vocal cords snap, or get tired of the anger. Whatever comes 
first. Or maybe he’ II stop visiting? A man can only hope.” 


“If they...1f there was a chance for you to fight with us, help in some extraordinary way, 
something... would you fight beside me?” Keigo asked, tentatively. If deals were being made, 
maybe he could... 


“No.” Dabi answered instantly. His good mood was gone. “I may have forgiven you for walking 
out on us. I may have forgiven you for abandoning ME, when I thought I could trust you. But ’'m 
not doing anything for you like that, Hawks. You have no right to ask me for this, not when you’ re 
out there being friends with my father. Don’t even say anything, I know you try and look for the 
good in him, don’t you? There is none.” He paused to look Keigo in the eye, full of anger. 


“You are an idiot, and I.... have no information on All for One, or anyone else. I don’t know where 
Toga could go, I don’t know anything. I never gave a shit. I had a simple objective, and I fucking 
failed! All of it ended, with some fucking gremlin breaking half my ribs. Do you know how 
frustrating it was, Hawks? My revenge, my plans, all fading as I passed out on the fucking street, 
all of it because I followed Shigaraki. I don’t hate him, or anyone else...but I was fucking stupid. 
And because of that, here I am!” He laughed, bitterly. 


“Here I fucking am.” Dabi said, his voice breaking, a sob shaking his body. 


“Hey.” Keigo whispered, as he hugged his friend. Heroes and villains didn’t matter in the moment, 
they were only two friends. “Don’t worry, man. Endeavor’s finished, his days as a hero are 
numbered. He knows it, i know it. Without being a hero, he has nothing. He knows he will fade, 
and that he will be lucky if anyone remembers him in five years time.” 


It felt bad to play both sides, in relationships as much as in factions, but it was all too natural for 
Keigo. And he hated that. 


A minute later Keigo was outside the cell. Dabi had settled down, and they had exchanged amiable 
farewells. In the end, there had been little new information, but Keigo believed he needed to have a 
word with some people after the typhoon ended. 


The same typhoon that made him quickly raise a wing to keep his hair from getting wet. It wasn’t 
vanity; if he fell ill, it would take days for him to recover, and as the Number Two, he was 
absolutely essential in the current crisis. 


But, as he took flight and quickly informed the Hero Public Safety Commission of the condensed 
results of his interrogation, perhaps it would be nice to only have to deal with a cold for once, and 
not daily battles against crime. 


Maybe he really was turning into a diabetes-inducing sap and it was a subconscious excuse to 
spend more time with Fuyumi. 


Hours Together 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Hours together with Izuku had been true bliss. 


The splinter going through Toga’s thigh and later treatment, though, had taken its toll, and she was 
now sleepy and tired. / should have a bit more juice, I only fought for some...I dunno...fifty 
seconds? Maybe it’s also digestion, I did get quite full from that stew we heated up... 


The fire they had started had used some clean gel fuel, that burned with almost no fumes, and what 
little was expelled, got filtered out by the many holes in the ceiling. The part they had fallen 
through had started to leak, and they had spent half an hour plugging as many holes as possible, as 
well as setting up buckets for collecting rainwater. 


It had been mostly Izuku doing that, because Toga wasn’t exactly foot mobile yet, but she had still 
helped as much as she could. He had used some rice sacks to close the breaches, and really 
jammed them shut with the power of One for All, and Toga had very carefully placed buckets for 
whatever holes were impossible to seal. 


“See, Izuku? We have great teamwork!” Toga said, poking at him with her finger. A part of her 
still couldn’t quite believe the situation and demanded as much physical evidence as possible...and 
touching his muscled chest was a compromise that got all parts of Toga a little reward. 


She had spent a lot of time noticing every change in him from their last encounter. Izuku’s hair was 
long now, almost reaching his shoulders, and he had a new scar on his left forearm, perhaps from 
some claws...a Nomu? A training fight with Kirishima? Maybe Dark Shadow? How else have you 
changed, Izuku Midoriya? I wanna see everything, I want to see you... 


“Yes! I think that with this we will be okay through the storm!” Izuku said, beaming. Hours and 
hours talking, getting to know each other, asking every question Toga could imagine, while he 
himself asked some unexpected stuff... 


Inevitably, Toga’s mind would turn to the moment their little isolation would end. She had 
accepted to turn herself in, but neither of them had been too specific on the terms of that. Would it 
be right away, when they got rescued? Would he give her a period of grace, and trust her good 
will? She was still cautious about really letting herself hope, but, if Izuku gave her the chance to be 
free for a few days, maybe they could even go on a date! 


Or she could finally search for her family. 


She had only searched half heartedly for information on her parents, on possible siblings, in the 
years she had been on the run, and later, with the League. Everything had seemed to have 
precedence over it; how she would eat, how she would stay safe, where she would sleep, how to 
approach a person she was crushing on and take some of their blood. And when she did the latter, 
what types of experiences she could enjoy while finally living as someone “normal”, if for a few 
hours. 


But now that she had no real reason to want to attack anyone, and she was offered mercy and help, 
in exchange for giving herself up? Maybe she could get some closure too. Maybe all there was of 
the Toga family was a fake grave somewhere, or maybe there was a whole family who had given 


up on her that she could give the middle finger too. 


Maybe they had seen the monster she would turn into. Maybe that was why they had left her and 
had never looked for her. Maybe they had done that to keep themselves safe. But she wanted to 
know. 


The how and the when of it she would sleep on. She would have to think through how to get 
Izuku’s help. He was already doing so much, just by listening, that it felt wrong to ask for 
more...but then again Toga could really use the help. If he was willing, she would take it. 


“So what time do you reckon it is outside?” Toga asked. Her phone battery had not been full and 
there was no signal anyway, so she had turned it off. Izuku had plugged his own phone to a small 
battery pack labeled “Baby #11”, and left it charging on top of some crates. We gotta exchange 
phone numbers before this is over. 


“Tt’s almost 7 p.m., it’s gotta be dark outside already.” Izuku answered, after checking a watch 
contained in one of his many pockets. With a sigh, he unbuckled the belt with all the pouches and 
he laid the contents down on the floor neatly. 


“How long do you think the storm will last, Izuku?” Toga asked, as he sifted through the belt 
pouches, taking out some medical equipment and some survival stuff, chief among them what 
looked like a miniature rolled blanket. 


“T don’t know...the Hero commission are pretty certain that the typhoon is artificial, so it could be 
less or it could take longer...’m no meteorologist.” He was looking exhausted, just about ready to 
pass out. How long were you out there, fighting the elements? How many more people did you 
save? 


“How safe are we, down here?” Toga asked, motioning towards their not-so-cosy little basement, 
though it was romantically lit by orange glowsticks. 


“The building is on some higher ground, so I hope there no flooding will reach us, but...probably 
pretty safe; the whole thing collapsed but it settled, the dangerous thing would be to try to dig our 
way out!” Izuku answered, his smile reassuring. With that smile looking over me...with that I can 
sleep. 


Thinking of sleep, Toga wondered if she would have nightmares again, and what Izuku would do. 
Would he be just as kind as he had been all day? Would he recoil in disgust, call her crazy? She had 
no idea, and asking seemed more trouble than worth. Hey, Izuku, I know I’m already 17 but I have 
really bad nightmares, can you tell me a bedtime story? Cuddle me to sleep? Of course he 
wouldn’t. He may be perfection personified, but that would be impossible. 


As had happened with increasing frequency, as the storm engulfed them, lightning fell, followed 
almost immediately by thunderclap. That was pretty fucking close, fuck! 


Izuku flinched at the thunder, taken by surprise, but he quickly recovered. It was clear that he 
wasn’t afraid of them, in any way, but he had also noticed the close proximity, and most humans 
would very much get turned to ash when hit by lightning. Toga only knew one or two capable of 
taking said voltage, by reputation, and she was pretty sure it still would mess em up. 


“That was close, too close, is there any metal tube working as a lightning rod...what’s calling them 
closer? Wait, wait...oh no.” Toga followed his eyes to look behind her, towards the rubble blocking 
them in...right at a copper pipe, used for plumbing, perhaps, straight and unbent by the crash. It 
had to be protruding over the debris above them, and it would bring in a lightning strike on their 


heads! 


Outside the world seemed to quiet as static electricity gathered among the clouds. Lightning would 
strike, and Toga knew they were well and truly fucked. Why the fuck did they choose copper 
plumbing on just that one stupid, ridiculous pipe? Anyway, lightning setting the roof on fire and 
dropping it on me is as good a way to die as any, I suppose, maybe I can kiss Izuku one more time 
in the three or four seconds we have? 


But he was already on his feet, rushing over to the pipe and punching it, “Smash!”, he yelled, as 
the object got propelled up in the air and the rubble shook. Toga waddled over to watch through the 
hole as the lighting caught the bar, thirty meters up in the air, sending sparks flying all over. 


“That...was pretty badass.” Toga admitted, really taking a look through the rubble to see that the 
sky was a dull blend of grey, dark grey and black. It is nighttime, alright. Let’s go sleep now and 
worry about the world tomorrow... 


As Toga took a peek at the night sky, the rubble moved again, covering them quickly...and 
displacing some stuck water that promptly fell all over her face, soaking her to the bone. “Fuck!” 
Toga yelled, as she took a few steps away and splashed the excess water from her completely wet 
sweater. “I don’t fucking have a fucking change of clothes!” she said, feeling the warm feelings of 
all the day evaporate. 


How the fuck would she get out of this? It was cold as hell with the wind from outside, and she 
literally had no other clothes. Her underwear would probably fare okay, but the rest? Hypothermia 
was a real risk, and even if they dried her clothes... Maybe I could cuddle Izuku for warmth, that I 
could use to survive? Or you could murder him and wear his skin while the clothes dry? The blood 
would give you his clothes. I could survive, we could live! NO. There has to be another way! 


“Toga! Your clothes! Quick, let me do something, maybe...I know! Can I take your sweater?” 
Izuku said, as confident and chivalrous as some old time gentleman. Fucking great, Izu, keep it up 
and I will just have to elope with you to Las Vegas to get married by a Stain impersonator... 


Izuku took the soaked cardigan and squeezed the water out into one of the buckets, which he 
kicked over to where Toga had been drenched. As he did so, Toga couldn’t help but admire his 
scarred hands, his well muscled forearms, the way the veins on his arms showed, even with the 
small amount of strain, as well as the scent of his sweat mixing with the clean-cut smell of his 
deodorant...it threatened to make Toga’s mind wander even further to more...base wishes. 
Goddammit I’m too thirsty, focus, Toga, focus! 


As he did so, Toga took off her shoes and what remained of her socks. They were thigh highs, 
woolen, extremely warm and comfy...and totally water absorbent. And they had a lot of holes now, 
from the battle at Tartarus and the days since. She passed him the socks, and watched him blush to 
an impossible shade of red while noticing her bare legs. If she hadn’t been shivering and with a 
ruined mood, Toga would have teased him. 


Calm down, Himiko Toga. He has seen you naked, this can all be good, lets see what he does next. 
If it all goes wrong, I can always get the knife back and slice his carotid artery, right? No, shut up 
with the killing, I’m trying to not shiver to death. 


“Y-your...shirt and...skirt and...underwear...are they...are they also wet?” Izuku asked, avoiding her 
gaze, twiddling his thumbs. Toga had never seen him so bashful, so embarrassed...it was sweet 
beyond words. He really is being a gentleman about this, isn’t he? He looked so warm, and Toga 
was seriously considering to jump into his arms to get her shivers to stop. 


“The shirt and skirt are pretty soaked, and uhh...” Toga motioned for Izuku to turn around as she 
checked, “My bra is just as wet, yikes. My panties...they’ll be okay.” 


“Oh god.” Izuku said, trembling himself. “I...[ have some spare clothes you can wear, while e- 
everything dries!” Izuku declared, reaching for his belt and the simple red pouches. 


“The clothes fit there? You gonna have me wearing a g-string or something?” Toga said, giggling, 
trying to fight the cold. She needed a blanket, and fast. And a towel too. 


“Ubhh...nuh? Huh?” Izuku was too flustered to think normally, it seemed. “Nooo! It is...it is 
normal clothes! Look at this!” Izuku took a scaled down pair of slim fitted pants, the sort one 
would wear when camping on mountains. They had a small button to the side of one of the legs, 
which Izuku pressed. In an instant, the cloth expanded! The sound it made was almost the same as 
when Mr. Compress decompressed something from one of his marbles... 


“Ts that the Baby you wrote about making in the entry on dear old Uncle Compress?” Toga asked, 
as she prodded the trousers carefully. 


“Yeah! We reverse engineered a way to do a similar thing from observation, and...it is useful. 
There is also a shirt!” Izuku explained, focusing on the brilliant piece of tech rather than the fact 
that Toga would be wearing his clothes. Only while mine dry a bit, okay? 


“T think I need a towel too, Izu...Izu...” Toga sneezed; the cold was not helping in any way. She 
needed to dry her hair, quick. 

“Oh, right! S-sorry...here!” Izuku offered her a small towel, the type swimmers used. Maximum 
absorption, less weight, good idea for hero gear. I should get me one of these someday. 


“Thankssss.” Toga said, shivering. Her skin was full of goosebumps, and she was shaking a lot. 
She picked up both the clothes and towel, as well as a pair of socks Izuku offered, realising 
embarrassedly she was barefoot, and she went to a corner to dry herself and change. Meanwhile, 
Izuku started a larger fire, using the clean burning fuel, and apparently finding it extremely 
fascinating, not once taking a peek as Toga took off the soaked garments and dried herself off. 


The towel served really well, and Izuku didn’t look back at Toga, for which part of her was 
grateful. The rest had wanted him to look, but if he did, what would happen? For all my 
“research” and daydreams and imagination, I really don’t know if I’m even ready for stuff like 
that. Or if he is ready. 


Still cold, she put on the clothes quickly and was pleased to find out that the flannel shirt was warm 
and cosy and the detergent had made it soft. This was washed very recently, so Izuku used it and 
took it home...or maybe he washed it himself? As for the trousers...they were a bit long and a little 
snug at the hips, but they had fit well. 


Toga could feel the absolute smugness in her demeanor as she walked back to where Izuku was, 
tending to the fire, warming his hands up. “So, what do you think? Do I look good in the 
“boyfriend shirt” outfit, IZuku?” 


”° 


“T...uhhh.” He took a nice, long look and gulped. Softly, he said, “...yes. 


Toga grinned, feeling like a lioness who had defeated a large beast on her own, even if her 
conquest had been a lot less impressive, it was still a huge win! “Does the green and brown flannel 
work with my eyes? It gotta work with yours, all your green clothes do...[ love them so much.” 


“Tt...thanks? I should...here!’”’ Steeling himself as if it took an enormous amount of will power to do 


so, Izuku unzipped the top part of his hero suit and wrapped it around Toga’s shoulders. 


Goddamn, I say, goddamn! How can you be so shy and so smooth at the same time? How am I 
supposed to react? It was easier when I just thought you were sexy as fuck, all covered in cuts and 
bruises and with your arms turned to a pulp. How do I handle it now that I know you are romantic 
and caring and kind? 


By killing him? The voice in her thoughts was getting so annoying, she couldn’t wait to go the hell 
to sleep and shut it out for good. Hopefully, at least. 


Izuku sat in a thermal undershirt and the bottom part of his suit, Toga in all the borrowed clothes. 
They put themselves in front of the fire, but stayed close, sharing their own body warmth. Toga 
glanced at her clothes, laid down next to the fire, drying slowly...it would take a long while. It was 
better to think of how they’d sleep and what tomorrow would bring. 


They sat in silence for a long moment, and, unexpectedly, Toga felt at peace, as if she truly 
belonged beside him. J wonder how jail will separate us? Will I ever hug him again once I’m in 
handcuffs ? “Tzuku?”’ 


“Yeah?” 


She didn’t complete the question and just hugged him from the side, wrapping an arm around his 
waist and pulling him closer. Awkwardly, but earnestly, Izuku put his arm on Toga’s shoulder and 
gave her a little pat on the back. We’re not yet there. Maybe one day. 


“Thanks for saving us with that stupid thunder.” Toga said. She had not focused on the storm 
around them or the close lightning strikes, the crashing sound of the pouring rain, or the rumble of 
the wind against the rubble, no, her mind was in the immediate, in what was right beside her. 


Toga let go of the awkward hug, a tiny bit unsatisfied with it. Maybe she had dreamed too much 
with it, maybe it was just too soon. Only time would tell. 


She paced around a bit, looking at the crates and boxes; food, water, survival equipment. “Come 
on, where’s the blankets? The pillows? Survivalist bunker, where do you hide the...aha! Izuku, look 
at this! This crate has Russian army camp beds!” 


Izuku walked over to where she was and took a look, “You can read Cyrillic? It seems the only box 
marked with it, and it has the Russian flag, too?” 


“Yeah, I can read Cyrillic pretty good! I have no memory of the classes, but I’m guessing I was 
good at them? So, it seems they are a bit old but sealed so they shouldn’t be too dusty...give me a 
hand opening it?” 


“Sure!” Together, they opened the heavy plastic crate and pulled out two camp beds, already 
assembled and needing only to be unfolded. They placed them very close to each other, both either 
happy with the choice or too tired to care, and then blankets and pillows they found in a box next to 
it. 


“T think we’ll be okay, Toga.” Izuku said, as he lay down on the camp bed and placed himself as 
comfortably as he could. The fire was still burning a safe distance away, and the ambience was 
impossibly snug and homelike. Toga just wanted to burn it into her mind forever, a truly beautiful 
moment amidst a life of failure. 


“We will be. And...you know something? I haven’t gone to bed this early in...it’s been years now. 
First day and you are already changing my habits, huh? Let’s...let’s survive this, okay? And then 


we’ ll see what we do next.” 


After a huge yawn, Izuku said, “I was just about to suggest the same. And yeah...it has been an 
exhausting day, I can’t stay awake for much longer.” 


“Do you really trust me not to...you know...” Toga ran a finger across her throat and made her 
finest imitation of someone comically dying...which had never actually happened with any of the 
people she had actually watch die. 


“T don’t know, but I would still be too tired to stop you anyway, so I put my life in your hands, 
okay?” Izuku said, before yawning again. 


Toga herself was feeling her eyelids heavier and heavier, and her breathing turning slower. Not 
even at her most murderous would she attempt anything with such tiredness...and besides, Izuku 
was trusting her, literally putting his life on her hands. That felt pretty fucking nice, and she 
preferred to go to sleep with that feeling than with anything else. 


“T give you my word I won’t try anything, Izu...” A yawn interrupted her, and she had a thought, “I 
really need a nickname for you. Tomorrow?” 


“Sure.” Izuku clicked a few times on his phone, locked it, and smiled at Toga, sleepily, and closed 
his eyes. Covering himself up even more with the blankets, Izuku said, “Good night, Toga.” 


“Sweet dreams, Izuku.” 


Hours upon hours of work had left Momo Yaoyorozu exhausted and famished. They were locked 
in at a large building in the military base, with veritable waterfalls streaming down the windows, 
and gales forcing them to keep the windows shut. Momo had been busy: helping Mei organize the 
civilians into ordered groups so they could receive the supplies UA had sent, reuniting families 
with Tsuyu, checking on the team’s next moves with lida and Ochako. It truly was a lot to do, and 
Izuku’s absence was clearly felt. 


Izuku was not the team’s official leader; in paper, all the members were equal partners in the 
agency, except for Mei, who would have extra earnings for advertisement and merchandise...when 
those existed. Probably at some point after graduation, they would think on that. 


With all members having equal voice and standing, it was easier to assign roles based more on 
aptitude than seniority, preference, or any sort of favoritism. Izuku was a good tactician, Momo 
was better as a strategist, seeing the bigger picture beyond the current fight. And to get him back, it 
would take a while. 


The storm had reached its maximum strength, and had sent gigantic waves crashing against the 
coast. The rain massed into veritable rivers along the streets, flooding lowland areas and 
destroying any buildings not built to withstand the tide. Most of Okinawa’s houses would hold on 
and the infrastructure would survive, but sheds and food stands, and bus stops and all those other 
smaller fixtures would get swept away. The property damage would be devastating, but the Hero 
Net was reporting very small numbers of casualties. 


Among those, one hero missing in action. 


Izuku’s phone was still on, and the Hero Net connection was via satellite, so they knew he was still 
there, and that his status was alright. If necessary, he could send a distress signal, but it seemed 
unlikely he would try that; Izuku was stubborn and would weather the storm on his own terms. Or 
at least that was what lida, Mei, Shouto and Tsuyu agreed on. A “good night” message through a 
secure Hero Net channel let the team know that their friend was safe and sound. 


Ochako and Shouto had been working out a plan to remove the rubble by freezing it solid and then 
lifting it, using Ochako’s power and Mei’s power armour. So far, it seemed like their best shot at 
getting Izuku out...but it would have to wait till the storm passed. The eye of the storm would not 
pass over the collapsed building, so not even that would give them a chance. 


Now, hunched over a table full of maps and navigation charts, Momo tried to think up of ways of 
how to get the last few hundred refugees out of their base in Okinawa and safely to Kagoshima. It 
was not going well. “There is too much wind for planes and helicopters, and the sea is too rough 
for the ferry. Perhaps these people will have to wait it out as well. Or perhaps...no, that wind 
gambit must have been a one time thing.” Momo muttered, referring to Inasa Yoarashi’s feat of 
power. 


Inasa and Camie had arrived just an hour earlier, last of the Naha groups to arrive. Camie had 
instantly excused herself for a shower and a nap, and Inasa had disappeared in search of “a metric 
ton of hamburgers”. He had invited Shouto to come along and celebrate, but Shouto had decided it 
was better to plan for saving Izuku, and had respectfully declined. Some minutes later, Inasa had 
returned and given Shouto one of said hamburgers, with a huge smile and a pat on the back. 


And for Momo, he had brought three. Famished as she was, Momo had done short work of the 
meal, delighting in the simple, humble taste of mass produced fast food, and the thousands of 
calories it contained. Tsuyu and lida had joined her, as well as Mei, who chased down her burger 
with a rather...synthetically coloured energy drink from a transparent bottle, which she explained as 
"The one and only Energy Drink Baby!". 


“Yaoyorozu, all the civilians we were dealing with are already asleep.” lida reported, before 
bowing politely and digging into his food, some sushi that smelled absolutely delicious. Then 
again, Momo was probably just very hungry for anything and everything, so she might be biased. 


“The kids took it all more easily once I told them to treat it like an adventure, kero.” Tsuyu added, 
with an exhausted smile. She had been dealing with the frustration of Izuku being lost while being 
her direct teammate through action, energetically taking charge of making sure the children were 
taken care of. Momo admired Tsuyu’s maternal side and how kind and caring she was with the 
little ones. 


“Hmmm, I should have brought more Babies...” Mei said, not really joining the conversation. She 
had not been too concerned after learning Izuku was trapped, as he was unharmed, because she had 
made all sorts of “Survival Babies” for him and it would be a thrilling opportunity to test them out. 


Momo suspected that Mei perhaps had some feelings for Izuku, but with the inventor girl one 
could never really tell, perhaps they truly were just best friends and nothing else. She was 
unapologetically Mei, who could go from not caring at all to trying to sell you a half baked idea at 
the same speed as her mind worked on the blueprints, who had zero tact and patience with people, 
but would spend hours locked up working until the invention was perfect. 


And for the untrained eye, Izuku Midoriya was a good match for the genius girl. He kept up with 
her mentally and they spoke at ludicrous speeds among them, and he was just as involved in the 
process of inventing new support items. But everyone else had argued that Izuku had probably 
liked Ochako, so it was all a vague mess, and Momo preferred to focus on her own love life 


instead. 


Thinking of that, she turned her gaze to Shouto, who was quite busy devouring his hamburger, 
apparently having taken a break from meticulously planning the rescue. “Guess that is my 
chance!” Momo said, to no one in particular, but all three of her friends gave her a thumbs up and 
Mei even gave her a little push. 


Talking about how Momo liked Shouto had been...different with Mei than with the other girls. 
Ochako had been supportive, Mina and Tooru had been over the moon with excitement and had 
asked for every detail, Kyoka had given a bit of snarky advice, extremely happy for her friend; 
Tsuyu had just said, “So you finally accepted it, kero?”. 


Mei...Mei had suggested that Momo build an 18 meter mech called a “Mobile Suit’, armed with a 
rifle and a beam saber, to present it as a gift. She was truly something. A good friend, but 
absolutely clueless about feelings! 


“Hey!” Momo said as he approached Shouto. The boy almost choked on the bite he had taken from 
his burger, and couldn’t answer for a moment, but he nodded and gave the best smile he 
could...which was extra sweet because he had food stuffing his cheeks like a chubby squirrel! 


“Hey.” Shouto answered, some time later, after cleaning his mouth with a napkin. Momo had no 
idea how a human being could go from stuffing his face with fast food one instant, to looking 
completely adorable the next, but Shouto somehow managed it. 


“How’s the plan going?” Momo asked, sitting closer. They were both exhausted, sweaty, and their 
breath smelled of hamburger, but Momo didn’t particularly care. 


“We know what to do but...” he pointed out the window of the building, where rain was 
threatening to flood the lower floors and lightning raged outside, thunder following shortly, 
“.. Typhoon Shouko isn’t exactly cooperating.” 


“Tt will all be alright, Shouto, we’re doing great!” Momo said. Hyping herself up, even in moments 
of doubt, had been one of the measures Momo had taken to combat how insecure and unprepared 
Momo had felt throughout her first year at UA. It was all a conscious effort to be better and 
become the hero who she wanted to be. 


“All these victims...we need to help more, Momo. I feel like I’m not doing enough. Risking my 
own life is less than they deserve.” Shouto said, after mulling it over for some moments. His voice 
was passionate, almost desperate...but for a stranger, it would have sounded just the same as 
Shouto always did. 


But Momo was no stranger. She was the girl who had already been on a very nice date with 
Shouto, she knew him well and wanted to keep knowing him even better. As his...girlfriend, she 
would have to! “I feel the same, sometimes I think I’m selfish for just thinking I can fix more 
things by, well, being here, than by using money...” 


“Oh.” Shouto said, a small smirk appearing on his lips. 


“Oh indeed.” Momo answered, and in unison both rich kids took out their cards and cell phones, 
giggling mischievously as they used every resource they had to help the victims. 


“HAWKS!!! Get over here, I need your help with something.” Enji Todoroki bellowed to his 
colleague, that he still wasn’t sure yet if to strongly convince of breaking up with his daughter, or 
threaten him so they would marry soon. 


“T’m going over there, what’s up, Endy?” Hawks skeeted over, quickly escaping the torrents of rain 
that left his wings drenched full of water and too heavy to fly. Maybe if his wingspan had been 
smaller, the umbrella might have been enough, but alas, those wings were as big as they had to be. 
Tokyo was already catching some of the rain the typhoon carried, which only made Enji realize 
how strong the rain likely was in Okinawa. 


“There’s a weird text in my phone, I don’t really understand it.” It wasn’t just that Enji was a bit 
clueless with technology and the lexicon of today’s youth; his ever present flames were causing 
steam to fog up both his reading glasses and the phone screen itself. 


Hawks wiped off said steam and took a look, “...Endeavor, this says somebody used your agency’s 
funds to buy water and supplies for about five thousand people.” Hawks answered, trying not to 
laugh and failing miserably at it. 


“SHOUTOOOOOOOOOOO!!!!” 


Chapter End Notes 
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Holding court 


All for One sat down on a regal hardwood chair, the closest thing to a throne to be found on the 
Monastery of Famine, made more comfortable with animal pelts and some folded up blankets (well 
hidden under the fancier looking pelts), and got ready to “hold court”. Outside wind was howling; 
winter on the canyons and the mountains was harsh, dangerous. His monks needed to get up before 
dawn just to melt off the snow that gathered in the courtyard, but there was no rain, thankfully. Just 
like when people with broken knees were affected by the humidity of rain, AFO would simply feel 
like crap all over. Thankful for the weather, he turned to the hall, ready to start. 


There were three matters to attend on the day; a dispute over a leadership position between two 
monks, an interview with some doctors the Monastery had kidnapped, and an audience with Nine, 
the villain he would use to strike at the heart of Japan at the same time as he repelled whatever 
response Izuku Midoriya and the heroes sent could muster. 


AFO knew all too well that Midoriya would volunteer and just how little the Japanese would be 
actually risking, so he needed to soften up their defences. A new age was starting, and All for One 
would rule again, as openly as he had decades ago, unopposed. Using a pawn like Nine, he could 
take out top heroes, create chaos and make it all much easier. 


“All for One, we can start as soon as you are ready.” Qing, the monk AFO had elevated to be his 
lieutenant, said. Like all of them, he had a shaved head, a lean build, and combat gear mixed with 
orange robes. There was still a hint of fear in his person; the too-fast eye movements, the extra 
sweating, the ever present, involuntary twitch in his movements...but he endured it better than 
most. 


“Good. Send them in.” 


Two monks walked in through the heavy wooden doors of the “throne room’, located in a hall 
directly in front of the main courtyard. The hall had a vaulted ceiling, and the walls were filled 
with mosaics of Buddhist imagery, in a very, very old style. AFO would have asked one of the 
monks in which dynasty the place had been built, or some of the history, but he knew they had no 
idea. They may have been strong and clever, but they had no culture. Statues of sitting Buddhas 
flanked AFO's throne, but both statues had been beheaded, an act of defiance to the establishment 
by the monks. As if Buddha ever oppressed anyone, that pacifist fuck. 


AFO examined the monks, casually. He wasn't particularly concerned about them. One had wind 
control powers, the other magma. AFO did not remember the names of either. 


“My lord!” the wind monk started. AFO noticed a heavy countryside accent in the Mandarin he 
used so deferentially. “I wish to prove I am worthy of leading the next strike, and not Ren!” The 
magma monk stared at his counterpart angrily. 


“T earned that right!” 
“Like hell you did, you are just as lazy and undisciplined as-” 


“Enough.” AFO whispered, and the room turned quiet. Both men shook where they stood, melting 
under the stare of his absent eyes. “You two don’t need me to arbitrate this. Fight it out in the yard, 
and I will reward the winner with the loser’s Quirk. Now get out of my sight.” One less issue, one 
more opportunity. The first Nomu created since the doctor had died...and a message for everyone 
who would see. 


Both monks left, eyeing each other greedily and with murderous intent. The stench of death could 
almost be sensed in the air, and AFO was sure that, beyond the heavy gates of his hall, the 
courtyard tiles would be soaked with blood. Would it set a precedent of killing to achieve their 
goals? AFO hoped so. The monks were anarchists who followed the strong, and they should apply 
that inwardly as well as outwardly. Sounds of fighting soon erupted, but AFO didn’t give it any 
mind. The best monk would win. 


Next up the monks shoved in a team of six doctors, terrified, their heartbeats spiking to dangerous 
levels. Some had useful healthcare Quirks, some just had their brains and steady hands. All of them 
were unsteady on their feet, one reeked of urine, having pissed himself out of fear; AFO made a 
mental note to order the man to change before getting anywhere near him. 


“Welcome, honoured doctors, to the Monastery of Famine. I believe it is futile to tell you how 
doomed you are if you try anything clever, right?” AFO said, “I can kill you myself, even while 
under anaesthetics. And my people do not trust you. So be honest, be useful, and both you and your 
families will live content and safe.” The anaesthesia was a lie; he would be vulnerable while put 
under, and would have to rely on the monks and fear itself. 


“R-right...errr...why do you want us?” a doctor was finally brave enough to ask. A middle aged 
woman, with an uninteresting Quirk that increased the dexterity of her thumbs; a good power for a 
surgeon to have, but hardly useful for a supervillain bent on ruling a continent as a living god. She 
would keep her power, and, if she worked well, she would too keep the lives of her husband, 
parents, and son. 


Qing, his second in command, had been the one to sneak into the campus where the doctor’s son 
attended college, and the pictures of the sleeping youngster were more than enough for the woman 
to show some backbone and talk at the most dangerous man alive. 


“T am the survivor of terrible battles that would have killed anyone else, doctor. And I bear the 
scars of it. I have the equipment necessary for my healthcare, but not yet the manpower to operate 
it. That is where you come in. Consider yourself employed, doctors.” They shuffled on their feet, 
but a look from the lead doctor made them all fall in line. 


“You, the one that spoke. Introduce yourself. I let the choosing of my doctors to my lieutenants, but 
I want to know the name of the person operating on me.” AFO said, activating one of his most 
trusted Quirks, Cold Reading; through conversation it created a primitive mind link between the 
user and the victim, allowing for gleaning facts and predicting next moves. For many villains, 
talking was a weakness. For All for One, it could feed him information. 


“Tam Han Yuexin, I am fifty-six years old, and I have three PHDs on Quirk related illnesses, and 
my research paper on Quirk factor cell metastasis made me a candidate for the Medicine Nobel 
Prize.” The doctor had a most impressive curriculum, and the research paper she mentioned was 
the perfect bargaining chip with Nine. 


As she spoke, AFO could see more details clearing up; strict upbringing, close relation with 
husband, who she feared to never see again. Disgust at the colleague who had pissed himself, 
powerlessness. 


“Are you familiar with Doctor Rashit Gjinali?” 


Doubt, then realization. Fear, more fear. Connecting two and two together, the doctor knew who 
she was referring to. “Yes...he won the Nobel six years ago...and then was found murdered in his 
home.” 


“He had a Quirk I needed, that my old doctor used to heal me.” 


“It was...it made targeted scar tissue for inner organs, Gyjinali proposed using it as a cure for 
treating Quirks that would otherwise tear patient’s hearts in two...” AFO’s senses picked the bile 
forming in Han Yuexin’s throat, the despair manifesting in vomit, a most usual response. 


“You know about All Might?” AFO asked. 
“Yes?” 


“Half my inner organs are rupturing every instant, and that power is stitching them up constantly.” 
Three thousand surgeries, Han Yuexin had done, and none of them had pushed her to the limit of 
being kidnapped, with her family hostage, with no food for a day, and then told the crude reality of 
the circumstances of just one of the Quirks keeping her new patient alive. She puked onto one of 
her colleagues, who winced in response, but was too afraid to move. 


“That, Doctor Han Yuexin, is what you and your fellows will help me with. Any complaints?” 
There were none, only one old man started sobbing pathetically, mentioning how he didn’t want to 
die. “Good. The brothers here will escort you out...and I may have another patient for you to look 
at, in a few hours, so clean yourselves up, have some decency.” 


A junior brother hurried from a side room with a mop and bucket to clean any liquids left behind 
by the gaggle of terrified doctors, and quickly dealt with the mess, readying up the chamber for 
AFO to bring in his next guest. With a flourish, he took out the phone the monks had given him, 
and called the speech assistant option, “Call Triplets.” 


Instants later, one of the three answered. AFO didn’t know which, since he had not bothered 
learning their names, and they were almost identical to sight, smell and sound, and he needed to use 
Search to tell them apart by Quirk. In the end, it mattered little who was who, as they always 
travelled together and fought together, creating a thunderstorm between the three...the exact power 
Nine was fondest of, and thus the perfect trio to subdue and abduct him. 


“We’re here, All for One...the guy cooperated, there was no fight.” The triplet’s voice was smooth 
and calm, as a monk’s should be, but there was also some disappointment; fighting a storm against 
another had to be a dream for the Triplets, and it had dissipated now, like a typhoon against the 
highlands. 


“Well done. Hold onto him, I’m bringing you in.” 


Foul-smelling liquid started to pour from thin air before All for One, thick like crude oil, black as 
ink. From it emerged four men, three in light orange robes and combat gear, with heads shaved off 
and tattooed, and one in a white suit and a combination of harness and mask, meant to sustain him 
artificially and keeping him from succumbing to his cells corrupting and killing him. 


Nine wasn’t phased by the teleportation, even as his captors were, looking annoyed and disgusted, 
and with clear signs of wanting a change of clothes and a bath. The “freelancer”, as Pestilentia had 
called him, stood tall and proud in the middle of the roof, his eyes sharp and staring right at AFO. 


He had guts, that was plain to see. But beyond the bravado, his eyes hid desperation, so much 
desperation. 


“All for One.” Nine said, bowing respectfully. AFO had not expected that and was pleasantly 
surprised by the polite gesture. 


“Nine, was it? I know of your reputation, a pleasure to finally meet.” The reputation was less than 


stellar, with setbacks stopping Nine from acquiring a Quirk to get himself stable for over a year and 
relying on Ujiko for synthetic drugs to keep his imitation All for One Quirk from turning him to 
dust. 


Last winter, the villain had apparently found a possible solution in the form of a girl called Eri... 
who was safely protected inside UA. Ujiko had strongly advised against that course of action, and 
using the doctor’s wide net of paediatric contacts, had found a likely Quirk on Nabu island, to the 
south...only for a skirmish against Hawks and Miruko to stop Nine’s crew from ever boarding a 
ship towards the island, and heroes dispatched there to keep an eye on any happenings. 


A year later, Nine was no closer to fixing himself, and Ujiko’s medicine had to be running out. He 
had to make a deal, or die. 


“Likewise, All for One. Your men said you had a...proposition?” His words were measured, 
careful. He was a man used to hiding his weakness every waking moment, who understood pain 
and power. A dangerous man, and in an ambush, perhaps strong enough to even kill All for One... 
but there would be no fighting. 


“T do. [have heard you are an idealist, my friend, are you not?” AFO asked, baiting in the younger 
villain. 


“Yes. I believe the strong should rule the weak. No heroes, no villains. Just power! I have made 
sacrifices to have this power, and can bend the world to my will, and reward those who fight with 
me. We will create a new land, where everything is as it should be!” He was passionate, AFO 
could give him that. His social Darwinism, in the age of Quirks, was certainly not unique, at all, 
but he seemed certain. 


“That sounds quite similar to the ideology of Liberation...are you a follower of Destro’s little 
book? I heard they had reprints last year and it was quite successful.” AFO suggested, seeing Nine 
squirm slightly when his originality was questioned. 


“T heard whispers of a new Liberation Army forming, and intended to take it over and rule it...but 
it was just that, whispers. That ideology is sound, yes, the freedom to use our Quirks as naturally as 
they are to us, and to follow those strongest...but I wouldn’t call myself a believer of it or 
anything. I make my own rules, All for One, and don’t care if the ghost of Destro judges me from 
whatever hell he is in.” 


More and more AFO was liking this upstart, this arrogant pretender. Nine had not yet admitted that 
what he really wanted was AFO’s throne, but it was plain to see. The greed, the envy...the man 
wanted everything. And AFO would give just enough for him to turn into a pawn. 


“T can definitely respect that. So, tell me, Nine...what force can you muster? Who are your crew?” 
AFO knew everything beforehand, but he was curious to see how the man spoke of his people. 


“There are four of us; Slice, Chimera and Mummy. They believe in me, and I in them, and together 
I know we can achieve our dreams. There is just one thing in the way, and when we get it, no one 
will stand in our way!” He spoke as if he had a whole army behind him, and not just three people; 
they had to be decent fighters at least. 


“The man you knew as Doctor Ujiko was my henchman. I know exactly what your situation is. 
And I have the right doctors to treat you. As for the Quirks you have coveted for a time now...you 
shall have them, as well as money and safehouses.” Now that some of his Japanese contacts had 
answered the call, he could offer that, at least. 


“That...what’s the mission?” Nine asked. If his mouth wasn’t covered, AFO was sure the villain 
would be smiling. A sudden shake overtook him, and Nine almost stumbled, but he held on, stayed 
on his feet. AFO waited for Nine to compose himself, and spoke as the younger villain moved a 
strand of white hair from his forehead. 


“Take out Endeavor, Hawks and as many top-ranking heroes. Prove that you can conquer the world 
you want to rule.” AFO grinned, satisfied that Nine had been an easy pawn to acquire. 


“Sounds like we have a deal, All for One.”” AFO offered his hand to shake, and Nine approached. 
The moment their hands touched, AFO realized that there were only two outcomes possible; Nine 
would be defeated in battle, or he would win, get cocky, and AFO would end him quickly. A 
perfect plan, with little to lose. 


“You will meet the doctors I have...acquired, in a few hours. Meanwhile, you are our guest. 
Brothers, get this man food and drink, if he wants, and a room to rest at.” Several monks attended 
to the villain, walking him out of the chamber. With some satisfaction, AFO perceived Nine almost 
collapse the moment he left his sight, believing he was unseen. He was weak, an easy foe if the 
future brought on that fight. But yet, AFO had earned his cooperation, and perhaps his loyalty. 


Nine was completely expendable, and now he would walk to his death happily. 


A chasm spanning hundreds of meters opened up before Izuku, and, a thousand meters below, a 
smoking structure, made of metal and stone, no natural asteroid having fallen down to earth. The 
crater was old, very old, but the smoke...it was new. It smelled like the distant scent of charcoal 
burning, but extended in dark plumes that coloured the horizon. 


“What even is that?” Izuku asked himself, gathering One for All throughout his body to start 
leaping down safely and land without harm. He felt his body light, ethereal, and barely felt any 
recoil when his feet touched the ground. 


Izuku looked back and saw just how deep the crater was, and the sheer mystery of the situation 
threatened to overwhelm him. How did I get here? Where exactly is “here”? Am I alone? Should I 
be on guard? There seemed to be no way but forward, advancing towards the smoke. More and 
more it shifted, starting to smell like burnt cooking. 


Izuku rushed through and found the entrance to the structure, a gigantic building made of stone and 
metal, wrought of mammoth slabs of material that were dozens of meters wide and even bigger in 
height, through corridors where titans could have walked, past chambers of vaulted ceilings that he 
could not see. 


And into an inner courtyard, filled with trees and ponds, perfectly kept and manicured, a 
symmetrical garden of beauty, dominated by a central platform, with rounded edges and seamless 
construction. Several people were there, as was the source of the smoke. With confident steps, 
Izuku approached, hoping to uncover the reasons for everything... 


“Young Izuku, I’m really sorry, I burnt up the hamburgers.” Standing before a shiny new grill 
stood All Might, dressed in cargo shorts, a polo shirt, white sneakers and an apron that proudly 
displayed “Kiss the MIGHTY CHEF!”’. 


Blinking, Izuku realized that the inner sanctum of the mysterious structure was actually a picnic 


spot by the Heights Alliance dorms at UA, and the people he had seen were actually his friends 
and family. All Might of course was there, as was his mom, Shouto, Tenya, Mei, Shinsou...even 
Ochako was there, and Kacchan, with his family. Eri and Kouta were there, playing heroes and 
villains, and Izuku could see Aizawa laughing. The more he looked around, the more familiar faces 
he saw, all enjoying the food, the warmth of spring and the time together. 


And then someone poked him on the shoulder gently, so Izuku turned around to find a cute girl 
looking at him with a cheeky smile on her face, which showed the world her fangs. Her hair was 
loose and flowed around with the wind, framing her golden eyes. 


“T saved you a burger that the old man didn’t burn, Izuku, this is for you.” 


It was all so clearly a dream that Izuku woke up, almost instantly. Blinking and yawning, he 
stretched and got as comfortable as he could; there had been no alarm clock, so he still had time to 
sleep and rest. If his memory was right, it was a weekday, so he would train for an hour and then 
shower and dress for class or patrol. But there would be time enough for that, and to ponder why he 
had just dreamt with Himiko Toga at a picnic...or why his subconscious mind didn’t trust All 
Might with a grill. 


With a yawn, Izuku turned sideways, resting his cheek on the pillow, ready to close his eyes and 
steal whatever sleep he could...and then he saw her, and remembered exactly where he was and 
how he had gotten there. 


Toga was there, snoring softly, her hair all over her neck and face...and she was cute. It was so 
confusing to Izuku. Gods, what if I’m getting a crush on her? Is that possible? She’s very pretty 
and it is somewhat easy to talk to her, but she has tried to kill me and has left people bleeding out 
on the streets...helping her is more important, though, maybe I can just...deal with anything later, 
I don’t think I’m having a crush anyway... 


And even if I do have a crush on her, it doesn’t matter. It would be just like with Ochako; letting 
go, killing any feelings, moving on...I could do it again, yes. But it doesn’t matter. She needs 
support and the right kind of attention, and that way she can really be okay, and I can at least do 
that! 


Toga was asleep, so she didn’t notice Izuku staring at her. He felt like a pervert doing so, but still 
he stared, watching how the covers wrapped around her legs, how baggy his shirt looked on her. A 
part of him was excited beyond belief that a girl was wearing his shirt and he felt...proud? 
Attracted by it? Confused, that was all he was. 


He had taken great efforts not to look at Toga as she changed the night before, or to stare 
indecently at any point; Inko Midoriya had raised a gentleman, after all, but he had still noticed 
some things. How her arms were stronger than expected under her baggy sweater, how she had 
purposely left the bottom two buttons on the shirt unbuttoned and it showed her stomach, and her 
abs...Mineta would have a field day teasing Izuku for some of the thoughts he had had. 


But if anything was making him confused, it was Toga’s personality. He knew she showed 
empathy to her friends with the League of Villains, and she had even pushed Izuku aside the day 
before when the rubble had fallen down, getting her leg pierced in the process. She could be kind 
and caring. 


But she was also a dangerous criminal. A criminal that needed help and was as much a victim of 
terrible deeds as anyone, but still a criminal. Even with the best plea possible, Toga would serve 
time in jail, or at least house arrest. House arrest, Izuku, really? Why did I think that? Was it that 
dream and how domestic it felt? Damn, I’m so confused, I need so much time to think...at least All 


for One is worrying me less. 


In so many ways, Izuku felt more focused while dealing with a smaller situation such as surviving 
the storm with a wounded victim. The fact that the wounded victim was Toga added a layer of 
complexity, but it was nowhere near as stressful as the fact that he would have to face the one who 
was likely the most dangerous man alive. Maybe I could ask Toga for her advice...I don’t know if 
she met AFO any times but she fights differently than heroes and maybe there could be some trick? 


I also really need to get those grappling lessons Kacchan suggested but...the best one I know who 
is good at that, is Uraraka, and well...I really don’t want to try anything anymore with her, it 
would just be painful. Maybe a dojo somewhere, after I return... 


Toga stirred, her hand moving up to her face and moving the strands of hair away. They had set up 
the camp beds quite close; Izuku figured that if Toga needed him during the night, she could wake 
him up like that. Jt wasn’t as if I wanted to be close or anything... And with the closeness, her 
scent. The pomegranate shampoo was still as sweet smelling and alluring, but then again Izuku 
would probably just enjoy any nice scent from this distance. 


Izuku held his breath as Toga opened one eye, sleepily, and smiled wide. He closed his eyes and 
breathed as regularly as he could, trying to look as if he was asleep, feeling Toga’s gaze heavily on 
him ash she blinked and watched, contently. She yawned, and Izuku could hear her bed tensing as 
she stretched her arms and moved a bit more. 


Izuku knew he was being stared at by someone who liked him, who said she was in love with him 
and...he liked it? He knew he should feel scared because of who it was that liked him, but the 
world was changing so much and so fast...it just made him feel more confident, more attractive, 
more worthy. Somebody liked him! It was a first, really, but even so, it somehow felt great. Even 
under her gaze, he felt...appraised, instead of judged. To know that she liked what she saw when 
she looked at him? Izuku liked it. He knew he shouldn’t, but he did. 


Thankful he had positioned himself in the least...compromising position (he was a teenage boy and 
his body, well, it acted as expected in the mornings...), Izuku just relaxed and tried to sleep again, 
trusting Toga not to do anything against him. 


“Oww...” she said, apparently having pinched herself, “Huh, it is real? I hope it will still be here 
later...” Toga yawned again, and within a minute she was again snoring softly. It was a calming 
sound, just like sleeping in his mother’s bed when he was a toddler had been calming. There was 
just something about the closeness of another person and how he didn’t feel as alone as he would 
sometimes feel at night... J could get used to this. Maybe not exactly like this but...this is the kind 
of thing I wanted when I fell in love with Ochako, didn’t I? To feel a bit less alone in the moments 
where no one else is there...It is probably pathetic, I can already imagine Kacchan laughing at 
it... 


Izuku kept his breathing regular and let himself be lulled back to slumber by Toga’s snoring. His 
blanket was warm, the camp bed surprisingly comfortable, and he even had a pillow. The place had 
been very well equipped...maybe Toga had selected it for the supplies? He was snug and toasty, 
and so content. We are literally trapped, I can sleep in today and then see how the storm goes and 
how soon they can get us out of here, maybe see if there is a safe way to tunnel out of here... 
perhaps I can do some bodyweight training to stay in shape? His thoughts became slower and 
slower, and he started drifting off... 


And then he heard Toga scream. It was a breathless yell, full of pain, and Izuku was beside her in 
an instant. Her eyes had rolled back and her limbs flailed about, convulsing. She has epilepsy? If 
that was the case, he knew that the best idea was to let the seizure happen and that it would pass 


soon, but in an instant her arm hit against the camp bed's metal rim, and he could see even more 
pain in her face. 


Screw what should be done, this isn't epilepsy, this seizure is different. I have to hold her, so she 
doesn’t hurt herself! Izuku took her arms with one hand, quickly, and then pinned her legs with his 
own, keeping a hand free to act in case her tongue rolled back; that could suffocate her. Her 
screams were harrowing, and tears streamed down from her eyes. 


But as quickly as it had happened, the seizure stopped, and Toga’s body became limp in Izuku’s 
arms. Gasping, her eyes shot open, looking around, scared, until she saw Izuku, at that point she 
sighed and breathed more deeply again. 


“That...that hadn’t happened in a while.” Toga said, a few moments later, massaging her calves, 
which apparently had cramped up. “Can you...can you help me with the other one, Izu-” Izuku 
took her leg as gently as he could and started massaging it with a technique Tenya had shown him 
the first time his legs had really cramped up, one night after overtraining with them and not having 
consumed enough potassium that day. “Yeah, that’s...right there.” 


Toga huffed in pain as Izuku massaged the knots on her muscles away, feeling the leg loose the 
built-up tension slowly, while Toga worked on the other one. “Umm Toga? What was that? Is that 
epilepsy?” 


“T don’t know...it happens sometimes with the...with the nightmares. I have a lot. Some of them 
are about this, well, this place that looks like a school, but there are no teachers. There’s just 
soldiers yelling at me in Russian, and I have to do push-ups till I feel my arms and back will break, 
and I see my hands and they are so small...in others there’s this chair and a screen and...they’re 
just stupid dreams, Izuku, don’t worry about them.” Toga looked off as she spoke, clearly they 
meant more to her than just “stupid dreams”. 


“The dreams and the seizure...Shigaraki had a similar one at Tartarus. Could this be related? Did 
All for One or that doctor do anything to you?” Izuku felt rage boiling in him. /f they did anything 
to her, I will...it is so unfair, she did nothing to them! 


“T...[ don’t think so. I did get nightmares about AFO but he is scary as fuck, didn’t you get 
nightmares of Kamino too?” Toga said, looking straight into Izuku’s eyes. 


“T...[ did. I do.” Izuku shuddered, remembering how for the next month of so he had woken up 
many times in a cold sweat, still with images fresh in his mind of All for One killing All Might, his 
mom or his friends. More reasons to go and end the supervillain. 


“Tf...1f they had something to do...well, Ujiko got his head blown up by a sniper, didn’t he? The 
fucker’s dead and good riddance. And the old man? You’re going after him, aren’t you? It is your 
destiny, with One for All, isn’t it?” Toga asked, getting to the heart of it. 


“T’ve got all the reasons in the world to beat him, don’t I?” Izuku said, as cheerfully as possible. 


“You do. Plus, that old bastard doesn’t have my permission to kill you!” Toga said, pouting. Even 
with just a single ray of light coming through the rubble, Izuku could see how adorable her face 
was when she pouted. “And...I want you to live, okay? Win that and then go visit me in prison and 
all that good stuff!” Well, Izuku Midoriya, that’s one more person who would miss you if you got 
killed...She’s right, though. I have to live to see she gets treated respectfully and gets the 
psychiatric treatments she needs, and to make my mark on the world. I have so much to do...All for 
One is just gonna be a bump on the road! 


“You’re smiling Izuku...I love that smile so damn much. It is so pure.” Toga said, blushing hard. 
At times it seemed like she wore her heart on her sleeve, but now Izuku knew that there was so 
much more than the eye could see... 


“T-thanks! But...really, why do you like me? I...have had the doubt about it for a good while now 
and I just, really, I really don’t know what anyone would like about me...” Izuku said, feeling his 
mood drop. He half expected her to say it was all her Quirk and wanting to kill him, if it was just 
that he could accept it, but still, a part of him hoped... 


“Are you kidding me? Have you taken a look at yourself in the mirror? Have you seen the way you 
act, the ideals you keep? I got a crush on you from the moment I saw you, yes, but every moment 
since I have fallen slowly for you, head over heels. You have EVERYTHING I want in a person, 
Izuku!” Toga was so close, just inches apart and Izuku could notice... 


“’..did you wash your teeth already?” Izuku asked, a bit self-conscious when faced with Toga’s 
minty breath. 


“Are you implying I woke up early, brushed my teeth in the convenient little bathroom that is over 
there and watched you for a long while in the half light as I went to sleep again, to have good 
breath in case we kissed again or something more happened?” Toga said, twiddling her thumbs 
guiltily but smiling like a little demon. 


“N-no? You did?” 


“Yep! But...do you want me to tell you more things I like about you, instead?” Toga gave him a 
wink and just blushed even harder, and Izuku could feel his heart beating so much faster. 


“O...okay!” Izuku answered, too aware of how close they were sitting, on Toga’s bed. Too aware 
of how she was wearing his shirt and pants. Too aware how he had just been massaging her leg. 
Too aware of how they had kissed the day before. 


“You are kind, more than I deserve. You treat me like a person , like I’m worth something...and 
that’s just yesterday. All that time I watched you, all those moments where I have seen you be a 
true hero...I think I noticed first when I saw you save that little girl, Eri. You didn’t hesitate a 
second to save her, and how gentle you were...I think...that was the moment when I stopped being 
in love with the idea I had of you at first, and started falling for who I see now. And it’s happening 
even more now.” 


It wasn’t something he had ever expected to hear...but it was probably exactly what he needed to 
hear. As the rain poured steadily beyond their little shelter, Izuku didn’t know what exactly the 
future would bring, but he knew that what he felt in that moment, he would remember forever. 


“In...in love? With me?” 


“T am!” Toga said, smiling, but that smile died quickly. Izuku could almost see the ‘I want you to 
be in love with me too’ implicit in what she didn’t say, so he hugged her, closely, tenderly, trying to 
pass on the message that he was there and that everything was going to be alright. Toga giggled 
and Izuku could really feel the happiness in the hug they shared. 


Eventually, though, they figured they would need to have breakfast and spend their day as well as 
possible, and maybe get to know each other better as well. As they mixed an MRE’s contents in 
their little pot and fire, Izuku checked the Hero Net app on his phone, and the weather reports on 
the typhoon; it would still take another two and a half days before the worst of it passed and they 
would send rescue teams to the islands again. 


“Tt...1t looks like we’ll have another two days together, Toga.” Izuku said, looking up to find her 
excited grin. 


Toga stayed silent for a moment, squinting her eyes a bit. The only sound was the constant heavy 
rainfall outside. Then she spoke, “Uhhhh...well...that will do perfectly!” She grinned, her sharp 
fangs shining in the soft light. 


Izu-Izu 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


“Toshinori, do you know what happened to Izuku? Is he okay? I...I think he would have called, 
right?” Inko asked. The third cup of tea she had prepared still shook in her hands, but the smile 
from the former hero reassured her. There was something about how Toshinori smiled as himself, 
rather than as All Might, that was completely human, completely normal. 


They were at the Midoriya apartment, the same old walls, the same kitchen, the same smell of the 
cleaning liquid she had used on the floors for 12 years, the same comforting scent of tea. Inko was 
not exactly sure how and why she had invited Toshinori over, but it felt completely normal, just 
two adults who liked each other's company sharing a cup of tea. Completely normal. 


“He is okay. The Hero Net keeps tabs on heroes engaged in action, and he marked himself safe last 
night!” Toshinori slid his phone across the table, showing Izuku’s scared face in the profile picture 
of his Hero Net status card. He was still scared of the camera when they took the picture, my little 
baby... 


“Oh god that is such a relief! I know he is really strong and can fight villains really well, ’m not 
that terrified about that part of his hero work but...I don’t know, Toshinori. Nature is really scary. 
How did that typhoon even form so suddenly and with so much power?” Inko asked. She took a sip 
out of her mug of green tea, the warm liquid soothing her stomach a bit. 


“Tsukauchi and the police are pretty sure it was caused by some sort of weather bomb. I fought 
some villains in the past who tried using similar items, or their Quirks...but it was never storms 
like this. And well...[ could also make some rain with punches!” The last part he admitted with 
some pride, raising a fist triumphantly. “Punching out a small storm was really fun, I saved a 
fishing boat off the coast of Hokkaido like that once!” 


“Oh yes! I think I remember that video...Izuku made me play it for him about a thousand times!” 
Inko giggled, remembering those happy days. Before they learned Izuku was Quirkless. Before 
Hisashi gave himself fully to work, neglecting everything else. Had it been Izuku’s condition that 
had caused that? Had it been something Inko had done? 


It had not been a happy marriage all the way, no. They had dated for too short a time before 
deciding to get married, almost on a whim, because it would give them government benefits, and 
they could move towns in a few years to somewhere better if they saved up the rent from Inko’s 
studio apartment...and so they had done, a few months after Izuku had been born, moving out to 
Musutafu, right next to the Bakugou family. 


The honeymoon period had been sweet, but so brief. Hisashi was not a bad man, but Inko had no 
idea if he had ever truly been in love with her, if she had made a mistake marrying him. They had 
Izuku, so of course she would have stayed for her son’s well being but, in the end, it had been just 
as if Izuku had grown up without a father. 


She knew she had made many mistakes, and regrets she had aplenty. Her relationship with her 
parents wasn’t as close as she would have wanted, she was behind on paying off credit cards, and 
she would still spend sleepless nights beating herself up for events from years and years back, from 
all those jobs she had taken and how they had all never been enough to support Izuku as she had 
wanted. 


Then again, she assumed that anyone would have some insomnia when remembering getting in a 
shouting match with her boss at the supermarket, after hearing him snicker about Izuku’s 
Quirklessness. She had been so angry and upset that she had blown up at the man, got right to his 
face and given him a piece of her mind...and been fired that instant. It had been worth it when she 
had been summoned to the office the next day, and with her Quirk she had pulled on the her boss’ 
computer cables, slicing the little copper wires still inside, bricking the PC completely. 


But not all regrets were about getting upset and doing things recklessly, some were just sad. Like 
how, when volunteering in a homeless clinic on the weekends with some of the nursing knowledge 
she had, she had not been able to keep steady and calm and had run off to the bathroom when they 
had needed her the most, and a man was overdosing on a cocktail of drugs like Trigger, coke and 
ecstasy...she had been a coward, that time. 


They had never held it against Inko for being scared, but she had made a promise then to never 
panic like that again. And now that Toshinori was on the other side of the table, she was doing her 
best not to panic. 


She had always found him attractive. There was just something about his clean cut appearance, 
those baby blue eyes, the easy, confident smile, the fact that he could probably lift her with one 
arm and a car with the other...She would never, EVER tell anyone, but she had really thought 
about it seriously one time Izuku had drawn a picture of himself, Inko and All Might, with his 
crude little handwriting captioning it as “me, mommy and daddy”. 


She could have blamed not having seen her husband in over a year when that had happened, or 
anything else, but she had decided not to punish herself, and dream a little. Yes, All Might was a 
total hottie, but it was alright. It wasn’t like they’d ever meet or anything, or talk or have tea...or 
both call Izuku a son. 


Life was weird, Inko had decided. 


And she was a free woman again, wasn’t she? And All Might...no, Toshinori, was still very 
attractive. He still had those strong hands that seemed so much more suited to patting a baby’s back 
to make him burp, or to lift up said baby and spin around, everyone laughing. Sure, he didn’t have 
the same superhero physique, but Inko was pretty sure that with his combat experience and the 
reflexes he still had, Toshinori could and would kick ass if needed. 


And, if anything, she enjoyed his real personality a lot more than how she imagined he would act 
from his public presence, from the movies and interviews, the ads and the action figures. He was 
kind, he cared, and he seemed to have all the time in the world to check in on her in a random day, 
because he knew she would be worried about Izuku. 


Was it assuming too much, hoping too much, to imagine that he didn’t want to see her frightened? 
That he wanted to reassure her that everything would be alright, because he was now here? Well, 
he was cheesy enough for that line, that much she knew by now. 


“That time I saved those fishermen...it was fun. They gave me a big fish as thanks, and Nighteye 
got in contact with this famous sushi chef, and all the agency had some! It really was delicious, I 
wish you had been there, it was just...” Toshinori kissed his fingers theatrically, then grinned. He 
was dangerous, Inko realized. 


Toshinori was putting her in grave danger of having an actual crush again. 


She was 43 years old now, and her marriage had been eighteen of those years...it was a feeling she 
had not expected again. “Do you still have that chef’s number? I think I’ve seen you eat more and 


more food these days, Toshinori, so why not go to someone who can actually cook?” Dammit, why 
is self-deprecation so easy? He clearly has liked my cooking, why did I say that? 


“Sadly he retired, but Lunch Rush has many other chef friends...” Toshinori gulped, blinked a few 
times and smiled shakily, before saying, “Would you like...would you like to have dinner with me, 
at one of those restaurants?” Inko could see that he was excited and maybe even a bit scared, and 
blushing more than she had ever seen a grown man blush. And it was adorable. 


Of course, it made her cry. Being asked out was a pretty overwhelming experience, it was 
unexpected, and she was not prepared mentally or emotionally for it. Her mind was flooded with a 
million questions before she could even think of her answer; if anyone would judge them, if the 
place they would go would be too expensive, if she had any cute dresses that still fit, if Izuku 
would hate her for dating All Might or if he would approve... 
“Yes!” Inko finally said, “Yes, I do want to have dinner together!” 

“Oh my goodness!” Toshinori said, letting out a huge sigh as if he had been holding his breath 
waiting for her answer. How can he be so pure? He has no right to be so...so happy, it’s just sad, 
old Inko Midoriya...why is he smiling like that? “I...?m actually really sorry I asked out of the 
blue, but the conversation gave me an opening and...well, I wanted to ask anyway, but...” His 
gaze wandered away, and he just wrung his hands nervously. 


“Hey, it’s alright! I didn’t cry because it made me upset, I cry about everything! I’m actually 
banned from the Musutafu Supercentral Cinema because I cried so much during a screening of that 
old film, “Your Name’”...poor employees had to mop like three gallons of tears. But I...I have a 
question.” 


Toshinori looked puzzled as he answered, “Yes?” 


“Why?” Inko asked. Maybe he would back down with such a hard question, or maybe it would just 
make it all awkward, but she had to know. A part of her was scared, and the tears were just as 
ready to flow again. 


“Why I want to have dinner with you? Well...I have two reasons.” Toshinori was acting a bit shy, 
but there was a smile forming slowly on his lips as he spoke, and Inko felt he was telling the truth. 
And those baby blue eyes, even with the dark sclerae that had been a consequence of terrible fights, 
those eyes stared right into hers. They stared into her dull, boring green eyes, and she felt that she 
could trust him. 


“First... just want to. I haven’t ever invited anyone to dinner before, and I want to change that. I 
see now just how much I had all these years and I never realized it was there. I had time, but I 
didn’t feel it; I was too focused on avenging Master, on protecting Japan...it felt like there weren’t 
enough hours in the day. But I could have had more time with my friends, I know that now. 
Nighteye, Dave...I pushed them away for so long...I was an idiot. I had so much support from 
everyone around me, I had so much love...but I felt alone up there in the top.” 


Toshinori paused, frowning, then said, “I am not living anymore to be the Symbol of Peace. I 
just...I just can’t. All Might is dead, but Toshinori...I still want to live, and see and do so many 
things. I want to live to see Izuku succeed and become a better type of hero than I was. I think he is 
already on the way to do so.” He was so proud, that was plain to see. 


“So yes! The first reason is that I want to have a nice night out!” Inko practically swooned at his 
smile. Gods, all the girls in Zumba class are gonna be so jealous! 


“And the second reason?” 


“T say that I want to invite someone to dinner, yes, but...my second reason is that I want it to be 
you. You are an amazing woman, Inko, brave, kind and I really enjoy spending time with you, so I 
want to keep doing that!” Inko was pretty sure that she was melting at the moment, and that no 
tomato at the supermarket she had been fired from was half as red as she currently was. 


“T uhhh...hehe...” Inko managed, before smiling like an idiot and starting to sob again. He likes 
me? Or at least spending time with me...that is more exciting than...well, there have been more 
stressful situations, but positive excitement? I don’t even remember. 


Realizing her tea was getting cold, Inko downed her cup in a single gulp, and, drunk on feelings of 
validation and the slight amount of caffeine three cups of tea had, she said, “Yes! We will have 
dinner! I will wear a nice dress, and we will have fun, and it will be great!” 


Smiling at Toshinori across the table, who answered with a grin of his own, Inko felt relaxed. 
Happy. For the first time since that creepy bastard All for One had escaped, Inko felt some peace. 


“Well, what do we talk about now?” Toshinori asked, chuckling, scratching the back of his neck 
awkwardly. 


“Hmmmm,” Inko thought for a while, then said, “We could go to the living room and see one of 
your movies, and point out the really fake parts? I know half the dialogue by heart, thanks to 
Izuku...” 


Toshinori gave a short laugh and then answered with his usual bombastic manner, “Of course! 
Sounds like fun!” 


As she set up the old movie player and started with the first of many All Might movies, Inko had a 
million thoughts racing in her mind. But most of all, there was something that she hadn’t done in 
many long years; she finally had some juicy gossip to talk about with Mitsuki Bakugou. This time 
the coolest story is mine, Mitsuki...and I'll be needing a bit of your help for it! 


Water washing off beyond their basement was, in the end, just white noise that Toga got used to 
easily enough. In a way, it reminded her of those videos Dabi would use to sleep; sounds of 
waterfalls, the ocean, even rain; all that would drown a fire, would apparently calm him down. And 
videos of glaciers, those he would watch with such a melancholy look...She was no psychologist, 
far from it, but Toga was pretty certain that the ice reminded Dabi of his mother, Rei. 


They had all used different things to fall asleep in the League; Compress would talk with his family 
before bed, Spinner liked lo-fi hip hop beats (he said that the girl in the video reminded him of 
home), Magne had the enviable ability to sleep just about anywhere, Twice was an avid fan of 
podcasts and all manner of audiobooks. And Shigaraki...he was probably the one that slept the 
least. 


Dermatitis was too generous a name for the many allergic reactions and rashes that plagued his 
skin, and no manner of talk was enough to convince him to use some product on his skin. So the 
lad was itchy all the time, a bad thing when trying to sleep. And then, there was the fact he could 
very well melt his bed and the floor beneath if he touched them long enough, so he usually slept in 
chairs or couches, or when absolutely necessary, he would wear some ugly mittens Kurogiri had 


produced one time from a drawer. 


I hope they gave you better gloves and a good bed, Tomura. And that you’re scratching less. Those 
times you drew blood...even I that love blood found it gross. You were an edgy ass, and a bit of a 
fool, but you were alright, and I miss you a bit. I miss those shitty first draft plans that were just 
“rush B” or the ideas of using a whip to smash stuff expecting to find cooked chickens... 


Tomura did sleep, of course, but it was easier to find him hunched over a computer or glued to a 
controller in the living room, playing one of his games there. And in the multiplayer ones he was 
usually the winner, which caused him to be unbelievably smug. / really miss them alll. 


A sudden glint caught her eye and drew her attention back to the present, as Izuku moved out of the 
way of a glowstick and the light shone against the knife she had surrendered and Izuku had placed 
in a visible place. I could take it and attack before he knew, right? I’m pretty fast, and that blade’s 
real good...he is trusting me, I won’t do that. He is trusting me, but can I trust him? Maybe he 
wants to betray me, and to never visit me in prison, and to laugh as I rot there? 


No. His pheromones...there’s all kinds of stress but there isn’t that acrid stench of lies in his sweat. 
He does want to help. 


“So Izuku...what do we do the rest of the day?” Toga asked, as she got up, tentatively placing 
some weight on her injured leg. For just having been impaled, her thigh felt pretty damn good... 
perhaps that EMT glue had some extra medicine? Or maybe the (mostly) decent sleep she had, had 
done a miracle? It really didn’t matter too much, she could probably walk about a bit. Perhaps it 
was that the wind currents in the typhoon were warmer than any winter storm had the right to be, 
and the clammy feeling on her skin would eventually make her restless. 


“T wanted to train as much as I can...I already slept in, and we’re not going anywhere, so...least I 
can do is a couple hundred burpees, right?” He shrugged, smiling like the absolute cutie he was. 


“You do realize that I will be ogling you the entire time and burning the image of it into my mind, 
right?” Toga asked, winking at him playfully and feeling a grin extend upwards, showing off her 
fangs. 


“T...uh...it doesn’t bother me? [ll be okay!” Izuku said, putting on a brave face. Of course, he was 
embarrassed, so Toga further teased him by blowing a kiss at him, puckering her lips and making 
with them a really cute smooching sound. Content with the effect (Izuku being confused and 
perhaps a bit more attracted to her), Toga climbed up on a wooden crate, marked with “Russian 3rd 
Army surplus; Export Only” in Cyrillic, to better watch. 


“T’ll count your reps...and meanwhile, maybe I can determine what your totally cute nickname 
shall be!” 


“Sure!” Izuku said, as he stretched, first his neck, then moving on to his shoulders and arms. 
Fuck...yeah, stretch your arms above your head, just like that, make your abs show as your shirt 
moves...FUCK. Who gave you the right to look like that? Who? Did All Might’s training do this? 
Or was it Aizawa? Maybe I shouldn’t have stabbed Eraserhead, if he is putting you through this... 


“First idea, how about just calling you “bae” or “boo”?” Toga saw him consider it for a moment as 
he stretched his back and moves his hips to limber up, letting Toga watch more and more of him in 
action. “Hmmm...a bit too Camie-ish. I don’t think it fits my usual words. Maybe baby? Perhaps at 
times...” 


She lost her train of thought entirely as he started moving down to touch his toes, stretching his 


lower back and legs with that. Holy...Hatsume, that shirt was probably your idea, thank you, thank 
you! Skin-tight and with various parts being a breathable mesh, it just stirred Toga’s imagination. 
Control, control...don’t get so thirsty, Himiko Toga, you gotta manage the situation well... 


“Oh, I have one! How about “my hero”’?” 
“['m...[?’m your hero?” Izuku asked, honestly surprised. 


“You literally saved my life, Izuku, and, well...you’re giving me hope. Stain said true heroes are 
like that...you aren’t just a fighter, you really care. Kouta, Eri...1 know about them, I saw how you 
risked it all to save them. If all heroes were like you, I don’t think I’d ever have been a villain...but 
who knows. Hmmm...I’Il keep this idea but I want another.” 


Izuku paused for an instant, blushing very red. To better distinguish day and night, and for some 
semblance of normality, Izuku had decided to use white glowsticks for the daylight hours and 
orange for the evening, and that meant Toga could see him even more clearly now! 


“Toga, ’m...I’m flattered you think I’m a good hero but... still have a ways to go if I really want 
to help more people. Though...I will do my best.” Izuku said. He was finally done with his 
stretches, and looked quite ready to work out now. 


Toga’s fine sense of smell picked up on the hint of sweat already beginning to mix with his 
deodorant, which smelled of one of those “manly” odours that skincare companies sold, like 
“Hero’s Power”, “Eagle’s Crest” or even “Wash”, which featured the hero of the same name. Toga 
didn’t quite identify the scent, but she was sure it would stay in her memory for a long time. 


“ll start slow so we can still talk, alright?” Izuku said, before dropping down to the floor and 
doing a very slow pushup, focusing on the technique and that every muscle group was correctly 
engaged. There was more concentration than effort on his face than effort, but it was just the first 
move and Toga expected a lot of repetitions. 


“Okay, good idea.” Toga said, her eyes glued on her love. “Two...three...how about “Izuku 
baby”...seven! Or Izu-baby? Twelve, thirteen...Izu-chan? Izu-kun...Izuku-kun? Hmmm, nope. 
That just sounds like I’d just be one of hundreds, perhaps even thousands of Himiko Togas calling 
you that, too regular. Twenty! You’re looking just fine, Izuku...” Toga kept counting 
absentmindedly, relishing every second. 


“Perhaps, perhaps...ninety-seven. Ninety-eight. Ninety-nine...I have it!” Izuku paused in a plank, 
holding steady and looking at her. Did I ever mention eye contact is just DELICIOUS? “T have it; 
Izu-Izu! It is easy to say, it sounds so sweet, and no one else would think of that. It is honestly a 
genius idea, don’t you agree?” 


Izuku gave her a soft, warm smile, and said, “Y-yeah...I like it errr... Himiko!” He did it! He is 
saying my name, it is so perfect...and he liked the nickname! “1 uhbh...how do you train, H- 
himiko? Do you do anything specific? I noticed...that you’re really agile?” Agile enough to pin you 
down, yes...if it wasn’t for this stupid limp I’'d show you a thing or two... 


“A couple years ago I followed this gorgeous girl to a gymnastics gym. I was going to shank her 
and live her life a while, but instead she offered me to take a free class! And it felt...natural. Like I 
had done many of the moves before, and it was just muscle memory “remembering”’...I’m not sure 
that’s the term, but who cares? I’m good at it, and most of the exercises can be done at home, 
though I did use some of my League cash to buy some shoes and a leotard and a mat for the 
floor...” 


Toga felt pretty proud of how agile she was, but she wasn’t as disciplined with practice as she 
could be... “Maybe I can show you a few moves when my leg gets better, Izu-Izu!” She could see 
his mind spinning and ticking off boxes, confirming theories and discarding others... and probably 
imagining me in that skin-tight leotard. Alluring, isn’t it, my love? 


“That would be really uhhh...informative. Anyway, how is your leg feeling? You can stand, but 
can you move around well?” Izuku asked, somehow managing to be kind and attentive and go 
beyond the hundred and fifty mark for pushups at the same time. 


“T don’t know...and I don’t know if I want to try it out. I can walk, but I most definitely can’t do 
two hundred...two hundred and one, two hundred and two...pushups, right now. My legs would go 
all jelly...Oh, I have an idea! I can do pistol squats with my other leg!” Delightfully devilish, Toga. 
I flex, show I am fit, and he doesn’t workout alone. 


“Oh no, those are horrible!” Izuku said, with the informed dread of someone who had needed to 
start at the very beginning with them. Your legs were indeed quite scrawny back then, weren’t 
they? 


For a moment, Toga considered how differently things could have turned out if they had met 
earlier, when she was still on her own and he was still Quirkless. Maybe we’d have been dating for 
two years now, or something, maybe we’d have both been villains, maybe...Nah, I kinda prefer this 
outcome. Impaled leg and all that jazz. 


“That is cause you didn’t have a strict old gymnast teach you how.” Toga moved away from the 
crate, making sure to not put her weight on her injured leg. She walked right up to Izuku, about half 
a foot away from kicking distance, and she said, “Well don’t let me distract you, I’m just gonna 
begin!” 


Toga kicked up her injured leg slowly, carefully, half to make sure she didn’t just hurt herself 
again, and half to make sure Izuku was watching her. Sure, it isn’t as alluring if I’m wearing baggy 
cargo pants...but they are your baggy cargo pants. Isn’t that fun? Toga’s leg on the ground stood 
firm and balanced, and she clasped the ankle of her raised leg with a hand. With a quick breath, she 
went down on a single legged squat, and she was probably the most smug creature on Earth the 
instant she saw Izuku break off his exercise and just stare. 


“That’s...really cool.” Izuku said as he laid down on the cold floor, his brow covered in sweat, and 
a shy smile on his face. “It took me like...I couldn’t do those till...three months ago? Tenya was so 
patient but my balance...whoa.” Toga had squatted low, almost getting them to be at eye level, and 
she winked at him, and the poor boy hid his embarrassed face behind his lovely forearms. 


“How many did you do before I distracted you?” Toga asked, doing more and more pistol squats. [f 
anything I'll have one strong leg, I guess. 


“Two hundred and thirty two.” Izuku said, his face still hidden. Toga wasn’t sure if it was moving 
around, or the fact that the rain had brought some slightly warmer winds with it, but she didn’t feel 
cold. 


“What next, Izu-I[zu?” Toga asked, casually, as she finished her pistol squats. It was the best type 
of ache. She noticed that both her legs were feeling healthy, and that she could walk well. Getting 
the blood flowing had really done the trick. She took the towel she had used to dry herself off last 
night, after getting soaked by the rain, and passed it to Izuku, who gently dabbed at the sweat on 
his forehead, before getting flustered at realizing they had shared a towel...and everything that 
Toga had dried with it. 


It was all she could do to try and hold back her laughter, and she failed. “I think that was the part I 
used to dry my boobs...indirect kiss?” Her laughter echoed as she moved in to poke the squirming 
Izuku in the ribs. “Does that count as making out?” she teased mercilessly. 


“T..no? Please? Can I uhh...wahhh...errr...please help?” Izuku had almost curled into a shaking, 
stressed out ball, so Toga relented. 


“Fine, fine, you shy boy.” Toga said, taking his hand and just holding it. “Is this okay?” 
“Y-yeah.” Izuku answered, though he still averted his gaze. 


“If the teasing isn’t fun, I can stop, you know?” Toga said, her voice low, her gaze examining 
every line of Izuku’s hand, every scar. He had told her the stories of his scars in the long hours of 
the previous day, each one an injury sustained while fighting for what he believed in. 


“H-hey...if you’re having fun...don’t stop for me.” Izuku said, turning his gaze towards Toga. His 
eyes were intense, so she looked at his hand again, felt the warmth of it, the shape of his fingers. It 
was an honest hand, noble...and it fit hers so perfectly, as if they had been made for each other. But 
she shook her head. He isn’t perfect because he is some unreachable god that I can only admire, 
no. He is perfect because he is human, because he is good, because he is giving me a chance. 


“T’d also have a lot of fun skinning your “new pal” Bakugou alive and making him eat his severed 
fingers, but you’d stop me if I tried, right?” Toga asked, rhetorically. 


“Of course I would.” His voice was firm, steady, confident. It made Toga shiver in awe. “But 
we’re far from “pals”, Himiko. I don’t think that we can become friends just because he and I have 
a common goal and are going to fight together.” 


“Good.” Toga said, coldly. “But I meant that you can stop me from doing things, okay? I gotta 
work on my self control but meanwhile...I want us to be okay, right?” Jf I push too hard, I'll push 
him away, and I will lose him forever. If you do that, the only solution would be to kill him, 
wouldn’t it? ENOUGH! No killing my Izu-Izu. 


“T-thanks. I do...I do like it, I think? ve just never...nobody has ever flirted with me. Not like this, 
not when I know you actually like me. It takes...it takes getting used to.” Toga felt the urge to hug 
him, to kiss him, to tell him how much he mattered, how the world was wrong by not seeing his 
worth. She wanted everything with him, from him, for him. 


But instead she just clasped his hand a bit tighter. “Think of it as my first step to being less of a 
murdering monster.” 


“T like that idea.” He answered softly, tenderly, and Toga realized that they had been sitting on the 
cold floor some minutes now, and that their muscles would not like it if they just ended the 
workout so abruptly. Izuku saw Toga’s questioning gaze, and he remembered, “Oh, right! Next 
was umm...175 burpees for time.” 


“You, Izu-Izu, are a fucking masochist. We’ll be so perfect together!” Toga said with glee. Blyat, 
he’ll get so sweaty and his muscles will be just...hnnnghhh, I can’t even think in Japanese... “Do 
we still talk as you do it?” 


“T’ll try to keep up!” Izuku said, going down for the pushup of the first burpee. His hands made a 
soft slapping sound every time they hit the cold, hard floor, and his red shoes fell every time he 
jumped in a balanced position, not slamming. It was a perfectly good burpee, and Toga was pretty 
sure her jaw was hurting from hitting the floor. Fuck, I’m so smitten that something as dumb as this 


has me thinking of weddings and babies and happily ever afters... 


An idea suddenly came to Toga’s mind. An idea so evil, so dastardly, so perverse, that she couldn’t 
help but grin. “Izu-Izu...[ have a confession to make. Oh, it is such a confession, you might hate 


” 


me... 
He stopped, worried, his right hand reaching up from his side instinctively. “Himiko?” 
“All Might is kinda overrated!” Toga said and blew a raspberry at Izuku. 


“Oh no you didn’t just say that!” Izuku answered with a smile, rushing Toga while she hopped 
away on her good leg, yelling ‘overrated!’ while Izuku chased her, laughing, half-heartedly 
running, enjoying himself. It turned to a game of tag, and Toga switched to using both legs to run, 
albeit carefully. 


“Can’t catch me, Izu-Izu, can’t catch me!” Toga giggled, as Izuku did catch her, but she tagged 
him just as quick. The crates and camp beds and the place they had put the fire turned to obstacles, 
the strong concrete pillars that held up the building above them were bases, the rubble and the little 
convenient bathroom the boundaries of their playground. 


“[’m gonna win this, Himiko!” Izuku said, reaching over to tap her shoulder, but Toga leapt 
backwards just in time, laughing all along. 


“Are we even keeping score?” Toga asked, right as Izuku managed to catch her with a quick hand 
on her stomach, which was exciting and fun for her. 


“T don’t know!” Izuku said, as Toga caught him between a pillar and a camp bed. 


“You suck at this, Izu-Izu, did you never play tag?” Toga said, laughter in her voice, teasing him, 
but she saw Izuku had stopped. That was too much, wasn’t it? 


“Yes, I never played. Nobody wanted to play with the Quirkless loser.” His voice was so hurt, his 
eyes so far away. It was a very, very old wound, and Toga had just reopened it. / truly am a 
monster, hurting him like this...Fuck. 


He turned away and picked the towel, and took it to a corner. For a moment he just stood there, 
shaking his head, inside his own thoughts, and Toga didn’t know what to do, didn’t know how to 
reach him. He started exercising again, in silence, dutifully, only stopping for a few sips of water. 


The only sounds were rain, thunder and wind, the only colours fading as the glowstick died down. 
And Toga suddenly knew what to do. “I am really sorry they treated you like that, I...1 know what 
it is like to be the outcast. I shouldn’t have said that.” 


She hugged him from behind, wrapping her arms around him as tight as she could, but, as he was a 
bit taller, she decided to hug him from below his arms. He was warm, and she could feel his 
heartbeat in his chest. She nuzzled her head on his back, pressing her cheek against his shoulder 
blades. 


“Tt’s...it’s alright. I know you didn’t mean anything by it. I’m sorry for reacting like that, I didn’t 
think it was so...raw. I thought I was past that, but it just feels like I’m going to lose it all, you 
know? I was given my power and everything that came with it, I was given this chance...I feel like 
it could be gone in the blink of an eye.” That, Izu-Izu, is exactly why I’m holding on like this, 
because I fell you’ll disappear too. 


“T know how that feels. Do you wanna...do you wanna dance with me? I’ve never danced with 


anyone, and nobody can judge if we are bad. You can even put on a song on your phone or 
something.” Toga asked, out of impulse. She had to cheer him up, make him see that there was a 
world of possibilities for him. 


“Okay.” Izuku said, his voice low, his face apprehensive as he turned around. He searched on his 
phone for a playlist, not the one that Toga had found, like the creepy stalker she was, but another 
one, soft, with classical music and orchestral themes. He extended a shaky hand for her to grasp, 
and directed her other hand to his shoulder. 


And his hand went to her hip. It felt so powerful, so intimate, just like if a new barrier had been 
broken between them. His shirt was all sweaty, but still Toga felt at home grabbing his shoulder. 
“Ts that... Tchaikovsky?” 


“Yeah, Shouto showed me some of the music and it is quite good.” 


Toga couldn’t quite grasp how she knew the piece, why it was so familiar. “The Swan Lake ballet, 
coming from the speakers as I walked the hallway. Past the office, to the room with the chair. 
Never on the days of the chair, just the good days. Just when there was extra rations, or extra sleep 
time. A reward, a reward from...” from the Lord Pestilentia...Kill him. Kill Izuku Midoriya, take 
his blood, become him! KILL HIM! NOW! They voice in her head demanded, drowning out any 
other thought. 


In a second, she couldn’t quite place where she had heard the song, all manner of recognition was 
gone, as if erased from her brain itself. Her thoughts had finally quieted down, and she blinked, 
remembering where she was, and found a concerned Izuku staring deeply into her eyes. “What 
were you saying, Himiko?” 


“T have no idea, but it is a nice song!” Toga said, evading the question. She wasn’t even sure what 
she had just said, or why she had stopped, or why she had received a sudden, short electric shock 
an inch inside of her head of where her neck met her skull. “Let’s just dance a bit and enjoy it!” 


And enjoy it they did. They danced slowly, very close together, moving clumsily but sweetly to the 
rhythm of the classical music on Izuku’s phone. After some time, Toga decided to rest her head on 
his chest, and managed to convince him after a while, his resistance based mostly on him being 
both shy and sweaty. But she had managed, and soon they were circling the floor, almost hugging, 
the soft volume of music mixed with the steady rain outside. 


Vivaldi’s Winter concerto and the thunder outside brought some speed to their dancing, but they 
were far from good at it. Izuku seemed to have only been taught once and for about fifteen 
minutes, and Toga...agility and gymnastics didn’t translate completely to dance. But goddamn they 
were having fun! 


But after it came a melancholy adagio by Bach, that almost brought a tear to Toga’s eye. She didn’t 
understand why that music had such an immense sense of loss, the sad instruments lamenting a 
world that had been stolen, a smile, a laugh, the feeling of a loving embrace. The feeling of 
innocence, of running free and breathless, of having had everything... 


“It’s alright, Himiko.” Izuku said, his voice kind. She could feel the vibration in his chest as he 
spoke, along with his heartbeat. It was comforting, but more and more she could place the piece. 
That little speaker, shaped like a chibi cat. Sleepy words, soothing me from a nightmare. A blanket 
bigger than me. Mom, dad... 


Toga needed to find out the truth. She needed closure. As she danced with Izuku, under the rubble, 
under the storm, she found her certainty. But how to convince him? And...was she even worthy of 


finding the truth? 


Chapter End Notes 


And that is the explanation for how my own nickname for Izuku that Toga uses came 
to be! 


Out of the hole 


“Deku...” Izuku’s earpiece came to life, flickering with faint static. After a day more with Himiko 
and good night’s sleep, Izuku felt reluctant to pick up the call for a moment, but then he 
remembered. 


Instantly awake, he scrambled for the item and placed it in his ear, placing the microphone 
comfortably. A simple, utilitarian design, a mainstay of UA training exercises and a basic piece of 
kit for any hero, the earpiece had a very cheap license and it could be manufactured by anyone with 
the right tools and materials, or, in this case, with Mei buying Momo lunch one evening and 
assembling the earpieces with Izuku the next day. They had satellite connection, necessary for any 
disaster situation where telephone lines would be cut. 


“Tm here, I can hear you.” Izuku said. It was full of static and the audio wasn’t too clear, but he 
could hear Iida on the other side of the line. He noticed that Toga was awake, pacing around, deep 
in thought. He couldn’t see her face, but her stance was uncomfortable, alert, like a cat ready to 
pounce. I need to ask her if something’s wrong... 


Izuku turned his attention back to the earpiece, trying to glean as much as he could from the sound. 
“ . .here...evacuation of...today...after that we will...we have a plan...flooding...no more.” 
Damn, I didn’t get all that, but they’re coming here today? What do I do? What do I do with... 


There was a knife at his neck, the same blade Toga had previously surrendered. “I’ve been 
meaning to ask a few questions, Izu-Izu.” Her voice was tinged with unease, with fear, but the 
blade was steady, just a millimetre away from his skin. “I heard that, on your earpiece. I have good 
ears.” 


“T didn’t...I was going to tell you.” Izuku said, turning around to face her. He had crouched by the 
crate where he had left the earpiece, so Toga stood above him, her expression inscrutable. 


“The rain is less now, and they can get us out. Thatis what they told you. But there is still the 
elephant in the room. ME. Are you ready?” Izuku saw her eyes flicker in the light as she blinked. 
Are those...tears? 


“What the hell are you talking about?” 


“Can you kill, Izuku? As a hero, are you ready to do that? If a villain tries to kill you, if...if I try to 
kill you, can you do it?” Her voice was desperate, and he saw the first tears stream down her 
cheeks with a sniffle. It was heartbreaking. 


“What? Why? I...I don’t want to kill you, Himiko!” Toga’s blade kissed his neck, her hand 
controlling the weapon perfectly. He didn’t even bleed, he just felt the sharpness of it. Toga...no, 
Himiko, why? What is going on in your mind? 


“T’m not asking if you want to. Will you kill villains, IZuku? WHAT IS YOUR CODE?” she said, 
her voice rising, the knife biting and drawing a single, thick drop of blood. Izuku shivered as it 
rolled down his neck, feeling it reach his chest. The rest of the world was pushed away, the only 
thing that existed was the knife at his throat, and Himiko’s golden eyes. 


“Heroes...Heroes can. I might have to do it if it is to take a life to save other’s...But not your life, 
not you. I’m not going to kill you.” Izuku said, his eyes on Toga’s, his gaze steady. He didn’t feel 
scared, just...confused. “I don’t care if you have a knife at my throat, I have been with you for two 


whole days, talked so much with you...I feel like I know you better than the classmates ve known 
for almost two years...I’m done fighting you, Himiko.” 


“What would I need to do to make you kill me?” Toga asked, removing the blade just a millimetre 
away. Izuku felt another drop of blood trickle down and stain his shirt. The steel was so cold, the 
blade had been razor sharp. 


“You’re not going to kill anyone anymore. You’re not going to do anything that I could make 
me...that I would even think of doing something to you. I won’t let you.” 


“How? And...why? I AM a monster.” She laughed bitterly, wiping the tears off her eyes with her 
left hand. 


Izuku sighed, “Himiko, there is good in you. I have seen it, youdo have empathy, the potential to 
be a good person. I want to help you get there, but you have to let me!” he said, pleading, hoping to 
get a solution. 


“So, I’m "special", is that it?” Toga asked, turning her head quizzically. 


“You deserve the best aid, and I want to help with that, I...I want to believe in rehabilitation for 
villains, in helping those that had no other choice, those who want to improve!” He was desperate. 
Please just understand. I want to get you out of here, and not in a bodybag! 


“Okay.” Toga said, and she withdrew the karambit knife completely. She had a dexterous grip 
around the ring at the pommel, so with a twirl around her index finger, Toga spun the weapon and, 
with the momentum, she sent it flying over to a wooden crate where the blade got stuck 
completely. “I...I’m sorry for that. But we need to talk about what will happen next, Izu-Izu.” She 
sighed, defeated, and slumped down to the floor, her legs shaky. 


“There are...I have been thinking a bit of what we could do. But I wanted to ask you when I felt a 
bit more ready.” Izuku said, sitting down beside her. Their shoulders were touching, but he didn’t 
care. 


“What are our options? You...you said I was a civilian. I don’t have blood to transform and fake 
that. They WILL know I’m me. Ochako knows me, Tsuyu knows me...they all fucking know me. 
So, we meet them, and they know you lied. That you were nice to me, fed me, clothed me. They 
might even think you’re some sort of traitor.” Toga said, her words piercing right through Izuku’s 
heart and right into his doubts. 


“Yeah, I know...I just...I figured that some idea would come up that wasn’t just stupid and the 
worst...” Izuku said, waving a hand around, as if to shoo away those crappy, half-baked ideas. 


“That is why I just suggested that you kill me.” Toga answered, a heartbroken smile just barely 
making her lips turn upwards. 


“That idea was even worse than my own dumb ones, Himiko.” 


That got a smile from her, and she stuck out her tongue, “It was genius, and you know it. That way 
they just find a smear of blood and gore on the wall, you just say the “civilian” had an “explode 
when not eating chocolate in two days” Quirk, you didn’t ask, and it just happened!” The idea was 
almost humorous at first, but the image of Toga obliterated by a punch, by his punch...it was 
unbearable. 


“That has a small problem, you dummy.” Izuku quipped, trying desperately to lighten the mood. 


“Hey! ’'m not a dummy!” Toga answered, pouting. “But what do you mean?” 

“T wouldn’t ever just... not ask someone about their Quirk.” 

“Oooh...you got me there, Izu-Izu.” Toga answered, poking him playfully. 

“Maybe you don’t know me that well after all, Himiko.” Izuku said, feeling a tiny bit smug. 


“Bullshit, I know...well, I still don’t know as much as I'd like, that’s right. It isn’t like you know 
all about me, either. But...but let's not get sidetracked. How do we get out of here so I can be 
arrested, but without your friends knowing and judging and hating?” Her calmer words still gave 
Izuku pause. For a second, he just heard the wind. It had slowed down, so it didn't whistle against 
the debris as much as before. 


“Taking out the debris above, by myself, wouldn’t be possible, not without the rest of it collapsing 
over us. Maybe a 100% smash could scatter all of it...but I would need the whole arm for that. And 
Recovery Girl warned me that, if I kept using my arms like that, breaking my limits...I1 would lose 
them.” 


Toga’s eyes widened at the revelation. “So, you mean...like when we met?” 


“T had shattered my bones so much, it was half a miracle they healed at all. ’'m...I’m pretty 
blessed because I didn’t get arthritis, but...who knows, maybe by the time I’m thirty I will have it. 
And...and Muscular still survived my punch, even when going way past my limit. Against All for 
One...” Izuku sighed. It was back to reality, now that they would be freed from the wreckage. The 
world outside would still be bleak, even now that the rain was lessened. 


“T don’t want you to hurt yourself for something that stupid.” Toga said, earnestly. Her breath was 
warm against Izuku’s neck as she leaned in to whisper, “Not for me, never. Even if I think it looks 
sexy... want these hands for me. Your kind hands...no, they can’t go.” 


“Himiko, I can't promise you that. I... don’t know if P’ll need to use my full power in a fight.” 


“You'll get better at your own pace; AFO can go fuck himself, and other villains too. You’re 
plenty strong already, and...you said you wanted to be your own hero, didn’t you? Stop comparing 
what you can do to what All Might could!” The last part was almost an order. She’s right. They are 
all right about that. I am choosing to be my own man, my own type of hero. To make the changes I 
want a reality. 


“T...[ know. But still, realistically, there is no way for me to remove the debris safely. The Smash I 
could do, could clear a hole big enough for you to pass, maybe...but...the rest would just collapse 
on top of us the instant you tried to climb out.” Izuku had made the math and, with the size of the 
building and the amount of wood on beams and walls...it would crush them, utterly. 


“There might be another way.” Toga said, after about a minute of tense, awkward silence. Her gaze 
drifted to the side of the room, the concrete walls around them. “But we need to discuss how I can 
turn myself over.” 


Izuku smiled and said, “Himiko, I trust you won’t run away and...I had an idea. Mom got me a 
burner phone after, well, after Kacchan got kidnapped. It has a very cheap plan, good service area 
coverage and unlimited calls to three “emergency contact” numbers...I only have mom’s number 
there, but we can put mine there. I will let you go and trust you will turn yourself over to me when 
we can do so safely, but you have to promise me one thing.” 


“Anything, Izu-Izu. Do you want me to kill someone for you? Be your bodyguard in the shadows 


for a while?” Toga suggested jokingly, but her earnest tone belied a sense of trust, and Izuku knew 
she would give her word. 


“No, actually...If I can do anything so you never, ever, have to kill again, I will. But...[ want you 
to promise me one thing; you will call me when you need it. When you get to safety away from 
here, when you can get to Tokyo, when you’re ready.” 


Toga clutched the simple phone, tapping the back side absentmindedly. “I promise.” 


Izuku hugged her close. After two days together, he could tell what her smell was, the lingering 
pomegranate shampoo, and the unbelievable combination of her sweat and Izuku's clothes. He felt 
like a pervert even thinking about it, but he really enjoyed every part of hugging Toga. “You will 
be alright, Himiko.” 


He could feel Toga relax into the hug, reciprocating it passionately...until she froze. “Izu-Izu... 
before I tell you my idea, I want to ask you something myself.” 


Izuku pulled back to look her in the eye. She didn’t avert her gaze. “Sure, what is it?” 


“T will find out if I...if I have a home to return to, or if there’s just a grave, or whatever. I want to 
know if there are more Togas; if I have parents...I want to see them. I will search all, you just...I 
just want you to come with me. After that, I don’t think I'll have any loose ends.” 


Izuku thought it for a long, tense moment. This might be the most important part of helping her, 
but...how can I explain it if someone finds out? Tell them the truth? What would that even look 
like? “All Might, I’m at this cemetery cause I can’t get this villain girl out of my head, and I want 
to help her”? It...it doesn’t sound so bad, but...I’m scared. 


“Tl do it, Himiko. We’ll find your family!” 


As they approached, the signal increased, so Shouto once again tried contacting Izuku. The ice 
covering his face made his voice echo slightly, but the winds were still strong and likely to put 
some debris in his eye if he wasn’t careful 


“Deku, can you hear me? What is your condition? The civilian you had mentioned, they need 
medical treatment? We have a stretcher here, in case it is needed, and brought along a paramedic 
hero.” 


They had been joined by a hero from up north, called Karonaru, who was a lanky middle-aged man 
with a long moustache, dressed like a traditional Hokkaido healer. His Quirk was touch based, and 
had the effect of about four capsules of ibuprofen, dulling minor aches and making it easier for 
other treatments, as he was also a trained field doctor. 


“Shouto, I...I took a chance digging a tunnel for her to go through, I think she’ ll be fine! I sent her 
to the evac centre, she will be alright on her own, but...” Izuku paused, laughing embarrassedly, 
“*’..the wall I kicked through to make the tunnel was load bearing and...it collapsed before I could 
get out. I’m okay, but very, very stuck, and I think that was the only basement wall that wasn’t load 
bearing...?'1l wait for you.” He sounded calm, resigned to waiting. Those three days...I can’t 
imagine how bored you were, Izuku. I’m sorry we couldn’t get here sooner. 


It had taken far too long for the impatient Shouto, but the scientists had predicted the duration of 


the storm accurately. Maybe because it was a manmade typhoon, they knew all about it. There 
were no news yet of where the bomb had been stolen, but it was pretty alarming. 


But with the rain now equivalent to a regular rainy season monsoon, the heroes and rescue forces 
had finally sent their last refugees to the mainland, preparing to receive and shelter those who had 
been caught by the storm and had not been able to leave at all. A part of Shouto dreaded to think of 
how many had died, unable to leave their homes or whatever shelter they had managed. 


Thankfully, First Response was not included in those clean up searches. 


All student hero teams had been cleared to leave and report back at their school when possible, as 
other pros had arrived for tasks of search and rescue, and the beginning of reconstruction, and to 
get everything ready for the refugees to return when possible, but it would take weeks, months 
even. The team from Class B had volunteered to join Team First Response the moment they had 
heard Izuku was trapped, as had Inasa and Camie, and their plan now was much easier to put in 
action. 


The Ketsubutsu students, led by Yo Shindou, had also volunteered to join Izuku's rescue, but the 
military had instead paired them with an all-female team led by Saiko Intelli, from Seiai Academy, 
and had sent them to check on some prisoners who had been sheltered in Okinawa’s prison, at 
Nanjou, the strong building weathering the storm effortlessly. Apparently, some from Overhaul’s 
group had ended there, as well as some henchmen that had attacked the USJ in Shouto’s first year, 
but he doubted he would recognize any. 


Moving through half-flooded, deserted streets, First Response in the lead, with Inasa, Camie and 
Karonaru behind, and the Class B students with the rear-guard, they made great time, quickly 
finding again the buildings where they had been forced to leave Izuku behind. They found the row 
of apartment buildings, right where they had left them...but they had all been levelled by the wind 
and rain. 


Planks and beams and wooden wall panels had been washed away and had formed an impromptu 
dam in a section of the street, causing it to be much more flooded than the streets they had passed 
earlier, and the steady downpour was only filling this little reservoir further. A day or two more, 
and this will go above the debris of Izuku’s building and drown him. We’re just in time. 


They paused at the top of the hill, the only higher ground than the slope where the buildings were 
situated, to better reconnoitre the terrain and not trip into some ditch or get their path blocked by a 
fallen tree. The cusp of the hill they were at was part of a park, where the playground had been 
shredded to pieces and scattered, and the slide had apparently joined the dam down the street. Only 
the oldest, strongest trees had remained unscathed, and the younger ones were broken all around 
them, among piles of wet, rotten leaves and half dead bushes. 


There was no movement, only a quick rustling of leaves, probably prompted by the rain and wind, 
and only Shouto and Uraraka seemed to notice, eyeing the branches of the fallen tree that had 
moved suspiciously. But it had to have been the wind, there was no reason for anyone to sneak 
behind them. 


It smelled of decay, of decomposing plants, and like wet, rotting animal corpses, and they soon 
found the cause; a group of squirrels squashed under a tree, and the carcass of a monkey, drowned 
in a big puddle. With tears in their eyes, Uraraka and Kodai buried the dead animals, careful not to 
touch the carcasses and catching possible diseases. 


“Which one’s our building?” asked Kendou, who passed a pair of binoculars to Momo. Beside 
them, Hatsume just focused her eyes, with much better eyesight than the binoculars would afford 


the other two. Hatsume had brought her newest robot suit, loaded with pouches of stuff that Shouto 
had preferred not to ask about...probably they were a hundred new Babies and it would be 
overwhelming to try and understand them. 


“The one with that carbonized copper pipe.” Momo pointed out, giving the binoculars back. 
“Seems it was pushed upwards with mighty force and then hit by lightning, I infer it was Deku.” 


“Alright. Hatsume, Philosopher; you’ve got Rule and Phantom Thief for your plan, I will be on 
standby up here, and the rest of the team will make sure the way to and from the building is clear.” 
Kendou said, her voice calm and responsible, each hero name said with deference. 


“Great!” said Momo, signalling for everyone to gather around. “Monoma, Kodai, Yoarashi, you’re 
with me, Ochako, Shouto and Mei. Everyone else, please make sure that the way in and out is 
safe!” 


They quickly got to work, Shouto covering the path with a sheet of ice, packed hard with Hiryu 
Rin’s scales and small metal inserts Momo produced to increase footing, and that way they got a 
steady walkway to the objective. 


Meanwhile, Froppy, Ingenium and all the other heroes remained behind, covering them, ready in 
case looter villains appeared. So far there had been no reports of looting, but it was always a 
possibility in natural disasters, and they would need to fight in such a case. 


Arriving next to the pile of creaking, drenched lumber that was trapping Izuku, they tried calling 
for him with a megaphone in Mei’s equipment (the “Handheld Boombox 3000 Baby”, apparently). 
“TZUKU! IZUKU MIDORIYA! ALSO KNOWN AS DEKU! OR AS "MEI'S FAVORITE 
COSTUMER AND FRIEND"! CAN YOU HEAR ME?” Mei shouted, and the sheer volume made 
Shouto have the bizarre thought that she may be related to Present Mic. 


“Yeah! I’m here!” was the faint answer, barely audible through the rain and wind, but it was 
definitely Izuku’s voice. He was alright!!! 


“DEKU!!!” Inasa also yelled, about as loud as the megaphone, flying with a ball of wind beneath 
his feet, just above the debris. “I’M HERE TO HELP TOO!” 


“That’s...that’s really good! Thanks, Inasa!” answered Izuku happily, and Shouto was pretty sure 
that his friend was probably smiling awkwardly down below. 


“Okay!” Momo said, as she crafted a large, flat shovel with a long metal handle, the shovel head 
about ten times smaller than the debris pile above Izuku. “Rule, Uravity, Frostburn, you’re up!” 


“Mhm.” Kodai muttered, and, as Hatsume and Momo held onto the shovel’s handle, expecting the 
change of mass, Kodai touched it and brought her fingertips together, the exact same way as 
Uraraka did. The shovel grew and grew, until Kodai separated her fingers and, in a monotone 
voice, said, “Release.” Uraraka touched the shovel to make it light and easy to handle, and 
Hatsume placed it at the base of the pile of wooden flotsam. 


Shouto charged all the cold he could summon on his right side. He was almost immune to the 
effects of his own ice, and was a lot more resilient to all kinds of cold, but he still felt the chill, and 
he noticed condensation with every breath. His fingers tingled slightly as he touched the nearest 
plank in the pile of broken wood, frosting over in an instant. With a quick “push” of his Quirk, 
Shouto extended the ice wave, freezing the wood solid, and the ice expanded, becoming a veritable 
iceberg, a single, solid cube of ice. 


“Now!” he said, signalling for Uraraka and Monoma to move in, both using Uraraka’s anti gravity 
Quirk to lift the many tons of ice and would before it collapsed the basement it was above. If they 
weren’t fast enough, Izuku would be squashed. After having cost the heroes a chance to catch three 
League of Villains members last year, Monoma was a lot more focused and professional when in 
“hero mode”...though that usually meant more pranks when being his usual self, and he was 
showing this new focus with the manner in which he acquired Uraraka’s power; a simple, quick 
handshake. 


In unison, both touched the wooden iceberg, causing it to lift a few centimetres by the Quirk’s 
action alone. But it wasn’t enough, as they would need to move it away from all danger to retrieve 
Izuku, so Hatsume shoved in the huge shovel, finding leverage and starting to push the ice 
upwards, quite easily, as she was aided by her robo armour. 


“Oho! Archimedes would be so proud!” Mei said, as she shifted the shovel’s position against some 
concrete blocks that she had hauled over while everyone else worked on forming a causeway, the 
strength of her mech pushed to the limit to lift them. “Give me a lever and a place to stand, and [Il 
move the world!” she declared, laughing out loud, as she lifted the ice block three full meters up to 
the air. 


“MY TURN!” Inasa bellowed, calling upon the winds and sending a gust of wind to knock the 
iceberg away. Beside Shouto, Uraraka and Monoma held their hands at the ready to release the 
block, and Shouto could already see Monoma sweating and straining under the effort of holding up 
such a weight, which had to be above ten tons. Uraraka wore a helmet, so Shouto couldn’t tell, but 
he assumed she was having a bit of trouble as well; her individual weight limit had been just about 
three tons last time Shouto had checked. 


Shouto next prepared his left side, with a fire attack he had begrudgingly learned from his father... 
and in a way he was happy to have learned it. Enji Todoroki had done too many things to ever truly 
be forgiven but Shouto didn’t want to keep fighting his father forever. The only way forward was 
to move on, and be a hero for the reasons he wanted. Not to surpass All Might, or to be the number 
one, no. Rather, to use the privilege he had been born with, both in Quirk and wealth, to better the 
lives of others. 


“FLASHFIRE FIST!” he yelled, releasing the compact, hyperfocused ball of flame, with a 
punching motion. It was a strangely exhilarating feeling, the surge of power all around his body, 
around his arm, how the fire caressed his skin gently as the fire left him and propelled towards his 
target. 


In a single hit, it melted most of the ice and smashed some of the wood into splinters, and yet, it 
didn’t release shrapnel everywhere, thanks to Uravity and Phantom Thief, who, now that they had 
a considerably lighter load to hold floating with their powers, were able to softly land the debris 
two dozen meters away from everyone. “Release!” they both said, and the wood cluttered 
harmlessly in the wet grass. 


Just as Uraraka approached to congratulate Monoma on his good work with her Quirk, the 
Phantom Thief vomited in all the colours of the rainbow, considerably brightening the grey, 
gloomy atmosphere...and making it smell considerably worse as well. 


“Great job, everyone!” Momo said, with a smile and a polite clap. She started crafting a rope 
ladder to drop down and help Izuku up, but some of the debris had actually collapsed inwards, and 
thus Izuku had a way out by himself, so she stopped, and instead offered a hand for Izuku to climb 
out. Rushing forward, Shouto also helped his friend get away from that dreadful basement, pulling 
him away. 


“T...thanks guys!” were the first words Izuku said as he was finally out, his legs a bit wobbly, and 
his equipment in disarray; his mouth guard, usually at his neck, was stuffed haphazardly in one of 
his belt pouches, his hero suit shirt was gone, and his arm guards were presumably in a thin plastic 
bag that had the Hatsume Industries logo printed on it. 


His hair was a mess, as if someone had ruffled it on purpose, especially the back part of it...had 
that civilian grabbed his hair? It was possible, being stuck there with nothing to do, and Izuku’s 
hair was indeed quite fluffy and nice, so Shouto didn’t blame that anonymous girl. There was a 
somewhat ugly cut around his neck, but it didn’t seem like he minded much. 


Beyond that, there were bruises and scratches all over him, and he smelled of sweat a bit, but 
besides all that, and a fresh cut on his arm, likely from the climb up, he seemed to be in tip top 
shape. “Izuku, you’re alright?” Shouto asked, patting his friend on the shoulder. “What happened 
to your shirt?” 


“Oh, you mean the one on my suit? I...I gave it to the girl because...because she had no 
waterproof coat! One needs a waterproof coat in a typhoon, and I had one, and she didn’t, so it was 
an easy call...”” He mumbled the rest, too quickly for Shouto to understand, “She needed it more 
than me!” He was flustered to hell and back...it must have been difficult for someone who blushed 
that easily to spend two days with a girl, who had to be their age, from his reactions. 


Quickly everyone else surrounded them; Hatsume asking about his equipment’s performance, lida 
if they had both eaten well and that he could suggest some games to stave off boredom if it 
happened again, Momo offering to make a poncho for him, with Izuku accepting the offer, 
Hatsume again barging in, loudly, to brag how she had made Archimedes proud, and even Uraraka 
muttering darkly about the civilian girl. 


”° 


“If the touching reunion is quite done...” said Monoma, speaking during a lull of the wave of 
questions so he wouldn’t have to raise his voice, “Can we go? Midoriya seems perfectly well, and 
the supplies below don’t seem too necessary considering the fact the entire Japanese military 
brought food and water for the civilians...So, shall we?” 


“Mhm.” Kodai added, with a solemn, stoic nod...before Setsuna Tokage rushed between them. 


“Awww come on, Neito, just cause you barfed a bit? Wanna go home that bad? Lil’ rain gonna 
warp the leather on your belts?” She laughed out loud, with the absolute smuggest face Shouto had 
ever seen. “Hey, Deku.” Tokage said, with a quick wink, “Glad you’re alive, with the single boys 
at UA getting snatched like Lunch Rush’s meat buns...in more ways than one.” She licked her lips, 
and Izuku looked away embarrassedly. 

“Hey, I’m just being honest, don’t cut into my flow, Kendou, keep those slapping hands away!” 
Individual parts of Tokage flew all over, narrowly evading the well deserved smack Kendou tried 
to give her. “There’s Kaminari with Jirou, and Ojiro with Hagakure, and in our class, Shishida, 
Tsuburaba and Kaibara and...” A loud smack was heard, as a big hand finally found Tokage. 


“Setsuna, please, lets just go.” 


“Alright, alright...owww.” Tokage returned every piece back to herself, bowed at Kendou 
mockingly, but then they exchanged a genuine smile, and finally the entire group started moving 
along, quickly traversing the ice causeway, and getting underway for the base. 


Karonaru walked alongside Izuku, asking pointed questions about any possible ailments and 
maladies, while Momo and Kendou discussed their plan to go back to UA. Tenya and Uraraka 
talked quietly, Tsuyu and Tetsutetsu had struck a conversation about a random restaurant they had 


seen along the way, Monoma regaled Kodai with bombastic tales of daring (which she had 
probably witnessed herself) to which she once in a while answered “Hmmm.” 


In the back of the line, Camie and Setsuna at turns gossiped among themselves and talked with 
Hatsume about possible improvements for their costumes, and, bringing up the rear, Shouto and 
Inasa walked. Shouto felt so tired and drained 


“All’s well that ends well, isn’t it, Todoroki?” asked Inasa, wrapping a big arm around Shouto’s 
shoulders. It was warm and happy and Shouto did not regret at all having struck a friendship with 
the big guy from Shiketsu. 


“Yeah. I’m ready to go home. How about you?” Shouto asked. He was exhausted, and the only 
thing holding him on his feet was a Hatsume Industries Drink Baby, or whatever it was called... 


“Me too, man. I want a nap, a full day at a hot spring and some soba!” Inasa liked his soba hot, 
Shouto cold, it was so ironic. 


“Same here, especially on the soba.” The crave now that Inasa had mentioned the soup, was as 
burning and powerful as the Flashfire Fist he had just used, but the soba would be infinitely more 
satisfying. 


“We'll be staying a while in Tokyo before going back to Osaka.” Inasa mentioned, “Shiketsu isn’t 
in a hurry to get me back, and Camie, well, she’s almost graduated and very well regarded, so... 
how about some soba when we get there? It will be on me.” 


“Well if you’re paying, sure, I maxed out Endeavor’s credit card to buy supplies for a couple 
thousand people so I...I don’t expect an allowance any time soon.” Inasa laughed heartily at 
Shouto’s joke, and they both smiled the rest of the way. 


“So, Inasa...do you think your ridiculous stunt with the wind will get you to the top ten?” Shouto 
asked, when the military base was in sight. 


“Maybe! I don’t really care about numbers, but it would be so cool...” He shrugged, laughing 
again. 


“If you take my father’s spot one day, don’t be like him.” 


Apology 


Himiko Toga moved from behind the bushes she had hidden in that hilltop park, quickly, quietly. 
Luckily, the hero suit jacket Izuku had given to her was waterproof, so she wasn’t completely 
soaked as she rose from behind the foliage. The drab colour of her trousers, and the green of his 
gifted jacket blended well with the environment, and Izuku’s friends had not seen her, or heard her. 
That would have been impossible with just my old cardigan. Thanks, Izu-Izu. 


Standing up, she scraped off some of the mud that had caked on her shoes with her knife, the one 
she had surrendered and then taken back, in a moment of despair. And even then I didn’t kill him. 
I’m stronger than the urge, I proved that. Yes, I’m stupid and hormonal and passion-driven, but I 
am strong. I can get over anything. And, even better, I have a date! At least if a promise to go visit 
what likely is a home that hates me, or a gravestone, counts as a date...IT TOTALLY DOES! 


She couldn’t help but giggle and leap in the air out of pure happiness. Life was going her way. 
With some luck, she would deliver herself to the police within the week, and her trial could begin 
soon. Maybe she would get a chance to plea for a deal, and Izuku would help as much as he could. 
She knew she deserved punishment, but she also wanted to be with Izuku, now more than ever. 


If this was the best option for that, she would do it. 


Toga rushed through the flooded streets, navigating the empty alleys and highways, through 
tunnels and overpasses, with a clear objective in mind; the evacuation point just three kilometres 
west of where Izuku and his friends would be leaving from. She had a plastic bag with supplies, 
which she would trade for cash and essentials, and she had her change of clothes, one knife 
concealed on her person, and two phones; her own, and the direct line to contact Izuku. And, best 
of all, she had a a little something in a small bottle that would help her get through. 


It took the better part of an hour, as she kept out of sight and out of the rain where possible, and had 
to sneak behind a small gang of looters, but she eventually made it to a converted concert hall that 
was already filling buses to the port, where ferries would shuttle them to safety. With the place in 
sight, Toga drank. 


As she moved between a dishevelled, fear-stricken family and an old man with a thousand yard 
stare, Toga didn’t make herself stand out much. Just another lost, scared teenager. Nothing to see 
here. 


An exhausted policewoman waved the scaredy family forward, all three of them shaking, a 
moment away from tears. Toga felt bad for them, being no stranger to having no home, to being 
forced to survive rather than live. Her heart went out for them, but she would never show it. They 
have their own worries, I have mine. Best of luck, strangers. 


The moment the officer finished writing down their names, she let them through and signalled for 
Toga to move over. “You must be the seventh boy with green hair I’ve seen today...what’s your 
name? Wait, do you have ID?” 


Toga hesitated for an instant, her disguise clearly incomplete, but she chose to improvise. “I got 
mugged and they took my wallet,” she said, acting as scared and sad as she could, hating to 
imagine Izuku feeling like that in any moment, “And...and...all the papers, at home...they got 
underwater. I couldn’t save them! I couldn’t save my mom’s photo! Please, I...I have to find my 
dad. He’s in Shizuoka, he paid for me to go to school here...” J always amaze myself with this... 
this ability to bullshit. To think that I didn’t say a single lie in three days and now it is the first 


thing I do... 


The policewoman gave Toga a sweet, caring look, and said, “Young man, I’m really, really sorry to 
hear that! Don’t worry, I'll just write your name, then. It is so families can reunite, you see? We 
post lists and what bus they are assigned to, so they can meet in the harbour, or in Kagoshima.” 


I can’t use my Izu-Izu’s name, what do I use? My own? The alias I came up with for Izu-Izu's story 
is a girl's name! “I see...thanks, officer! My name is umm...Hideki Toga...Togaru. Hideki 
Togaru!” Fuck, that was such a lame, bad idea. I'll get discovered eay, fuck, FUCK! 

“Okay, young Togaru, you’re on seat 11B. Good luck!” The officer bade her goodbye, so 
politely... Great, so I meet all the nice members of law enforcement in the smallest span of time 
ever. Fuck my life. 


Toga moved inside the bus, quickly finding her seat, and buckling up. Beside her was a middle- 
aged woman, already asleep, clutching a carrier for a pet, perhaps a small dog or a cat. Taking a 
quick peek, Toga saw the striking green eyes of a tabby cat looking straight at her. “Meow” she 
said, playfully, waving a finger at the kitty. She noticed that her hand was Izuku’s, and she knew 
that she missed him already. The cat meowed back, enthusiastically, a curious little critter. 


It started to purr, noticing how Toga was tired too; she had trekked over three kilometers, forcing 
her injured leg with crouching and jumping over obstacles, with crawling and sprinting and even 
idly kicking a can of soda at one point...she could definitely use some shuteye. But not until she 
was on the ferry back. Not until she could wear her own face again, Izuku’s gift of delicious blood 
her biggest shield against recognition. 


For control over her Quirk needed her to be conscious. She could be tired, injured, or half dead, but 
as long as her brain was still working, she could hold onto the appearance. The other factor was, of 
course, that she needed the blood, but that was just obvious. She had known how to use her Quirk 
from the earliest memory she had...why? Did her Quirk have something to do with why she had 
lost so much time? Why everything was so vague? 


The bus started with a jolt a few minutes later, when every seat was filled. All around her, she saw 
tired, terrified faces, and she felt regret, so much regret. The typhoon was manmade, Izu-Izu said 
so, and who dropped it on us? All for One. That egghead bastard, why the fuck is he in the middle 
of it all? Fucking people over, all the fucking time...maybe it will all get better when Izu-Izu puts 
him six feet below. 


The trip to the port was quick, as the roads had been cleared of any obstacles by the heroes and 
rescue people, so long lines of buses made good time over to the edge of the island. We Japanese 
can really be disciplined, huh? The very thought of discipline called to mind being yelled at in 
Russian, for some reason. Maybe some day I'll find the mystery of how the fuck I’m 
multilingual...or maybe not. 


In the end, the port was in sight, so she woke up the woman beside her with a gentle nudge on the 
arm, and both were ready to climb down the second they arrived. From the row of neatly parked 
buses, crowds were queuing onto the ferries, and Toga joined them. The salty air was 
unmistakeable, but this time she had purpose. Okinawa had changed everything for her, she wasn’t 
alone anymore. J have my Izu-Izu now, one phone call away. 


As the ferry lifted anchor and started moving forward to the slightly darker skies of Japan, Toga 
clicked on the burner phone Izuku had given to her. It was basic and cheap, but hardy and well 
made, the charger he had thrown in was well kept, and it had an adorable All Might sticker on the 
back. There were two contacts; “mom”, added over a year back when Izuku was given the phone, 


and “Izu-Izu’’, which she had just added a few hours earlier. 


She, of course, didn’t particularly want to talk with Inko Midoriya out of the blue, so she deleted 
the contact. You’ll forgive me for that, Izu-Izu, but the less evidence against you I can give them, 
the better. She got to a secluded spot, on the ferry's top deck, and made sure no one was within 
earshot, and clicked on the phone. She paced back and forth, her footsteps clanging against the 
metal floor of the ferry's deck. Her heart was on her throat as the phone rang, one time, two 
times... 


“Hello?” His voice. So soft and kind and perfect and whispering in her ear like a secret shared 
among lovers in a light novel... Fuck, he just has me head over heels, being all sappy. 


“Tzu-Izu, I made it safely. Where are you?” Toga said, whispering just loud enough that he could 
hear her, cupping the phone close to her mouth. 


“The base, I...I was really hungry after three days with just rations. We will take the Mei back to 
Tokyo and then to UA...it feels so weird to go back. Just...unreal.” His voice was drowsy, maybe 
exhaustion, maybe digestion. Just how much did you eat, Izu-Izu? 


“T miss you already.” Toga said. J don’t care if it has been just a few hours. We will meet again, my 
love. I don’t care how many people get in the way, or what I have to do to reach you. 


“T...I also miss you.” Izuku said, shyly. Of course he doesn’t feel the exact same way as I do. It 
doesn’t matter how much empathy, how much kindness, how much he is doing for me. I can dream, 
sure, but Iam not worth loving. If he one day does...what will happen? “Vl see you soon, Himiko. 
Take care, okay?” 


“Of course. Pll call you when I know more about my family. I...before we say goodbye...I love 


you.” 

“I...” His words were caught in his throat. Of course, he won’t say it back. It was just three days, 
you idiot, he is NOT in love with me. “I won’t let you down, Himiko. I will do what needs to be 
done, I promise that you are not alone. I’m here with you, all the way.” That...that is just as strong 
as an “I love you”, isn’t it? It’s good enough for me, baby. 


“I’m going to be just a phone call away, Himiko. I am here for you.” 


“T’m going to be just a phone call away, Himiko. I am here for you.” Izuku said. He heard a 
pained, throttled sob, and the call ended. He sighed, his head full of sadness and confusion. Jf she 
really loves me, I...what if I fall in love too? She’s so pretty and cute and...and she has good in her. 
Empathy, kindness, even heroism, just...so much. She’s so much more than I ever imagined...oh 
gods. What the hell did I get myself into? 


At least there had been no trouble getting back to the base, which was now empty of civilians and 
was just populated by soldiers and heroes, resting after their search and rescue shifts. There were 
also a few injured people, but otherwise it was deserted. The military buildings felt so lonely, so 
sad, but maybe he was just projecting his mood unto the inert, metallic structures and the concrete. 


Most of his team had joined the Class B heroes and the two from Shiketsu, as well as the 
Ketsubutsu team that returned during the meal, all joining except Shouto and Momo, who had 


excused themselves early, and Mei, who had left to go and offer her inventions to the other pro 
heroes. She had pleaded with Izuku to give his testimony, but he was too out of it, and had declined 
as politely as possible, saying he was really hungry and would probably collapse when talking with 
Mei’s potential clients. 


It had only been part of the reason. He had felt strange ever since watching Toga crawl through the 
tunnel he had made on the side of the basement’s walls, tunnelling through cement and dirt kick by 
kick. I got used to having her there, didn’t I? Everyone would hate it if I told them about it, ’'m 
sure. They would laugh if I said I missed being around a villain. 


He did miss her. She was too flirty, and would tease him relentlessly, and she had such violent 
ideas, but she also had a keen mind, an impulse to understand others, a drive to change. There was 
just so much Himiko Toga in his mind, now that she was gone...it was impossible to concentrate 
on anything. After four or five hamburgers made by the catering companies hired by the Hero 
Commission (he was so distracted he hadn’t even counted how many he had stuffed his face with), 
he had excused himself. He needed to go get his bruises checked, he had said. 


He didn’t. The doctor they had brought along, Karonaru, had used his Quirk on him on the way 
back, and he had already felt the effect on his half-healed wounds, and a quick check up as they 
walked revealed just how unscathed he was; the only thing he needed to take care of was the cut on 
his arm, which he'd made to give Toga the blood she would use to blend in and escape to 
Kagoshima easier. 


If her Quirk was accepted and she had access to donated blood, just how much pain would have 
been avoided? How many people are living like this, with such urges? I want to help, so much. 
First step would be to get his team to donate blood as soon as possible. And the money he got from 
the government, his base salary for having a current, active hero license? It felt dirty now to spend 
the surplus money he made on All Might merchandise, when he could have been investing in 
philanthropy. 


He had wanted change, for very long, and it had taken Toga asking for him to put it in words, to 
say it to someone. Now it was time to act. Maybe he would never be the #1 hero, maybe he would 
never fully master One for All, maybe he would never be everything he dreamed to be, but he still 
had to move forward. To victory or to defeat, to life or death, he would only go forward. There was 
more to being a hero than just punching bad guys, and he had to start now. 


He had wandered aimlessly, among offices where the army lived ordered, disciplined lives, still 
doing a duty for their land. There was paperwork everywhere, like in a normal office building, and 
the scent of old, stale coffee and residual cigarette smoke was embedded to the walls themselves. 


He had been alone when Toga had called, and yet he had still spoken softly. It felt forbidden, 
dangerous; for anyone else, she was an enemy. For Izuku? It got more complicated every second 
that passed. Perhaps just befriending her would be the easiest... 


And now that the call was over, he was just so tired. It makes no sense. I didn’t fight, or study all 
night, or run a quarter marathon with Tida while trying to keep pace. I just kicked a few times and 
then got rescued. The way back was just stretching my legs. Why do I feel so drained? I could nap 
for days... 


He started his way back with a heavy sigh, dragging his feet as he went. Yes, sleep would help, but 
only when they got home. They would be cramped in the Mei , as they would be taking the Class B 
team in the cargo hold, so it was less likely he would catch any shuteye, but thankfully the trip 
would be quick, and, once in Musutafu, it was just a train stop away to UA, and the bed he missed 
so dearly. 


And, when he inevitably woke up, the hunt for All for One would be on again. 


The pain was constant, so constant that he had ended up almost suppressing it mentally. As for the 
spikes on the pain, caused by the metastasis on his Quirk factor, usually the painkillers Dr. Ujiko 
had given Nine were enough. 


Not tonight. Nine had been given a comfortable room and fur covers for his bed, the window was 
sealed shut against the elements, but it was still cold. The cold, the reduced oxygen up in the 
mountains, the stress from being this close to the only man who had more raw power than him. 
The original . After all, Ujiko had only given Nine a synthetic copy of All for One to him. The true 
Quirk... AFO was terrifying. 


But the man was dying. The robes the monks had given the supervillain were not enough to hide 
the scars, to cover all the wounds. He didn’t have the mask, at least not yet. It might have been 
considered humorous, how AFO had dispatched a squad of monks to fetch a spare mask and a 
tailored suit from a safehouse in Japan...but to Nine, it was just imposing. 


AFO was at his lowest. Half his contacts had not answered the call; they were more loyal to an 
imprisoned AFO, than a freed one, and Nine was sure all these underlings with cold feet would end 
up dead. Thus, he depended on people like the monks, mountain yokels blessed with Quirks strong 
enough to be lords...whether in AFO’s world or Nine’s. 


And he depended on Nine now. It was a mutually beneficial agreement, for the moment. AFO got 
some heat away from himself while he regained his balance and footing, and Nine...Nine got 
EVERYTHING. The chance to show his power to the world, the Quirk that would stabilise his 
body, that would cure his ailment, that would end the pain. 


And with the chance to take out the top heroes, there was another option that would open for Nine; 
the Meta Liberation Army. After being the talk in every mouth in the underworld for months, they 
had vanished into the shadows just a year back. Someone had a knife at their throats, but, if Nine 
proved to be strong enough, they would seek him out. Their ideals were similar enough, and to go 
from leading three people to thousands? It was a match made in heaven. 


Pain shook his body, the sensation of all of his Quirks flourishing and rotting in the same instant, 
in ways he had no adequate vocabulary to explain. Perhaps he would live long enough to 
understand the cancer, perhaps not, but for now all he could do was endure the torment and reach 
out for the bedside table, trying not to shake the bed too much. If only he could get to his pills and 
the glass of water set aside, maybe the pain would be numb enough in half an hour or so... 


“It’s getting worse, isn’t it?” said a woman’s voice. His woman’s voice. Kiruka Hasaki, alias Slice, 
his most loyal follower, his truest friend, his lover. In so many ways, they had saved each other. 
Her Quirk was strong and versatile, letting her control her hair to an absolute degree, and use it as a 
weapon. He felt the soft caress of her naked skin pressed against his, feeling the goosebumps on 
her flesh from the cold; they had not cared to dress for bed after making love. 


After his people had been teleported over, they all knew it would happen, and who could blame 
them? He was a dying man, she was his woman, it was one of life’s pleasures and they would revel 
in it. And if it rubbed in AFO’s face how alone he was, while Nine had a tight knit crew, pretty 
much a family? Even better. 


“Yeah” said Nine, grabbing onto the pill bottle with shaky hands, his face contorting in pain. 
Kiruka reached out and took the pills from him, opening the lid with a quick turn by a strand of 
hair that wrapped itself around it. With a shake, she placed the pills on his hand and, with her other 
hand, she passed the water to him. He hadn’t even noticed, so focused he was on the pain, but she 
was practically straddling his lap. 


“Take it.” Kiruka said, bringing the glass to his lips as Nine placed the pills on his tongue, and he 
swallowed. The effect was almost immediate, and he felt his body returning to normal. Ujiko had 
been good at what he did, but now...now he was a corpse with half a head in some grimy morgue 
near Tartarus. 


“Think you can go to sleep now?” she asked, resting her cheek on his shoulder with a sleepy, 
adorable smile. Every king needed a queen, and he had found his...maybe he was too ambitious, 
too much of a dreamer. Maybe his social Darwinism and ideals of Liberation were just half baked 
thoughts and it would all end in ruin, and, with how his goals had already caused him unbearable 
pain, it seemed likely. 


But the mere chance that he could make it all happen made it worth it. To have absolute power, no 
opposition, to watch Quirks he never even imagined battle, the chaos it would cause... 


“T can try, but I’m still a bit sore.” Nine said, with a grin. He wasn’t big on smiles; he was just so 
used to being behind a mask that it had to be a very genuine feeling to bring out such a reaction. 


“Because of the illness, or was I too rough back when we had sex?” Kiruka asked, her voice but a 
whisper on his ear. 


“The latter, you know I like it rough as much as you.” With a chuckle, Kiruka pushed him onto his 
stomach, pulling onto his arm to position him neutrally and ergonomically. And in an instant, a 
hundred hair blades, thin as needles, stabbed right into all the pressure points in Nine’s back. The 
relief acupuncture brought was just heavenly. And the fact Kiruka had learned the art to aid his 
illness’ treatment? It was a sweet gesture that warmed his heart. 


“Don’t move, will you? If you wiggle too much, it’ll just hurt, that you know.” Kiruka warned, as 
she used her hands to massage his neck, undoing any knots that stress had caused. It was 
impossible not to have them, when his crew depended on him to fulfil their shared dream, and 
when he was being slowly killed by cancer in his Quirk cells, but a good massage kept the worst at 
bay. 


“T know, like when you were still learning, and you stabbed a needle too deep and it almost made 
the nerve in my eye pop.” Acupuncture was hard, and it was easy to mess up, and Nine had been 
her test dummy quite a few times. 


“Because you were too busy staring at my tits, you idiot.” Kiruka answered, adding more needles 
along his arms and lower back. Her hair was so long, and her control of it, exquisite, a true work of 
art. How would Nine best use it in battle? AFO wanted them to murder top heroes, but who would 
they take on? Would there be a series of battles? Would the old man be content with the head of 
Endeavor and a couple others? 


“Kiruka, ’'m sorry to change the subject but...you think we can really do this?” Nine asked. In 
public he may be the textbook example of arrogance and power, but in the intimacy of their bed, 
with just the two of them, he could open up. The world outside may be rough and dark and cold, 
but in the warmth of the covers, of his woman's embrace, he could be vulnerable. 


“Of course we can. We’ve got Mummy, we’ve got Chimera, and then there’s me and you. 


Remember when it was just us two against the world? With the...with everything I did for a fix, 
how I sold more than my soul for more and more to fuel my addiction? And then finding this 
amazing man who wanted so much more than his storms gave him. We’ve got this, love. I don’t 
care how we do it, we have weeks to plan. We’ll have a nice coffee maker in the safehouse, and eat 
toast for breakfast, with a fuckton of honey...” Kiruka rambled on and on, her finger tracing around 
Nine’s back. 


“IT know we’re villains living on the edge, that we could die any day, but when we’re the tyrants 
ruling the world we want, I’m not going to fetch a “cure Diabetes” Quirk, understand?” Nine said, 
with mockingly serious attitude. 


“T can find my own damn anti-Diabetes Quirk, Nine!” she quipped back with a chuckle. “And... 
about the fight... what’s in it for me if I put a hair needle through Endeavor’s eye? The good one.” 


“They both still work, I think. He blinks too much on interviews, it follows stuff too well.” Nine 
answered. Of course he kept a close eye on the top heroes; they were the most visible opponents to 
his dream regime. 


“And maybe...just hear me out...maybe Chimera could take on one of the heavy hitters. Maybe 
Miruko. Definitely Ryukyu, she’s strong, but her size makes her slow. And Wash...the hell is that 
thing? I vote we dissect that creature, find out what’s what.” Her voice became sleepier and 
sleepier, and, when she considered the needles had worked their magic, she removed them one by 
one, turning them again to silky, smooth red hair. 


“T think Hawks would be a good match for me, see if I can hit something that moves that fast...” 
Nine said with a yawn. The medicine and the acupuncture had been enough, and he hoped to sleep 
the through the night and wake up well rested, just like a baby. But perhaps a glass of warm milk 
and twenty minutes of stretches, and being in bed at 11 the latest, would achieve that easier. 


Turning around, he found Kiruka’s body, already back to where she had been before pain had 
woken him up. She was a light sleeper and blessed with drifting off to sleep just as easily as she 
woke up. With an arm around her waist pulling her closer to himself, Nine closed his eyes. Yeah, 
being the future king of the world and owning more Quirks than just about everyone, that kind of 
power felt good. But being the big spoon felt even better. 


Their welcome had little fanfare, as a team of police had been waiting at the Team First Response 
warehouse, with a dreadful amount of paperwork to fill; reports, testimonies, inventories of used 
equipment...Even the business students Mei had contracted to deal with budget issues, and the 
Legal ones she had hired as interim lawyers had been called. 


Of course, Kendou’s team had helped, and it had been decided to take turns talking with the 
officers and filling out forms, and the others could wash, nap and eat. The first Response 
warehouse was spacious enough, and well furnished, so they could all rest as much as possible 
meanwhile. A bit disappointed not to reach his bed at UA, Izuku had not fallen asleep too easily, 
and he had rested little. Two hours of sleep had just made him feel dehydrated, moody and with the 
beginnings of a headache. By then the two from Shiketsu had apparently done their paperwork and 
left to find lodgings for the night. 


With a sigh, Izuku had got up, turned off his alarm tone, and done the damn paperwork, typing 


details upon details of the fake story he had come up with Toga; a regular girl, trapped with him. 
They had not become good friends, but he had made sure she was safe and sound, administering 
first aid when needed, and then making a tunnel when he deemed it prudent for her to escape. He 
had used the alias Himiko had given to him, Misato Clarke, when referring to the fake civilian. 


The cops assigned to the task seemed bored out of their minds, and they didn’t bother asking Izuku 
any questions themselves, but they didn’t make the process any quicker either. It was almost 2 a.m. 
when the young heroes walked through the UA gates, only met by their homeroom teachers 
Aizawa and Vlad King. It was chilly and humid, and there were puddles of an earlier rain on the 
ground. 


Even the teachers seemed exhausted; from what Izuku remembered, the faculty had been tasked 
with investigation and research on the AFO case, so it had been a quiet, simple triumph, the 
forested path’s lamps the only witnessed to their glorious return. We can talk to everyone 
tomorrow. 


Class B went their way, and First Response their own, quietly making their way to the lounge of 
their dorm room. With a huge yawn, Aizawa spoke, “You keep making Class A proud, but I 
honestly don’t have the brain power to talk at this hour, I spent all afternoon playing tag with Eri. 
Scram, students, get to bed.” They didn’t need to be told twice...except Mei, who was so sleepy 
that she hadn’t even noticed the building she was at, and looked around with a lost expression. 
“Midoriya, you look well rested enough, get Hatsume to the Class H dorms, on the double.” 


With quick goodbyes with his other friends, Izuku prodded Mei and set her on the way. 
Thankfully, the building where support students in their second year were housed was quite near, 
so there was less chance of Mei wandering off after spotting an unclaimed plate of steel or some 
good quality leather some had left unattended... 


“Let’s go, Mei, time for bed.” She just nodded and followed obediently, yawning. 


As they approached, it seemed like Mei finally found her words, “You’re acting a bit...weird. Not 
my kind of weird, or your kind of weird, but...I don’t know. Emotional stuff?” 


“T’m just really tired.” Izuku lied, yawning to mask that he had been found out. 


“Right. I think... think I had an inventor quote for stuff like this, but I’m too sleepy to remember, 
piloting back was pretty difficult and I need to rest my eyes...What day is tomorrow? Or...today? I 
don’t even know.” She tugged at her braids, undoing them one by one and letting her hair loose. 
Her hairdo was actually a number of complex braids with 27 strands weaved together, possible 
with a machine she had invented as a child. Her pink mane got slightly curly when freed from the 
braids. 


“T think...Saturday? For tomorrow? I’m not sure, time felt so slow in that basement.” 


“Hmm. Saturday. Yep. Wait...I was meeting some execs on Sunday...want to tag along? Maybe 
wear a few Babies and show them off?” 


Sunday was a free day where he wouldn’t have to worry about school, hero work or anything...and 
he dreaded having a full day alone with his thoughts, a full day to think and overthink every minute 
he had spent with Toga. Or to get even more scared of fighting AFO. “Sure, Pll join. Who were 
you meeting?” 


“Tzuku! You show the worthiness of the best kind of client! And also...thanks. I feel better having 
a friend there with me. They say it is a discussion over a patent I published, those big wigs at 


Detnerat, with their Nijudotto Precision division, but I think that they want to buy my whole 
company, I don’t trust them, and a buff dude like you will make them shiver in corporate fear... 
Basically I want to tell them to piss off and buy the license to manufacture like everyone else, and 
not try to cut me out with their cheapskate offers.” Even at 2 a.m., Mei was a font of energy and 
vitality whenever she discussed business... 


...90 Of course, the second she was done, she wiped her eyes, yawned and said, “Well, that...we 
can talk more tomorrow. I also wanna know more about how my Babies worked in a natural 
disaster! Oh, I have so many ideas...” 


“Mei. Go. To. Bed.” Izuku said, blocking her path before she started walking around and rambling. 


With only her door left as her escape, Mei surrendered, and agreed to go to bed, but not without 
giving Izuku a quick, awkward, slightly robotic hug. “I...I don’t know if I’ve ever said it but...I’m 
so glad you’re okay. Can’t have Hatsume Industries without my best friend, right? Without my test 
dummy and model and business partner? Without my...I’ll just go to bed now. Bye. Wish me 
dreams about Tesla beating up Edison!” 


“Good night, Mei!” Izuku answered, with the biggest smile his tired face could manage. Her 
friendship really was everything to him, so important... 


As she closed the door behind herself, Izuku heard the muffled sound of her voice, growing even 
fainter as she moved inside her dorm room. “Can’t have Hatsume Industries without my muse.” 


For a second, he wanted to knock on the door. Open it and ask what she had meant, ask if they 
would just be friends forever, or if there could be more. Open the door and just kiss her. But the 
second he thought of that, his mind just went back to Toga kissing him in that basement, to him 
kissing her back. 


No, life was already too complex. He couldn’t risk the friendship with Mei, one of the pillars in his 
life. He wouldn’t make that mistake again, like he had with Ochako, he wouldn’t let his feelings 
destroy one of the things that mattered most to him. 


He sighed grimly. Jt is almost easier, almost safer to let myself have a crush on Toga. I hate that. 
I’m so afraid of losing all the people close to me, that I can’t be brave and try to be closer with 
one. It feels like, if I trust Toga, ’'m not opening myself up to the same kind of pain, like it won’t 
hurt me so much...because I know she likes me. What a mess... 


“Deku.” The voice caught him unawares. He blinked, looking around the dimly lit path, and he 
found the voice's owner. He had not expected anyone else to be awake, least of all him. “You’re 
back. We need to fucking talk.” 


After the stress of the typhoon, all he had done in the past weeks, all the tiredness, all the 
confusion in his heart about Toga, talking with Kacchan was about the last thing he wanted to do. 
“Yeah, it was...I’m really tired. Plus my gear is at my team’s warehouse, all wet, so I don’t have 
what to fight you with. Raincheck?” A year earlier, talking like that to Bakugou would have had 
his guts rolling in fear, his hands shaking, his voice quivering. Now? Things had changed. Maybe 
not for the better, but they had changed. 


“T said ‘talk’ and, for the first time, I fucking mean it.” Bakugou snarled, pointing at a few benches 
in the glade between the dorms of the support and hero courses. “So, if you are done kissing your 
insane girlfriend goodnight, let’s do this.” 


“She’s not my girlfriend.” Izuku said. The feeling when he said so...was it sadness? A bit of 


annoyance at having Bakugou keep thinking that? A certain bliss for his current friendship with 
Mei, and how he would never risk that? 


“Yeah, yeah, whatever, you can find someone crazy in your own time. Now to the fucking 
benches, Deku.” He didn’t wait and started walking, and Izuku followed. They sat on two different 
benches, close enough that they’d hear each other talk, but not enough that anyone would mistake 
them for friends. 


“So, what is it, Kacchan?” Izuku asked. He genuinely had no idea what was worth the explosive 
student staying up so late. 


“Two things. Which one do you prefer to hear first? The one that is absolutely pissing me off and 
keeping me awake at night? Or the one that makes me want to rip someone’s head off?” Bakugou 
replied, loudly, and it was a miracle that no teachers came out to tell them to shut up and go to 
sleep. 


“The first one?” Izuku asked. Oh great, how long will this take? “Or maybe the other one?” 


“They’re both related. Because in one I did stuff wrong, in the other you did stuff fucking wrong. 
Ring any bells, Deku?” Surprisingly, it seemed Bakugou was trying to stay calm and collected, 
even when the protruding vein on his forehead showed it was with amazing effort. 


“Just tell me already, alright?” Izuku said, too tired to care anymore. 


“Alright. Fuck it, I’m going to say it..." Bakugou closed his eyes and gritted his teeth, as if he was 
about to catch a punch in the face, or if he was about to attempt something that intimidated him 
like nothing ever had before. "Sorry." What? 


"Deku, I have realized just how much wrong I did to you, how all that supported my behaviour was 
my own excuses, how I was encouraged by no one stopping me. I genuinely believed in what I told 
you. All of it. When I belittled you, when I beat you up, in each of those moments, I didn’t think I 
was doing anything wrong at all.” He had gotten up from his bench and sat down at Izuku’s, and 
his voice was low, pensive. He’s clearly given this a lot of thought. 


“Why are you telling me this?” Izuku asked. He had not expected an apology, and much less one 
where Kacchan revealed he had done everything on purpose and without hesitation. 


“Don’t fucking interrupt, Deku, I’m getting there. I treated you like that when you were Quirkless, 
because I was insecure. I have everything; my looks, my height, my intelligence, a perfect Quirk 
for fighting. Everyone could see it, you most of all, and you supported me, even when I actively 
hurt you. To be helped by someone who had nothing, who was humble and kind, who turned the 
other cheek every single fucking time...I thought...I thought it was mockery. That you couldn’t 
genuinely still want to be nice to me, that you did is so others would think I was weak.” He sighed, 
taking his face into his hands. 


“That was never my intention. Kacchan, I kept trying to hold onto you, onto whatever friendship 
we once had, because I was so afraid of losing it. It took me years to realise I had lost it long ago. 
Just like how my dad left. Just like all my other friends left. Just like my mom left, retreating into 
herself, only able to say “sorry, Izuku’’. I’m still terrified of that.” 


“T know. I see how you treat your friends and I see that so clearly. It fucking sucks, Deku. But you 
know something? They’re not going to leave you so easily. All these UA people...they’re clingy. 
We won’t get rid of them anytime soon, you can rest easy. I...[ also want to apologise for 
something else. For how I have treated you ever since you got a Quirk.” Kacchan took his face off 


his hands, looking right into Izuku’s eyes. 
“Oh?” 


“T expected nothing of you, and then...I guess I just expected the world. I expected you to master it 
quickly, I expected you to be exactly like All Might, and then, when you really were on my level, it 
messed me up. How the fuck was I supposed to look at you? I had everything, and now you do. It 
didn’t make sense in my mind, and, instead of talking. I fought. I yelled. I cursed. You’re not the 
piece of shit I made you out to be, because my expectations of you were always biased. They were 
always wrong, and, if I had not had them... You offered me friendship, all along. Now, I think I 
should have accepted.” A single tear streamed down his cheek, and he wiped it quickly, furiously. 


“Kacchan, this...I don’t know how to react. Seriously...I...’m going to need a few days to think.” 
Izuku said. Does he think this is enough? That it makes up for anything? That we can just erase the 
past with a simple “sorry” ? 


“The fuck do you mean with thinking over?” Bakugou asked, raising an eyebrow in judgement. His 
hands sparked briefly, not out of anger, but seemingly out of stress, and Izuku felt the change of 
temperature on his skin, the scent of his nitroglycerin sweat in the air. 


“You think you just changed everything, Kacchan, don’t you? That I'll just say yes, everything will 
just be fine, that Kirishima will like this and take you back, right? That if you fix everything 
quickly with me, you can just keep on as if nothing had ever happened!” Izuku didn’t measure his 
words, his tone. It was all he could do not to grab onto Bakugou, not to hurt him. Conjectures and 
half-baked thoughts thus turned to angry, terrible words, full of assumptions. 


Bakugou’s eyes widened, and his expression was blank for a moment. Izuku braced himself for an 
attack, ready to counter the right hook Kacchan always used to open a fight, and which he would 
likely fall back to in a moment of stress...but the blow never happened. Izuku didn’t need to protect 
his face, he didn’t need to counterattack with a kick to the knee and a chokehold from behind. 


Because Bakugou just spoke. “That... don’t know how you figured that out. Yes, we are on a 
break. That started me thinking, but he wasn’t the only one. I have been thinking it over, all that 
time you were away. I know this undoes nothing. I know we shouldn’t be friends again, I don’t 
even know if I want that. This isn’t a quick fix, but...’ve been at the centre of it all. I made your 
problems, at least some of them. And now...I regret it. If I could change my choices, I would, but I 
can’t. I have to fucking move on. This is just a start, Deku.” 


He was being genuine, so much so. It was too much, it was overwhelming, and Izuku truly didn’t 
know how to react, what to say... “As I said, ’'m going to need a while to think it over.” 


“Fucking fine, then.” Bakugou grumbled, backing away, that small moment of openness, of 
communication, of understanding, gone, as quickly as it had appeared. 


“The other thing?” Izuku asked, almost dreading it. This one had to be the one keeping him up at 
night, but the other one? What’s got you so upset? Whatever did I do this time to warrant your 
damn anger? Breathe too loudly? Offer you a drink seven years ago? Stare at your face too long? 


“Shigaraki.” Bakugou said, and suddenly it all made sense. That...well, I did make that decision on 
my own and didn’t think of a moment that Shigaraki kidnapped Kacchan... 


“Oh.” 


“Oh indeed, fucker. Why the hell did I have to learn that through Commissioner Tsukauchi sending 


a fucking text to Aizawa ? Stupid cop says he didn’t have my number. I don’t think Aizawa’s gonna 
lecture you, he probably guesses Ill rip you a new one for that fucking stupid decision. And he’s 
right.” Bakugou said, barely concealed hatred behind his eyes, more explosions going off in his 
hands. 


“Kacchan, I will tell you why I did that, you just have to-” 


“Listen to your reasons? Speak quickly, shithead, before we cause a scene right here and right 
now.” He let out a bigger, focused explosion. The scent of it was unmistakable. You mean 
business, huh? 


“Two reasons; I need more help against AFO. Somebody who truly knows him offering to betray 
him is just the advantage I need.” Izuku started, rolling his eyes as Bakugou interrupted him, not 
allowing him to say the second reason. 


“What the fuck is this? “I need” you say...we’re in this together, remember? All that we trained 
and learned with All Might... THE HELL DO YOU MEAN?” He was desperate, and angry, and, if 
Izuku was right, feeling powerless. J don’t know if this will work... 


“Because I know you will never work with Shigaraki. I don’t want to risk the lives of my friends, 
or yours either.” Bakugou recoiled at that, visibly hurt at not being included in “my friends”. 
“Shigaraki is just a piece I can move in this game. He already has a motive, he has a strong Quirk, 
and if you can’t trust him, you probably won’t want to come along, and that way you'll be safe!” 
I’m gambling so much here, but they have two of the strongest Quirks I know, if I can pull this off... 


“You...” Bakugou said, narrowing his eyes. “You think you can get rid of me that easily?” 
Izuku smiled, and said, “I sure hoped so.” 


“Think it is easier to fight beside someone who tried to kill you, who is only out for personal 
reasons? Who can and will kill you the second he gets a chance? Who could be plotting to kill AFO 
just to take the throne for himself? Can you really be that naive, Deku?” Izuku almost smiled 
again; this was going too well. 


“T’ve done stupider things, Kacchan. Like hold on to the idea we were friends.” 


“That...that has nothing to do with anything. We’re discussing how you offered TOMURA 
FUCKING SHIGARAKI to go with you and take part in killing All for One. He was beaten, 
imprisoned, and would rot there forever, Deku. He only wants that death now, yeah, but what will 
he fucking want tomorrow? To get out for “good conduct’? To get a respectable life? It will be a 
fucking front. He’s playing you, he’s playing everyone. He’s still the fucker who kidnapped me, 
Deku, he’s still the guy who kept me locked in a marble for three days straight, just to see if it 
broke my resolve! I was awake the entire fucking time!” 


He was screaming and crying, and Izuku hesitated. J didn’t mean to push him so far... “All the 
while they talked about me, you know? Shigaraki was so hopeful, as were Kurogiri, that bastard 
that put me in the marble in the first place, Compress, and that lizard one. Dabi, that piece of shit, 
barely spoke, even when he had been leading the attack. And Toga? Bitch was neutral at first, but 
in the second day she started demanding they kill me. I don’t know how she fucking did, but she 
found out. About all I did to you. She wanted to kill me slowly.” 


Izuku felt his heart sink. 1 know, Kacchan, she told me so. “And Shigaraki agreed. If I didn’t 
accept, he would do it himself, melting me slowly with his Quirk. You cant work with someone 
like that, Deku!” 


“T don’t know if I believe he has changed. I didn’t see that version of Shigaraki when I talked to 
him, not completely. And, with what we talked...I’m going to take the risk. What do you care if he 
turns on me? Don’t you think I can take him on my own?” Izuku asked, accusingly. 


“Deku...Shigaraki does NOT deserve a second chance! If it was up to me, I’d have him executed 
this instant. There is no redemption, not for the likes of him. He chose his fucking path!” Bakugou 
said, getting in Izuku’s face. Izuku could even smell the mint in his toothpaste at this distance. 


“A five-year-old forced to kill his father by All for One with a Quirk forcefully implanted, decades 
of mental abuse, having no one reach out to help him...he did NOT choose that path!” Izuku 
answered, just as loudly. 


“Think you can fix villains, Deku? Think you can give them that second chance you so seem to 
want to give them? Be my fucking guest!” He got up, starting to walk away, fuming. 


“Kacchan, wait a second.” Izuku called out, before the blonde left. 


“You’re right. I can’t give them that second chance on my own.” His mind was full of Himiko 
Toga, and how he didn’t have so many of the skills and abilities that would help her. He was no 
lawyer, no psychiatrist, no therapist, he was just a hero student. A hero student with connections, 
with favours owed, with dreams bigger than life itself...but just a student, nevertheless. 


Bakugou turned to face Izuku. The anger in his face was undeniable. “What do you intend to do, 
then? You’re not strong enough to pull the trigger on your “victims”, Deku. You’re not ready to 
kill them.” 


“Are you? You say “die” all the time, speak of killing them, of ending lives...Can you do that, 
Kacchan?” Izuku asked. I know what my limits are. I know what it would take for me to go that far, 
and Toga...she could never go that far for me to do that. I know that now. 


Bakugou hesitated for a moment. Did you ever ask yourself this? Is it all just bluffing? “I have 
what it fucking takes, Deku!” 


“Prove it.” Izuku said, his voice low, barely audible in the quiet night. 


“T’m still going, you piece of shit. I don’t trust Shigaraki, and that way I can keep an eye on him. 
Stop you from fucking up like this again. And see that bastard All for One dead. I want to have 
Shigaraki’s detonator, understand?” Bakugou said, pointing at Izuku with spite. 


“How did you know there would be a detonator?” Izuku asked. Did Tsukauchi tell them that? 


“T inferred it, fuckface. How else are you supposed to control Shigaraki, kind words?” Bakugou 
gave a grim laugh, before saying, “I didn’t just open up to you and apologize just so you can go 
die, ambushed by a supposed ally, before even fighting our enemy. Fuck no. I’m going with you, 
idiot. Now lets go to bed before you do something even more stupid, got it?” 


Izuku shrugged with a smile. This is the closest I’ve been to being friends with you in more than a 
decade, Kacchan... “What could be more stupid than recruiting our old nemesis to fight AFO?” 


“T don’t know, Deku, you tell me.” He shrugged as well. J thought for a second he would say “like 
dating Himiko Toga” ... could I have lied and said I haven’t thought about it? 


“Let’s just go sleep, Kacchan.” Bakugou grumbled, but he didn’t argue back, and they started 
moving beneath the cold trees and the distant moonlight. They walked the rest of the way in 
silence. 


Gen Pop 


Shuichi woke up, his right hand freezing, a tension at his wrist. But when he reached out for his 
sleeve, to massage his hand, to make his arm feel better, there was no arm. It had all been a 
phantom pain. He could feel the arm, he still could...but it was fading. The arm was gone. He 
started to weep, despair taking him. 


Shuichi Iguchi, alias Spinner, had spent a miserable few weeks. First had been the last few 
preparations for the assault on Tartarus, and he had spent all his time training exhaustively. 
Endeavor would be there, as well as countless unworthy heroes. But Endeavor...Dabi had told them 
so much. Shuichi and him had become closer over the past year, talked extensively about every 
little thing. 


Having made friends with the others, considering Dabi as his best friend, perhaps, Shuichi had 
trained. He had given it his all, following All Might’s “American Dream Plan”, a training regimen 
designed to strengthen any who had the courage to stick with it. And, as it was All Might, he was 
sure that Stain would have approved. 


He had believed he was strong, but it hadn’t been strong enough. The Blade Nomu had been a 
much bigger threat to Endeavor, and Shuichi...he had been maimed. He had lost the fight, lost his 
pride, lost his right arm at the shoulder. The burns had fused his flesh and bones, had cooked every 
single gram of fat in the arm. 


He still recalled that moment vividly. Endeavor’s words, clear as day, “Prominence Burn!”. The 
smile before the white-hot flames shot forward. The brightness blinding him, the sheer terror of 
hearing the flames approach in the slow motion of adrenaline, the quick pain as the heat rocked 
him. 


But it had not been the fireball itself. No, that had just been the heat preceding it. The flames had 
licked every inch of exposed skin first, and then started melting that very skin. Shuichi had 
covered his face with his arm, and yet the right side of his face had sustained second degree burns, 
and there was damage to his eardrum and eyes. 


He now needed glasses to see, and the right side of his body was covered in blisters that he needed 
to wash every so often, or otherwise risk an infection. Maybe he’d be yet another casualty of the 
League of Villains, just out of an infection of a part of his body that he couldn’t reach with his left 
arm, wouldn’t that be fitting? The first battle in which he felt he had helped, he had done 
something, he had stood out...He had paid dearly. 


The arm had to be amputated, and he had needed skin grafts for part of his shoulder and chest. The 
operations had been quick, and he had spent most of his first days in jail in the hospital wing of 
Abaddon Interim Prison. Afterwards his room had been a place to wallow in the pain, to search 
hard for motivation. Separated from his friends, he could tell he was regressing to being a shut-in, 
that, if he could, he would just isolate and play videogames, or watch movies. Would they allow 
him that? 


He didn’t really know how jail worked these days. In Abaddon, their little, white-walled cells were 
individual and they spent the entire day there. In Tartarus, he had seen some common areas, but he 
had no idea if prisoners were allowed to use them, or if they were for the guards. One thing he did 
know for sure, was that they were moving them from Abaddon. 


Two heroes had spoken to him, individually and together, and it hadn’t exactly been a Good Cop, 


Bad Cop routine. More of a shy cop, extroverted cop act, if it was an act at all. Suneater and 
Lemillion. 


Suneater seemed familiar, at least his voice, and Spinner felt pretty sure he had played videogames 
with him once or twice. He spoke little, but when he did, he was usually insightful, and wise. In 
another life, Shuichi would have wanted to befriend him. 


The other one, Lemillion, was a true inspiration. He had lost his Quirk in combat, he had told 
Spinner, and had been trying the techniques that the support group he had been going to had taught 
him, for Spinner and his arm. The loss of a Quirk was the loss of something as innate as an arm, 
Lemillion said, so he hoped that it could work. 


Meditation, self reflection. Acceptance. It was all easy on theory. But in practice, it was even easier 
to spend the entire day sleeping, hoping for bizarre dreams where he could forget his reality for a 
while. The reality in which he couldn’t even wash his face properly in the morning, the reality in 
which even holding a spoon to eat was difficult. 


In the dreams he was whole. He could see unaided, he could hear. There were strange things, but at 
times he also saw his friends. Dabi, Twice, Shigaraki, Toga, Compress. In a dream they had told 
him that he had been good enough, that his efforts had made a difference. 


That day he had woken up with bitter tears in his eyes. 


But not all days were so bad. Sure, he was alone, but now that he knew he would be transferred to a 
different prison, he had hope. Maybe they’d put him with his friends again. Maybe he’d make new 
ones. Maybe, at least, he could stretch a bit, get some air, have a window with a nice view, and not 
just look at grey skies and brown mud. 


He had to be as optimistic as Lemillion. The hero still hoped on the off chance that a little girl 
would learn to use her Quirk well and restore him...but even when she did, Lemillion wasn’t sure if 
little Eri could restore a person’s arm after having been lost. 


One of the guards, the usual interrogator, had mentioned a prosthetic arm, and they had even taken 
measurements. But Spinner knew it wasn’t easy to get used to one, from what Compress said. He 
didn’t know if it would avoid the phantom pain that woke him up at night. And he didn’t know if 
he would receive it before being transferred. 


“Iguchi, you have a visit.” There was a speaker on the camera in the corner, and he recognized the 
voice as the guard interrogator. Just seconds later, Lemillion was there, beaming, being a literal ray 
of sunshine. Suneater was a lucky guy, Spinner thought. 


“Hey, man! They let me be your hero guard, we’re going to your new home now! I think you’ Il like 
it, it has lower security than this place, the inmates have time at the yard, and there are workshops 
and classes to learn skills and make money. You’re going to be okay!” Lemillion said. He was so 
reassuring, so bright...he knew what he was doing. It was like he had a lifetime of experience 
cheering sad people. 


“Yeah?” Spinner asked. He wasn’t mentally ready to leave yet, but in the journey he’d probably 
get used to the idea. 


“Ah yes, I also have a gift for you. Ta-dah!” He produced a metal and polymer prosthetic arm, 
which had a crimson streak along the side, in a clearly Stain-inspired colour scheme. “Tamaki 
asked for them to add the red line, for you. Want to put it on?” Spinner could have kissed both 
heroes, honestly. The prospect of being able to even hold stuff again... 


“Yes, man! Let’s see it!” 


Lemillion helped Spinner unbutton and remove his shirt, and assisted with the straps that secured 
the arm with his chest. Then he coupled the arm’s shoulder with the stump Spinner had, and, with 
the flick of a switch, he turned the arm on. 


The raw nerves on his stump flared in discomfort as the arm sent a dozen cables with suction cups 
to latch onto his skin, and then those cups sent small electric signals. He felt a cold, strange 
feeling...and then a hand. Fingers. Weight. A whole arm. 


“Tt...It WORKS!” he yelled, as he watched his new metal fingers move, right as his brain wanted 
them to. Every finger movement felt new with the prosthetic, a true beginning. He moved his wrist, 
then his forearm. In minutes, he could move the entire thing, and, while it was nothing like his old 
arm, it made him happy. He wasn’t whole again, but he could fend for himself. He could survive, 
he could learn how to live like this. 


“Lemillion can I...can I hug you?” Spinner asked. 


“Sure!” The hero had a leaner build than the bulky Spinner, but still his hug was tight. “Good thing 
we got you an arm, no? It let me do that.” 


“Why?” Spinner asked, the moment the hug ended. “Why do you help like this? Don’t you see that 
I followed Shigaraki? That I proclaimed I would kill fake heroes? I believe in Stain, you know!” 


“Showing you that there are good heroes was easy. Tamaki and I are good people, right? It was 
just a matter of showing you that. It’s hard to generalize a group when you have friends in it, right, 
Shuichi?” He was a clever bastard, that’s for sure. Hearts and minds winning the war...he was 
right. Not all heroes were rotten, and how many were actually good people? Judging on a case to 
case basis was just...judging individuals. And Lemillion, and Suneater...they were good. 


“That’s...friends?” he asked. 


“Yes! We’ll visit soon. I...I’m still being reprimanded by fighting Quirkless, so you’ll be seeing 
some of me still! Oh, you’re also going to ask if your friends are going with you? I’m sorry, but 
they’re splitting you up. Dabi will be a while in the refurbished Tartarus, Compress is being sent to 
Sapporo, and Shigaraki...well, Nejire didn’t tell me. I think she wants him all for herself!” 
Lemillion laughed heartily. There had to have been some bizarre happenings for a girl to want 
anything to do with Shigaraki, much less a hero, but whatever it was, he preferred to stay ignorant. 


“What about Toga? Was she caught?” She was like the little sister of all of the League, and he 
dreaded to imagine how her capture would be...if she'd even be taken alive. 


“Not yet, no. AND...that’s all I can tell you about current villain stuff! Anyway, let me put on the 
handcuffs and we’re off for Nagoya prison!” 


The journey took several hours. Chained to a cold, uncomfortable metal seat in the back of a 
SWAT van, Spinner managed to catch some sleep. The police officers with him were lenient and 
gave him a ham sandwich in the middle of the journey, as well as a bottle of water. Or technically, 
two bottles, after he accidentally squeezed the first with his prosthetic and it spilled everywhere. 
He would need to get used to the arm, see what it could do. Adapt. 


He was escorted through the doors, able to get one last glimpse at Nagoya before the gate was 
closed. It looked like a nice town, with a few tall buildings nearby and skyscrapers in the distance, 
and the sea beyond. He even heard the call of some seagulls. But he’d never been there, so there 


was no nostalgia at all, but he would still miss the freedom. First he was admitted to an office 
where he sat down while his guards transferred paperwork and were replaced by others in different 
uniforms, Nagoya Prison’s staff. Next, they gave him new coveralls, in a drab, muted blue. Shuichi 
felt he looked better in them than the ugly orange of the Abaddon uniforms...but that wasn't a very 
useful thought, in his opinion. 


The walls were covered in old paint, flaking in some places, in light blue and white. It looked cold, 
unforgiving, and Shuichi imagined it was on purpose. As he was walked down into the prison, a 
guard explained everything to him, “Meals are at 7.30, 2 and 8. Yard time is from 8 to 8.30, and 4 
to 4.30 p.m. Brawls and any other uses of Quirks are prohibited. You can defend yourself, but 
fighting WILL get you extra duties, and repeat offenses will increase your jail time. From the 
documents the Abaddon guys gave me, it looks like you can still leave here someday. Don’t extend 
your stay with us, understood?” 


“Yes, got it.” 


The guard smiled and patted him on the back, just a bit threateningly. ““That’s what I like to hear. 
We’re a place of discipline, not torture...but we can still make your time here difficult. Oh, right, 
one more thing. Visitation is on fridays, and the time is based on conduct...and if anyone even 
wants to see you.” 


That was a bit harsh, but probably livable. Spinner nodded, and walked the rest of the “tour” in 
silence. They walked through workshops and job areas, where he would be spending most of his 
days, in tasks as useful as possible. Next they visited the cafeteria, which had reinforced doors and 
thick steel bars on the windows, and was guarded by wary guards. A quick trip through the empty 
yard was the last stop before reaching his cell. 


“Enjoy your stay.” The guard’s voice was sarcastic, and Spinner could tell he wouldn’t quite get 
the same support as he had from Lemillion with this guard. With a swift turn of the keys, the guard 
locked Spinner in his cell. The place where he would sleep for who knew how many years. 


The place he would share with a tall, well muscled man, with long hair and an insane smile. The 
man sat down at the top of the bunk bed, hunching over (that’s how Spinner knew he was tall), and 
leapt down with catlike agility. His gait was definitely a fighter’s, and Spinner’s entire body tensed 
in the expectation of a fight. 


He was not in shape after the solitary confinement at Abaddon, and that guy looked fresh out of an 
MMA match. But Spinner wouldn’t give up without a fight, and would not cower down. He had 
heard terrible tales of what happened in prison, and he would not let that happen to him. 


“New guy...” said the tall man, approaching. Spinner could see the scars in his hands, the fact they 
almost looked bloodstained. And then the smile stopped being threatening, and the man offered 
his left hand, “What, think I was gonna beat you up? Something worse? Maybe murder you right 
here and right now?” He laughed. 


“Yeah, something like that...” 


“Fuck that shit. You’re the first person they have put with me as a roommate! Come on, pal, it’s 
been boring as hell ever since Overhoe got arrested and all the lads with him. I need a fucking 
update on the outside world, man. Are there dudes worth beating up?” He pulled Spinner to a very 
confusing side hug. 


“Ummm...what?”’ 


“True, I skipped the beginning! What’s your name, buff dude?” 


“Shuichi Iguchi, my friends called me Spinner. I was a member of the League of Villains, joined 
because of Stain, and I failed in the attempt to kill the fake hero Endeavor.” Spinner said, feeling 
almost accomplished. 


“That is terrific to hear, Spinner. I’ve got a few friends here already...beat them up in brawls, you 
see, and then we bonded. That guard ever tell you about the extra duties? That’s only for fights that 
last more than five minutes or ones where someone gets grievously injured, so...We should have a 
friendly match one time, what do you say? Never been punched with a metal arm before.” He had 
an almost infectious energy, that almost made Spinner smile...except for how he was threatening 
him in a way. 


“It’s pretty new, but if that’s how one makes friends here...” Spinner shrugged, and felt happy that 
the prosthetic answered quickly, rising in time with his other arm. 


“Oh, you’re gonna have a good time, pal. We all are. The “Brotherhood of Dudes Knocked the 
Fuck Out by Rappa’”! Best gang ever!” he declared, beating on his chest with one of his strong 
fists. 


“Who’s Rappa?” Spinner asked. If this guy had been knocked out, that Rappa person had to be an 
absolute beast... 


“T’m Rappa! As for how I knocked myself out, well...[ punched my face. Hard. Had insomnia, you 
see. And it worked. You know that paradox, the one where I ask “If I punch myself and get 
knocked the fuck out, am I weak or strong’? Well, I don’t have the answer, really.” 


Spinner laughed at the absurdity of it all. The outlandish manner of Rappa reminded him of Twice, 
somewhat. “Nice to meet you Rappa. I'll be in your care.” 


Mina noticed a lot of things after her classmates returned from Okinawa. They were all exhausted, 
and their eyes...they had seen a lot of misery, had seen people lose their homes and ways of life, 
perhaps for good, and had been the only ray of hope available. A huge responsibility. 


She compared her own real life experience; being a coward at USJ, being confined and useless at 
the camp attack, only hearing about the exploits of her classmates in their internships. Worrying for 
all her friends. And then, with her apprenticeship in the Ryukyu agency, it looked as if she might 
catch up and really make a difference. 


They had even been involved in the most destructive fight in recent Japanese military history. With 
how small the army was now, the loss of trillions of yen in planes, trucks and helicopters by the 
rampaging Gigantomachia was a pretty big hit, but the quick intervention of Ryukyu and her 
sidekicks had managed to contain the situation. 


Gigantomachia had been terrifying. Bigger, faster and stronger than that time when Mina had 
managed to rush in and give him a false address for a hero agency’s office, and he had a boombox 
around his neck, which blasted a speech from someone Mina didn’t know, but that voice had 
frightened her, almost to the point she would freeze... 


But she hadn’t. She had faced her fear, and done her part, using her acid to support her boss, 


managing to make Gigantomachia trip on it, and that let Ryukyu pounce and bite through the 
giant’s neck. It had been horrible, gory and Mina still woke up in a cold sweat a few nights 
afterwards, the vision of it appearing in her dreams...but it had been enough to stop Gigantomachia. 
The giant wasn’t dead, rather imprisoned in a facility she had not been told about, and frankly, she 
didn’t want to know. 


Her friends had similar shock in their faces, she could tell. Midoriya, in particular. He was so out of 
it; bags under his eyes, muttering a lot more than usual, endlessly scribbling in his notes, drawing 
doodles. Aizawa had called him to answer two questions, and he had failed both. But surprisingly, 
Bakugou hadn’t laughed, he hadn’t even reacted negatively. If anything, there was some concern. 


Kirishima had noticed too. For lunchtime he had asked Mina to go with him and talk with 
Midoriya, confirm whatever he suspected. Maybe the conflict with Bakugou was moving forward? 
Mina could only hope. 


The unmistakable ring of the bell ended class, and the students excitedly left for lunch, forming 
into small groups. Some departed for Lunch Rush’s cafeteria, some to study halls or the gardens. In 
the patio, an impromptu snowball fight was starting, and Mina could already see a few couples 
cruising around, walking a bit too slow, some sharing warm drinks, some holding hands. She saw 
Tetsutetsu and Kendou, and Momo with Todoroki, and even Kyoka and Kaminari, the latter 
seemed to have slipped on a patch of ice and was being helped up by the laughing Jirou. 


Kirishima was doing better from his “break up”, which he swore wasn’t one. He was acting quite 
maturely, Mina thought, trying to consider every angle, what he could do about it, what he could 
make happen. And, if the slow return of his cheery attitude was any sign of it, this would all be 
history soon. 


“Hey Mina?” he asked as they walked the grounds, looking for any indication of Midoriya. 
“Yeah, Kiri?” 


“Thanks. For all of this. You didn’t have to help me, even less when we are exes and all...” He 
blushed shyly and looked away. Mina just chuckled. Sure they might have shared their first kiss, 
but they had always been very casual, and she understood why they had broken up, she held no 
hard feelings. If anything, she felt they were better friends now. 


“Don’t say that, dummy! It’s what friends do and that is exactly what we are...So don’t sweat it, 
Kiri! Let's talk to Midori and see what’s what!” Mina said, giving him a friendly pat on the back. 


“Let’s find him!” Kirishima said, with a big smile that showed all his adorable shark teeth. Mina 
still found him cute and handsome, even if she didn’t feel attracted anymore, and his supportive, 
kind personality was a ray of sunshine in a cold day, and it was quite fun to tease him and tell him 
he had small calves...and he did have small calves, so it was hilarious. 


Teasing was a lot of fun for Mina, such an easy way to relate with others and have a good bit of 
banter. Teasing Tsuyu for her zero resistance to cold, Momo for being so posh, Tooru for just 
about everything (and she gave back as much as she got), Ochako for being so fierce when 
fighting, Kyoka for being a textbook tsundere, lida for the rules...and recently, she had been 
thoroughly enjoying teasing Shinsou. 


Solitary, sarcastic, sleepy Shinsou was probably a strange crush for someone like Mina, a social 
butterfly with, well...a perfectly normal sleep schedule. But she had so much fun trying to get him 
annoyed that she had recently started picturing herself doing more than just going and being a 
bother...and they did say opposites attract, so...if it happened, why not? 


She wondered if her mind had drifted to him because of Kiri being her ex, or that it was likely that, 
if they found Shinsou, they would find Midoriya...Probably the second option. My crush isn’t that 
big or anything... 


“Well, he isn’t in the patio and yard...” Kirishima said, shrugging. “Hatsume’s workshop?” Mina 
nodded enthusiastically; it was where Midoriya would spend most breaks in the last days of first 
year and at the beginning of the second. Teasing Midoriya about liking Hatsume might have been 
fun, but for some reason it got Ochako in a very foul mood, so Mina didn’t do it. 


They headed for the Support Department, and were greeted by the sounds of machinery and 
metalwork, of hammers and drills and even sewing machines, had a chance to check on a few 
friends and acquaintances, but Hatsume’s corner of the shop was conspicuously empty, so Mina 
asked a girl she knew, a green haired cutie called Amber, where Mei was. 


“Hmmm...the library, I think?” she answered softly. For a girl who worked in the middle of all that 
noise and chaos, she sure had a soothing presence. 


Skipping merrily, now that they knew where their target was, Mina and Kirishima cut through the 
patio and made their way to the library, a place that brought back memories of lida’s infinite 
patience running out while trying to tutor Kaminari and Mina, of searching thoroughly with Tooru 
to find manga, of sleeping a couple times in the study section. 


“There they...are.” said Mina, covering her mouth and giggling as a strict senpai looked their way, 
disapproving of all noise. She had found Midoriya, Hatsume and Shinsou seating down in some 
couches; Midori had about a dozen books around him and his notes, Hatsume was busy drawing on 
a blueprint, and Shinsou was lounging with a novel, looking quite sophisticated, if Mina had been 
asked. 


At a glance, it looked like the only one actually researching was Midoriya, and the other two were 
just hanging out with him in comfortable silence. Two introverts and a focused inventor together, of 
course they didn't feel the need to speak...but Mina was just ready to upend that balance... 


“Hey guys! What’s up? How are you doing?” Mina asked, feeling an easy smile on her lips. 


“T’m altering my blueprints for added modularity and to make the parts easier to mass produce, 
rounding up some edges, removing a few points of contact here and there...[’1l make bank with this, 
umm...Izuku’s classmate whose name I just forgot!” Hatsume said, her smile wild and untamed, as 
if she was a predator that had already smelled blood...or in her case, money. 


“T’m looking at Quirk studies of the past fifty years on blood Quirks and their effects on brain 
psychology, and if combined with mind altering Quirks...” Midoriya said, very quickly, until it 
devolved into muttering. Mina wondered what blood Quirks and getting brainwashed would have 
to do. But then again, this is Izuku Midoriya, knowing all about Quirks is his thing! 


”° 


“That’s err...pretty cool, Midoriya...” said Kirishima, a bit awkwardly, “Hey, do you have a 
minute? I wanted to ask you a thing or two outside.” 


“Sure.” Midoriya said, giving a quick nod and putting his things in order, though, in the rush to 
accompany Kirishima out, Mina managed to see that he had left a notebook open, with a very good 
drawing of the villain Himiko Toga...much more detailed than most of his usual quick drafts for 
his notes. That was curious, Mina thought. From what she knew, Toga was obsessed with 
Midoriya, but what if it was mutual? Oh, that would be such delicious gossip if it happened! 


But she was pretty sure it wouldn’t. As both boys left, Mina was left with Hatsume and Shinsou. 


Hatsume had returned to her blueprint, and casually said, “You are probably wondering why I’m 
relying on pencil and paper for this, instead of some CAD software? Well, I already did this in the 
modelling software and this is just to pass time! Less expensive than Gunpla model kits, wouldn’t 
you agree?” 


“Sure!” Mina said, with no idea what Mei had said. Instead, she turned to Shinsou. “Hey hey! 
Shinsou! What are you doing?” 


“Reading.” he answered, tilting the book slightly to look at Mina for just an instant. He tilted the 
book back and continued, but he tensed up slightly when Mina sat down next to him. 


She scooted even closer and said, “Whatcha reading?” 


“A book?” he answered, slow and sarcastically, moving a bit away. With a grin, Mina shortened 
the distance again. 


“What’s it called?” Mina asked, pointing her finger at him, just to get even closer and see how he 
reacted. Shinsou huffed and put the cover right where her finger was; “The Meta Liberation War’. 
Reading stuff written by villains? 


“An ideological piece of crap, is what this is. These Liberation Army idiots think that Social 
Darwinism with Quirks is the way forward, and the only way to achieve true freedom. It’s all 
bullshit, just the same as calling certain Quirks evil.” He seemed quite passionate about it, Mina 
did not regret asking. 


“So if it is bad...why read it?” she asked, poking the book about ten times. 


“Aizawa told me there were rumours of these fuckers resurfacing while he was training me last 
year, and then, nothing. And it was by the section of books Izuku found, so...why not? If it bores 
me to sleep it is a massive win.” He gave a little smirk, that Mina found quite endearing. 


“So what do you think happened? Why would a whole Liberation Army hide again?” 


Shinsou shrugged and moved just a bit further away in the couch. “There’s a few ideas we have, 
Izuku, Mei and I. Maybe they are serving someone better in the shadows, but Izuku’s pretty sure 
that person isn’t Shigaraki; the League needed to hit several banks and hire mercs for Tartarus, the 
only one with their own cash was that asshole doctor. And we don’t think AFO has them, or he 
would have done something with them already.” 


“Think it’s a threat?” Mina asked, using her hand to lower his book and look him in the eye. Mina 
wiggled her eyebrows, barely holding a giggle as she saw how vexed he got. Come on, Shinsou, 
laugh with me! Join! 


“T...how can I focus on that with you laughing at me?” he said, unamusedly. 

Mina grinned, “I’m laughing with you, not at you, silly Shinsou!” She giggled (with him, of 
course) again; he just frowned slightly, opened his mouth to say something, thought again, and 
looked desperately at Hatsume for support. 


The inventor girl didn’t even look his way, and just muttered something unusual, of which Mina 
didn’t understand a thing; “Toha Heavy Industries had a bad quarter, their stock prices...hmmm, 
perhaps. Perhaps Anaheim Electronics has capacitors for sale? I doubt it. OCP went bankrupt in 
Detroit, cyborg stuff, I could bulk buy some high carbon steel from them if I get...” The rest of the 
library was quiet enough to still hear her mutter a bit. She was completely in her own world, and 
her blueprints were now almost full. 


Mina was quite scared of that; she could barely even draw a nice landscape with pencils in an hour, 
and Hatsume had filled a big paper with perfectly straight lines, annotations, measurements and 
equations, in just the time that she had been talking with Shinsou. She was more machine than girl! 


“Well, could you maybe not laugh “with me” while we’re in the library? The only thing more 
annoying than having to talk during recess would be getting scolded by some senpai who gets a 
rush of adrenalin by shushing people here.” He rolled his eyes, motioning to an older student in a 
nearby desk. Their senpai did look like a strict ass, and she brought a finger to her lips angrily. 
Mina decided to ignore her. 


“So you mean I can’t tickle you?” Mina asked, getting close and wiggling her fingers. Shinsou’s 
eyes widened, clearly uncomfortable by the idea of getting tickled. Or maybe getting touched in 
general? I have never seen him hug anyone, not even Denki and they’re close... 


“’d absolutely hate that.” Shinsou said grimly, but then added, “I’m not really ticklish and it 
would just be annoying.” 


“Invite you to karaoke after school? With everyone, I mean, of course! You have a nice voice, I’m 
sure you can sing!” It was one of the things she most liked, how smooth and alluring his voice was. 
Pure ASMR, it was...even when he was annoyed. 


“Sorry, I have plans.” Shinsou answered, his face almost apologetic. The senpai was still shushing 
them, and Mina didn’t give her the time of day. 


“Oooh, plans! What are you gonna do?” Mina asked curiously, batting her eyelashes at him. His 
face didn’t change from the look of mild, but growing, annoyance. 


“It’s a secret...want me to tell you?” Oh god, now HE is teasing me? 


“Of course!” Somewhere beyond their field of view, the senpai had gotten up and had started 
making her way to the librarian, who was huddled behind an oak desk, reading some shoujo 
manga. 


“T’m going to go to the opposite end of town, wear some noise cancelling headphones, and enjoy 
that I don’t have to sing in public or be around with someone who just threatened to tickle me.” 
Shinsou said, unbearably smug. He revelled in being antisocial, and that would no stand! Oh no, 
Mina would get him out of his shell yet! 


“If you don’t wanna hang out, something right now! How about I tell you a joke? I know some that 
are really funny!” 


“We’re in a library.” he said, clearly more annoyed by the moment. As if Mina could forget the 
place they were at; the smell of old paper and air conditioning, the quiet sounds of pages being 
turned and book covers being softly shut, the subtle off-white colouring of the wallpaper (which 
even had a UA watermark!), the feeling of the bookshelves all around them. It was at the same 
time cozy, comfy and extremely boring . 


“Then [ll whisper it in your ear...” Mina said, getting right up in his face. Oh dear this is really 
close, what am I doing? I didn’t expect him to look this handsome up close...what do I do? Keep 
going of course! 


Shinsou moved over on the couch, but there was no more couch for him to sit on, and he fell down 
on the floor. And Mina, who had leaned in to keep teasing, lost her balance and fell right on top of 
him. 


Sadly, instead of the stereotype all her romance novels and mangas had, of gracefully falling on top 
of one’s crush, lips just inches away, gazes meeting in one fateful, tense moment, to finally 
kiss...didn’t happen. Instead she had poked his eye with a finger and kneed him on the stomach, 
and had scraped her thigh on the carpet! 


“Owww...” Mina said, rubbing the small scrape on her leg, as she watched Shinsou blink his 
poked eye with a look that reminded her of a cat about to hiss and scratch. 


“Ashido?” he asked, as he sat back up. 
“Yeah?” Mina asked. Don’t lie, Shinsou, you had fun right now! 


“You’re so annoying, go away.” Shinsou said, in the most tsundere way possible. He could have 
used his Quirk for that, Mina realised, but he hadn’t. Am I really being that annoying? 


“Oh come on, it was fun! A bit to the left and we could have had one of those cheesy romance kiss 
scenes...you’re imagining that, aren’t you, you silly Shinsou?” Mina felt a smug grin take over her 
features, and just let it happen. She knew his expression would be priceless. 


“What? No, of course ’'m not imagining that, you’re just being a bother...” He was blushing, 
looking everywhere except at Mina, and his hand was at his neck, which she had noticed was a 
usual response when annoyed or stressed. He did that quite a lot when she teased him! 


“Just kidding! Haha, don’t worry, I won’t judge you if you think about that...well not too much!” 
Mina was definitely enjoying herself too much pushing the boy’s buttons. 


“T...[’m...you’re just the worst, Ashido.” Shinsou had just gotten deliciously pouty and annoyed. 
“So, since we both fell down...” 


“No, to whatever you’re gonna say, no.” Shinsou said, his tone deadpan. J[s that...[s that the Wash 
Toothpaste I smell? So fresh...and maybe kissable? NO, Mina Ashido, you’re just teasing, not 
anything else! 


“T was just going to say I would help you up! What did you think I would say, that we should kiss? 
Haha, you’re so silly!” Mina said. Though if you do want, I won’t much object... 


“Something dreadful like that, yep.” He stood up and offered Mina a hand, which of course she 
took. Does this count as handholding? Can I annoy him with it? “Oh, look, Izuku and Kirishima 
are returning, maybe I can get some peace and quiet now?” 


“Oh no, I’m gonna stay and be nice...and when you least expect it, tickle fight!” Mina said, and 
Shinsou just slumped down on the couch. 


“A little help here, Mei?” he pleaded, again. Mina looked back; she had completely forgotten 
about her, how awkward! 


“T’m in the middle of something, sorry! Shinsou, scare off your friend on your own, please, I’m 
trying to outbid this fucker...oho! Guess who just spent all her earnings for the last two months for 
a nanolaminate alloy finish formula from Kunato Developments?” Hatsume seemed ecstatic! Mina 
hadn’t understood a thing! 


“Mei, for fucks sake...you owed me a pizza!” Shinsou said, absolutely distraught. 


“And I owe Yaomomo three trips to the buffett...cops!” Hatsume laughed loudly, maniacally, and 


it was the event that finally caused the library assistant senpai to throw them out. All five of them 
were diligently escorted out, after Midoriya retrieved his notebooks, and thankfully the senpai 
didn’t ban them for more than the day. After the warm, cozy library, the cold day outside felt 
extremely chilly! J wonder if Shinsou has warm hands... 


“Mei, Ashido, if I had slept more than two hours yesterday, I'd be eloquent enough to put into 
words how absolutely annoying you are. I’Il just hide behind a tree and nap.” He only managed to 
take one step before Hatsume produced what looked like a really tiny sleeping bag with a plastic 
tag on a corner. 


“NAP BUDDY! You need the proper equipment, take this.” Shinsou just nodded, grabbed the item 
and pressed the item’s plastic tag when behind a tree, and suddenly it turned to a full sized, 
insulated sleeping bag. “Neat, right? It works with clothes, too.” Hatsume said, noticing MIna 
looking at Shinsou and the sleeping bag. “Speaking of that...[zuku, you really lost the clothes I 
made with that?” 


“Yeah...” Midoriya said, blushing madly. Are you that embarrassed for losing clothes, Midori? 
Or...did you give them to a girl? That would be so romantic, the “boyfriend shirt” look is 
amazing! 


“T guess that can’t be helped. Anyway, let’s find a table, I almost have a whole catalogue to bring 
and flex on those Detnerat assholes. Bye Ashido! Bye Red Riot guy!” She remembered my name, 


yay! 
“Bye Hatsume!” they said in unison. 


Midoriya hesitated for a second, “Mei, will we just leave Hitoshi napping over there? In the 
snow???” 


“Sure! He needs the sleep, and the bell will wake him up anyway. Let’s go!” Midoriya shrugged 
and, without further argument, they both left. 


“So, how’d it go?” Mina asked when they were alone again. 
“Good. Better than good! Katsuki actually apologised with Midoriya!” 
“There’s a but, isn’t there?” Mina asked, apprehensively. 


“Midoriya didn’t know what to answer. I...1 don’t blame him. But Katsuki actually did it! This is 
awesome, I wanna talk with him already!” Kirishima truly was back to being himself...and Mina 
didn’t know if that made her happy or sad. Was Bakugou really worth all the conflicting feelings 
he had caused for Kirishima? Would they be okay in the long run? She didn’t know. For once, she 
regretted having broken up with Kirishima, she regretted letting go. 


It had been his choice, and she enjoyed being just friends, and what if’s didn’t usually bother her, 
but...had it been a mistake? Guess all I can do is trust he will be smart and not get hurt, and that 
Bakugou will do his best. They will be happy together, yeah! 


“T’m sure that’ll be awesome!” Mina said, trying to be as cheery as Kirishima. Being a friend was 
not easy sometimes...she wished everything was as easy as being an annoyance for Shinsou. That 
she could do perfectly! 


Steak and Wine 


“Can you believe these fuckers?” Miruko said, as her foot connected against the motorcycle helmet 
the thug was wearing. It was a disorganized crew, high on Trigger, that had directly attacked 
Hawks and Miruko just as they finished having a nice business chat at a café in Hosu. 


Seven men, one woman, with as many Quirks, Quirks that Hawks didn’t quite have an interest in 
cataloguing. Unless they had strength and resistance powers, what mattered most was if they had 
emitter type Quirks, and their speed. And these fools were slow, sickeningly so. 


One had crashed a speeding bike through the café window, the others had tried to come in that 
way, only for quick feather blades to stab into them and pin them to the ground. Then Miruko had 
kicked the biker, and that was pretty much where they were at. 


“Can't I drink my protein shake IN PEACE?” Miruko asked as she looked around at the other 
thugs. Hawks was content to let her take the initiative, while he knocked out the two he had taken 
down with a well-placed punch for each. She kicked hard, with perfect aim, and her shoe flew right 
into the face of one of the thugs. 


“What do you even want?” Hawks asked, arming himself with a long feather blade and leaping 
forward, slashing a length of lead piping one wielded as a weapon. With just a short, stubby section 
remaining, the villain charged Hawks, his body lumpy and disfigured; an allergic reaction to 
Trigger. It took a single move of Hawks’ wings to get above the man, and just a backhand strike to 
the nape to take him down. 


“If we kill you, All for One will make us kings!” yelled another, telekinetically pulling a car from 
the parking lot towards them at an alarming speed...until Miruko slammed her knee against his 
ribs. Hawks cringed at the sound of bones breaking, and was thankful it had not been the man’s 
balls. 


“A new age is starting!” screamed the lady thug at the top of her lungs, and making a sword out of 
pure purple energy, she lunged at Hawks. 


“They’re crazies, Rumi, kick their asses.” Hawks said with a small laugh as he dodged the plasma 
blade. Under normal circumstances, he inferred the thug could call some plasma on command, 
maybe even form it into simple tools. And she was quite skilled with a blade, Hawks thought he 
could see a bit of kenjutsu in her technique. But it mattered little when one was high out of their 
mind with Trigger. A slash was all it took to distract her, and a pair of quick Fierce Feathers 
stabbed right into her legs from behind. 


Brought down to her knees, the thug panicked, overextending her energy blade to slash at someone, 
anyone, just trying to cause pain and death...and she missed every one of the café’s patrons. All of 
them pulled down by a Fierce Feather. Hawks could feel them all tingling in the nerve ends on his 
back, each and every one. And, as a hero, there was nothing quite as satisfying as to know that each 
feather was keeping a civilian safe from harm. 


“Reckless idiot...think you have what it takes to kill?” Hawks asked, leaping with the aid of his 
wings and landing just behind her. With a quick cut, her arm went limp. A Fierce Feather could be 
manipulated to be razor sharp, and be handled like any blade, and Hawks had a lifetime wielding 
them; the cut would not kill her. She wouldn’t even lose her arm. The scent of the plasma was 
overwhelming, but her control over it dissipated with the pain and loss of focus. “Think it is so 
simple? That your cause is worth it, that you have reasons? That if the order is given, you can kill 


anyone?” 


“Yes!” she answered, and the burning smell of plasma gave away her strike decades before she 
would be able to connect it. A kick from Hawks was a lot quicker, and he was quite sure she’d 
need reconstructive surgery to get her nose to ever work properly again. 


Looking around, she saw Miruko standing over the bodies of the other thugs. One had grown to 
twice his original size, and the broken femur protruding from one of his legs was as thick as a lamp 
post. Hawks found it quite disturbing. 


“IS THIS IT?” she yelled, laughing madly. “Come on!” 


“Rumi, they are all unconscious. Give them a break.” Hawks replied laughing softly. 

“Yeah, yeah...I guess. Hey, Mr. Barista dude! Get the cops and the check, please!” The young man 
nodded enthusiastically; Keigo was quite sure that Rumi had certainly awakened something in the 
guy. It was quite normal; she was attractive, had a strong personality, people sometimes had an 
innate desire to be stepped on... 


“Well, that was just dreadful.” Keigo said, “Didn’t even finish my snacks. Anyway...you were 
saying?” 


Fishing some cash from her handbag to pay for their food, Rumi answered, “We’d just finished 
talking about that little trap that Edgeshot, Kamui Woods and Mt. Lady are setting up in Shizuoka. 
Next I asked about your villain pals, if you had info, and then I teased you for dating a weak girl. I 
betcha she can’t deadlift a hundred pounds!” 


“Rumi, a person’s worth isn’t always how much they can lift. It’s sometimes how much dating 
them will annoy Endeavor.” Keigo grinned smugly, having caught Rumi unawares with his 
response. 


“Oh yeah, Constipation Supreme...a body Arnold himself would approve of, a temper to match, a 
personal life I don’t even want to know about. Keep it at “the coworker we like to make fun of’, 
and Ill laugh, but I do NOT want any drama.” She gave the barista a wild grin that practically 
made the lad have a heart attack. 


“Don’t...don’t do that, our barista will now fall in love. We don’t need that, Rumi.” At times being 
her friend was like being her caretaker, at other times it was like they were the only ones in on the 
joke. 


“You’re right. Too skinny, too weak. Even you have more muscle, you lean shit. Paid your part 
yet?” Hawks nodded, he had even added a tip (for the stress of a villain attack), “Nice! Now, how 
about we go find Endeavor? I’m bored, Hero Net says he’s in town, we can see if he has any 
updates! I’m itching for a fight, and no one did jack shit while I was in the north.” She was 
impatient, passionate, assertive, a direct and aggressive hero. 


“I’m not sure how...safe that’ll be for me, the reveal with Fuyumi and [ is a bit...recent?” 
“Don’t be a coward! Come on!” 


Keigo sighed. “Yeah, seems he’s in town. Using my clearance for a more accurate location...a 
restaurant district in the nice area of Musutafu. Maybe he is visiting Shouto?” 


“*Shouto’, eh? Getting cozy with the bros in law?” Rumi poked him in the ribs. 


“You know me, I’m a social butterfly! Could make friends with Lucifer himself.” 


“That’s pretty accurate. Now let’s go!” Even dressed casually, she was amazingly fast, and Hawks 
had to speed up a bit to keep up. The rush of wind in his face was always welcome, and the sunset 
was delightful. He would very much lose the race, arrive late at those restaurants, enjoy seeing the 
city light up, house by house, business by business, streetlight by streetlight. 


Both night and day had their pleasures for flying. The rich blue of daytime, the freshness of cutting 
through a cloud, the speeds he could reach while visibility was good. The calm stillness of light, 
the silence, how easy it was to detect villains. How Fuyumi was usually free for a little get 
together. 


Making sure that the sun wasn’t in his eyes as it set down, Keigo flew through the city, lazily, and 
arrived a whole ten minutes after Miruko at a small plaza, entirely dedicated to restaurants. From 
above, he had spotted Enji’s agency SUV, a half dozen cars he recognized as belonging to some 
Musutafu notables, and even an American sports car that seemed extremely familiar... 


“Hold the fuck up, Hawks...is that All Might going into that restaurant?” Keigo knew Rumi was a 
fan of several parts of All Might’s style of heroics; winning fights, training hard, being swole (with 
special emphasis on perfect asses, apparently), a total disdain for baggy clothes when in hero 
mode... 


“Where? In which restaurant?” 


“That one, with the ridiculously stereotypical Italian chef statue. You should really eat carrots, 
Hawks, we bunnies do and see how sharp my eyesight is. Next to that lady that looks 
like...hammm...divorce motivated home workouts. Been giving it her best, too. GET IT, SISTER!” 
The lady in particular was short and green haired, and either had no experience with makeup, or 
that blush was her actual face. It was adorable, and it seemed like the pair was enjoying themselves 
so far. And thankfully she hadn’t noticed the Number 5 Hero cheering her on for sticking with 
home workouts. 


“T see them...wanna go say hi?” 


“Hawks, you heartless weakling...you DO NOT interrupt old people love! It is cute! It is pure! 
They are so old !!!” Now that was an unexpected side of Rumi. 


“Come on, they can’t really be that old...” 


“Granny and grandpa are having a date and you’re not interrupting, Hawks. Now let’s find Enji 
and piss him off.” 


“Lovely plan. What’s with you and old people love, anyway?” Keigo asked, casually, sticking his 
hands into the pockets of his designer jeans; they had let him keep them after a shirtless 
photoshoot...which Fuyumi had a copy of, framed on her wall. She had been so ashamed of her 
“lewdness’’...it had been hilarious. And adorable. And a bit weird, to see himself on the wall with 
bedroom eyes as he tried giving Fuyumi a nice smoochin’. 


“Listen up, Hawks, because I’m not gonna repeat this. There’s only two ways Rumi Usagiyama is 
leaving this world; one, with blood and vengeance, a laugh on my lips and killing a horde of 
monsters and villains, or two, at 100 years old, in my own bed, hugging a grandpa as old as me, 
who was a tough son of a bitch in his youth.” She grinned and shrugged with the closest thing to a 
humble expression she could manage, “Maybe a grandma, I’m open minded. But no middle 
grounds, Hawks. I know what I fucking want. I will never die of food poisoning or something 


lame.” For a moment her tough fagade parted to reveal an almost innocent, pure desire...but it was 
gone right after. “Kinda haven’t found the future grandparent, though. You know what they say 
about bunnies fucking?” 


““Waaaay too much info, Rumi... don’t wanna imagine an old you doing that!” 


“But a current me yes? Hah! As if! Plus you got a girl, dude. Rumi Usagiyama is no homewrecker. 
Though...think that Burnin’ girl’s dating someone?” She raised her eyebrows a few times, which 
Keigo thought was hilarious. 


“Rumi, you’re a goddamn mess. And that’s fun. And I think I just found our guy. Next to that 
sneaky woman from the merch department of Endeavor Agency? I think she’s breaking the news 
that Shouto gave all his action figure rights to this upstart, something-Hatsume. Aggressive girl, 
seen her ads?” 


“Once or twice. Really selling that First Response Team story...think she’s some weirdo who 
graduated Sales school at uni and returned to UA for contacts?” Rumi raised an eyebrow 
questioningly and poked Keigo’s shoulder. 


“T don’t think that’s quite legal, but then again, their principal is a very polite rat, so... But nah, 
she’s their age. Don’t think she ever sleeps; it hasn’t even been a week and there’s already some 
decently edited videos of First Response in that typhoon. I think they’re good kids.” He shrugged, 
knowing full well that Rumi would think he was biased. 


“Of course you do, one’s your lil’ bro in law. Little Miss CEO keeps putting the green one on the 
spotlight though, watcha know about him? Think they’re fucking?” Rumi grinned as she crudely 
gestured with her index finger moving in and out of a ring made out of her other hand’s index and 
thumb. 


“Probably, if not, they’re probably both dense as fuck. Seems like a good kid, Endy respects him, 
he’s practically All Might’s adopted son. Did well in his second sports festival...I think they’re 
sending him against AFO. Him and that loud one that kinda resembles you? What’s his name...how 
did Tokoyami call him...Bakacho? Something like that.” Keigo gestured vaguely, not quite 
remembering. “Oh wait, I remember now. King Explosion Murder! Or at least that is what he said 
after bragging with me about “killing” Dabi.” 


“He does know he survived, right?” Rumi pointed out, scratching her ear distractedly. 


“No idea! Say...think that green haired lady is related to the green kid from First Response? The 
one Hatsume is trying to sell as this badass up and coming fighting ace?” Keigo offered. 


“Oh fuck, it’s probably his mom.” Rumi said, realizing. With gossip as juicy as that, no one would 
bat an eye when Hawks revealed to the world that he wanted to marry Fuyumi Todoroki, right? 


Toshinori Yagi was nervous. He had not felt so stressed and powerless in years. Not even teaching 
had been as daunting. Of course, if he failed as a teacher, it would affect a young person’s life, but 
if he screwed up the date, everything could be destroyed! A lovely friendship with Inko, all the 
trust Izuku had placed in him, how Toshinori saw him as a true son, even if they didn’t share 
blood...It could all end. If he screwed up, it would all be so awkward, so terrible, just the worst. 


Maybe he could go track down a villain himself and end his days honorably and not risk such 
abject failure... 


No! He wouldn’t screw up! He was ALL MIGHT! The guy who smiled at the world and made 
them feel safe, secure, confident. “Come on, Toshinori, come on. You have beaten death at every 
turn, have helped make the next generation stand, you survived Gran Torino’s Seven Days of 
Hell!” He shuddered remembering the terrible training exercise in Hokkaido, still one of his most 
dreadful memories. 


“T am here, 1 AM HERE!” Toshinori said, hyping himself up as he furiously combed his hair into a 
neat, presentable style. The two strands that he usually styled upwards were not really cooperating, 
so he gave up and let them be as they wanted. Next came the shirt, then trousers and shoes. A 
smart blazer, a simple white scarf that reminded him of Nana Shimura, and a winter jacket over it 
all. 


He quickly checked with Inko if the date was still on, and she responded immediately that of 
course it was. That was a relief; he was not sure what to do if he was stood up on a date. Next he 
quickly phoned Izuku, who he caught in the middle of doing some homework. 


“My boy! Hello, IT’S ME!” 
“All Might!” Izuku answered, so genuinely, so enthusiastically. “What’s up?” 


“Son, I know we should talk later about how it went at Okinawa, I’m really proud but I want to 
know more.” Toshinori had no idea what had happened; Izuku had marked himself safe, but well 
within the area hit by the storm. And they had not yet met at school, not even on the hallways, so 
there had been no chances to speak yet. 


“Y-yeah! Pll tell you...all...about it!” For some reason, Izuku’s voice had broken a bit. Was he 
embarrassed of getting caught by the storming? Of needing assistance? Or had it been something 
else? 


“Tzuku, there’s something else I wanted to tell you before. It’s...awkward. But I have to come clean 
and say it...” Toshinori took a deep breath, getting as ready as possible to tell the son of that 
destiny had given him, the son that he had in his heart, that he would date his mom. 


“You’re going on a date with my mom, right? Yeah, she told me five minutes ago! Have fun, 
okay?” His voice sounded so hopeful that it gave Toshinori a bit more confidence that the date 
would go well. 


“Yes, that was it! You’re...okay with that, son?” 


“You’re both adults, and mom deserves to be happy. I’m all for it, if you two like it.” Toshinori 
could almost hear the smile in Izuku’s voice. 


“Tzuku, even if it all works well, I’m not going to replace your fathe-” 


“There’s nothing to replace. Don’t even say that.” His voice was suddenly cold, colder than All 
Might had ever heard Izuku, harsh, “You are you and he...’'d have an opinion if we had any 
interactions. Just...enjoy your night, dad, Good luck!” He hanged up, and Toshinori was left a little 
more at ease, but more questions arose. Had Hisashi Midoriya truly been so absent? 


He sighed and shook his head. It didn’t help at all to judge another man’s shortcomings, not while 
he should be focusing on showing Inko a good time around town, and having fun. Toshinori 
walked out of his simple discrete apartment building and climbed into his V8 muscle car. It was as 


much a comfort as the scarf, just a little confidence booster. 


He wondered for a second if Inko would like speeding around in the car...and thought grimly of 
how it might have been even better to carry her in his arms and leap high into the air. That 
possibility was gone for good; even if he regained weight and muscle and became healthier again, 
One for All was gone. It was just Izuku’s now, to use to the fullest and one day decide, if he would 
pass it on or if the world no longer needed it. 


The drive was quick, as the streets were quite empty. The typhoon’s remnants had drifted 
eastward, and there was no risk of rain tonight, but still people had been caught by cozy feelings of 
staying at home, all to Toshinori’s advantage. He arrived at her door with good time, and it took all 
his courage to ring the doorbell, his heart beating like crazy as he did, his breathing faster as he 
heard the characteristic click of high heels. 


He was practically ready for the floor to turn to quicksand suddenly, and swallow him whole, as 
the doorknob turned and the door swung backwards, opening to reveal Inko Midoriya. And she 
took Toshinori’s breath away. 


He usually found her attractive. Cute, with a pretty face, but what had really drawn him in was her 
personality, her kindness, her courage. But tonight she was drop dead gorgeous. Her hair was tied 
into a braid, with some of the hair on the front combed into a neat side fringe. The emerald hair, 
the sea green eyes made to stand out even more with eyeshadow and eyeliner, her honest smile 
elegantly adorned with dark red lipstick. 


He really had no idea what that kind of dress was called, or the exact colour. It shifted before his 
eyes, at times seafoam, at times a forest green, mostly remaining in a teal tone. The cut of the dress 
was elegant yet enticing, showing off her curves flatteringly but conservatively, and her 
legs... Those heels did wonders for her already alluring natural figure. It was long sleeved, with the 
cuffs being made of fine lace. 


“Hello!” Inko said, shyly, stretching down her dress a bit with her hands. She stepped a bit closer, 
and Toshinori noticed her perfume, with an elegant scent of gardenias. It was fresh and airy, and 
had a sense of new beginnings, and Toshinori liked it. 


“Good night, Inko!” he answered, his smile easy and more confident by the second. Fear was 
replaced with excitement as the reality of the situation dawned more and more upon him; he was 
on a date with a beautiful woman he admired and greatly respected, and he was completely smitten. 
“Shall we?” 


“Yes, of course!” Inko donned a coat from a rack behind her door and joined him outside, with a 
spring in her step that was threatening to give Toshinori heart damage; that someone was so happy, 
so excited to see Toshinori and not All Might...He would cherish the feeling. 


“My car is in the driveway, let’s go!” Toshinori said, waiting for her to join him, and then freezing, 
as Inko reached for his hand. 


“Oh, this? We’re on a date, mister...aren’t we?” She winked at him, and Toshinori was 
dumbfounded; how could she be so charming? 


“YES!” he eased into the hold, her right hand clenching his left delicately. Her hands were small, a 
bit rough from housework, with the nails recently and carefully done in nice enamel. They were 
hands he would like to hold many more times. The elevator down was empty, but even if it was 
full, he would have probably been just as content and proud of holding Inko’s hand. 


“So this is my car! I bought it in America, paid the lease with my first paycheck and the rest with 
the bounty on a villain. Dave and I toured from coast to coast in this baby!” He gave the trusty 
machine a pat on the bonnet, and waved his hand to show it. 


“Whew.” Inko whistled appreciatively, “I don’t know a thing about cars, but it sure is pretty! I 
really like the license plates; 411 M1GH7!” she giggled, “It’s your name! You’re a bit vain, aren’t 
you, Toshinori?” 


“Tt uhh...It was Dave’s idea!” Inko raised an eyebrow, and Toshinori was forced to confess, “All 
right, it was my idea. Just thought it was fun!” 


“Tt’s adorable, Toshinori.” Her smile was just radiant, and to see it shine through the worry lines in 
her face made Toshinori feel like a hero again. He opened the door for her, and she climbed in, 
getting comfy and buckling up. 


“Ts it fast?” 
As he got into the driver’s seat, Toshinori turned to face her, grinning, “ Very fast.” 
“Oh my...” Inko said, hiding a blushing smile behind her hands. “Show me!” 


“Want to know why I named the Detroit Smash? That’s where they built this car, and Dave and 
I...we won a Street race. Just like this!” Toshinori floored the throttle, laughing along with Inko, all 
kinds of excitement in his soul. 


Fifteen minutes later they had arrived at the restaurant...with five of those minutes spent talking 
with a police officer about the speeding ticket Toshinori had totally earned. He was let off with a 
warning, after giving an autograph and a selfie that the kind officer demanded as a bribe, and been 
wished luck for their date. 


“What a nice cop!” Inko said, as they arrived at the spot just two minutes later and parked the car. 


“T feel terrible having escaped justice like that...” Toshinori said, ashamed and hiding his face, and 
making Inko giggle. “Should have paid the fine.” 


“Toshinori, you paid for it many times over as a hero, don’t worry! It’s totally okay. Now which 
restaurant is it?” 


They were at a small plaza, the Musutafu Gourmet Corner. It was situated on top of a hill 
overlooking downtown, the view reached Tokyo proper, and all the establishments had gorgeous 
terrace areas overhanging from the hill, in modern, glass-walled balconies. Almost a dozen 
restaurants of all price ranges and food types, that Lunch Rush had heartily recommended and 
Toshinori had already made a reservation at a steak place, called “The Sidonia’”. 


He pointed at it, “That one! My friends say it is really good, has very friendly staff, and the 
atmosphere is very relaxed. Shall we?” Inko nodded and he took her hand again, with more 
confidence this time. Yes, he could really get used to that. A waiter led them through, his 
professionalism just about holding back the excitement of serving who was probably a personal 
hero, and he kept his composure as he led them to a table on the gorgeous terrace. 


The waiter bowed after leaving the menu and serving a glass of red wine for each, and let them 
have a few minutes to choose their meal. It was only through his finely tuned superhero reflexes 
that Toshinori caught his voice again when reaching the kitchen, “Holy fuck, guys! That was ALL 
MIGHT over there! This is awesome!” 


He couldn’t help but smile. With a bit of wine in them, conversation flowed comfortably. They 
talked about their day, about the typhoon and how glad they were it was over and that so few 
people had died. They ordered, the steaks and salads arrived, and they talked as they ate, chatted 
about stuff they had seen around the city, like a new Nijudotto Precision ad on the main interstate 
to the south, which they had both taken for different reasons; Inko to go to a garage sale, Toshinori 
because he had time to drive and a knack to do so. 


“Mei told me one time that she dislikes those Two Dots people, but she didn’t really elaborate. 
They make Katsuki’s gear, as far as I know? Said her “business sense tickled” or something...she 
can be quite strange, that girl.” Inko said casually. 


“Perhaps they are the first competitor she wants to take on? They are new at support items.” 
Toshinori didn’t know much about them, but the faculty at UA didn’t trust them either. “Nezu says 
he smells something rotten with them...and it isn’t some overripe cheese.” That made Inko laugh, 
and it just brought a warm feeling to Toshinori’s chest. 


“Speaking of the teachers...actually...don’t tell anybody, but you know Mr. Aizawa? Izuku’s 
homeroom teacher? He came here with his girlfriend, Ms. Joke, and they had a lot of fun...Lunch 
Rush was a few tables over, and he even saw Aizawa smiling! I’m real happy for those two, they 
will make amazing guardians for little Eri.” 


“Ah yes, the girl Izuku saved! Yes, Aizawa and miss Fukukado visited in the holidays, Eri really 
wanted to build snowmen with Izuku. I get a bit emotional with her, she is so little, so pure...and 
what she went through?” Inko shook her head and wiped a tear off her eye. “Poor baby...she 
deserves all the love in the world. She sees Izuku as a big brother and...I love seeing that. ’'m 
proud of the young man he is becoming, Toshinori. He is a lot stronger than me, and I just...?'m 
glad that he turned out so noble and kind even with what a lousy mother I was.” She sighed and 
looked away. 


Toshinori reached out and clasped her hands in his, their meals momentarily forgotten. “You are 
not a lousy mother, Inko. Believe me on that. Don’t judge yourself so harshly.” 


“T’m...’m sorry, I just...made the mood weird. Sorry, just...” She sniffled, and looked him in the 
eye, but then she smiled, “Maybe I should listen to you. The past is past and I can only be a better 
mom in the future. Can you help me with that?” 


“Of course!” He felt her hands below his, so warm, stop shaking. 


“Would you like to know about my coworkers then? Now that you told me a bit about yours?” 
Inko asked, her attitude turning back to chipper and excited. 


“T’m already curious about them!” 


She held his gaze for one long moment, her smile genuine, the connection real. Toshinori felt 
lucky, blessed. “Okay, so there’s this lady, miss Hirose and-” 


“ALL MIGHT!” That voice...Endeavor??? 


Toshinori turned around to see Enji Todoroki and his two unofficial associates, the young heroes 


Hawks and Miruko. “Good evening, Endeavor, can we help you?” 


“Actually, yes, but that can wait some time. Shouldn’t have made a scene yelling. Still good to see 
you. Ma’am,” he nodded at Inko with icy politeness. “Have a nice evening now, All Might. I'll be 
in touch...It’s hero business.” With that he turned around and left. 


“Have a lovely evening!” Hawks added with an energetic wave. There was a darkness in the young 
hero, a sense of extremes; All Might was sure that Hawks was willing to do just about anything for 
the sake of peace, and that it was straining him. There was a clear conflict; the young man looked 
to be caught between loyalty, between trying to live righteously and still keep his responsibility as a 
hero. His eyes were tired, even beyond their sharpness. He had seen a lot. 


“Good night, young Hawks!” Toshinori could feel all too well the burden he had placed on others 
when retiring when he saw Hawks. 


Next Miruko approached them. Toshinori hadn’t met her in person before, but her reputation 
preceded her, and from what he could tell, she was fierce and powerful, independent and effective, 
and apparently also impatient, abrasive and a bit of a hothead...but her smile more resembled that 
of a girl seeing a puppy when she saw Toshinori and Inko together. 


“All Might! Big fan! Also hi, miss! Hope the meal’s rich in protein? Get those gains! Can’t do a 
deadlift without some protein, right? I uhhh...big honour, nice to meet, cute old...Anyway! Bye! 
I’m gonna go break some heads or something!” Miruko laughed awkwardly and skipped all the 
way to the door, clearly an excited fangirl. 


“What a nice girl.” Inko said, smiling kindly. “So, where were we?” Toshinori realized he still had 
his hands on Inko’s...and had done so all the while the young heroes had been there. He felt a bit 
shy, but not ashamed at all. 


The rest of the evening passed in a flash. Their meal was done, and it had been quite tasty; a rib 
eye for him, a smaller cut for her, both eating plenty of salad and freely serving themselves from 
the wine bottle. It was a good vintage...according to the waiter. Toshinori had no idea about 
alcohol, having last drunk a mysterious red cup’s contents in college, so he had not really measured 
his tolerance, and was well and truly tipsy now, giggling at everything Inko said, his thoughts 
becoming sluggish. 


They both decided that it was much wiser to call a taxi to take them home...but they didn’t really 
know the number of the taxi company. Or had the app for services that charged directly to the 
credit card. Inko suggested going by train, but they felt it was easier to join their half drunk brains 
for figuring out the taxi rather than navigating the train stops. 


“T got it! Let’s call Izuku!” All Might said, triumphantly. 


Inko eagerly prepared a pen and a napkin to write down the number, and they called, not really 
checking the hour before the call connected. “It’s 1 a.m., who is it?” Then Izuku seemed to wake 
up completely, sounding worried, saying, “Himiko? Did something happen? Wait...” 


“Young Izuku! It is us! Me and Inko! WE ARE HERE!” Toshinori burst out laughing, likely due to 
so many glasses of wine, no, definitely because of that. 


“Oh, that’s...Are you guys okay?” 


“Suuuuure, son!” Inko said, breaking down and laughing. “And who’s uhbh...what did you 
say...Rumiko?” 


“No one in particular. Don’t worry about that. Anyway, do you need help?” He had asked a bit too 
quickly, but Toshinori wasn’t really paying attention fully anymore, rather, he was quite fixated on 
the strange desire to kiss Inko. He didn’t know if it would be a good idea... 


“Can you tell us the number of a taxi?” 


“ll send it over, what restaurant are you at?” Izuku said, sounding responsible and very much on 
top of the situation. 


“Tt’s called The Sidonia, right?” Toshinori said, and Inko just nodded emphatically. 


“T’ll have it with you soon, it will all be alright!” Why was he so worried? They were just tipsy! 
“And uhh...have a nice night, you two.” 


“Thanks!” 


The taxi arrived some five minutes after paying their tab, driven by a polite older man that 
reminded Toshinori of Gran Torino...and who had no idea who Toshinori was. Which was just 
perfect. The journey back was taking gulps out of a pair of bottles of a strange drink that the driver 
gave them, which for some reason had a chibi version of young Hatsume’s face; apparently Izuku 
had given them to the driver in person. 


The electrolytes were a godsend, and they felt a lot more clear headed when they reached Inko’s 
apartment. Now if the taste was a bit less artificial...Toshinori wouldn’t mind buying a few for 
training. Inko had sobered up as well, but even then they were a lot closer physically than at the 
beginning of the date, as she was now holding onto his arm rather than his hand; it made Toshinori 
feel like a vintage gentleman protagonist! The driver waited for Toshinori as they went into the 
building. 


After the elevator ride, he delivered Inko safely back home. They stood in the doorway, not 
wanting to let go, their gaze connected almost magnetically. “Hey, Toshinori, can I whisper 
something in your ear?” Inko said, with a shaky grin and a blush. He nodded and leaned down, 
ready to lend his ear, just to suddenly feel her hand cup his chin and gently pull his face to face 
her. There was excitement in her eyes the instant before she closed them, and Toshinori knew just 
what would happen. 


Their kiss was quick, sweet and the crowning moment of the night. The scent of gardenias, the 
faint taste of cherry on her lipstick...It was no exaggeration to say it was a lot more satisfying than 
throwing a superpowered punch, or jumping to the clouds. “I...I had a lot of fun. How about you?” 
she asked, her face completely red after her moment of supreme bravery. 


“Tt was...it was incredible.” 
“We’ll do this again, then?” she asked, her smile widening. 


“YES!!! Toshinori looked around, hoping not to have woken up any neighbours. “Okay, less loud 
this time; yes. I would love that. Maybe next week?” 


“That would be lovely! Good night Toshinori!” She gave him a hug, a warm, tender hug, and then 
walked into her home, closing the door. The journey away from the building and back home was a 
blur, as he just absentmindedly looked at the night city before his eyes. He didn’t even recall 
paying the driver, or getting an encouraging pat on the back, but the next morning he did find he 
had spent those yen. 


He made it to his bed and undressed, getting into the covers exhaustedly. Happy, so happy. 


Toshinori went to sleep with dreams of green, and her smile, her laugh. Green like spring, like a 
new beginning. He had not hoped for one, but he had never felt so alive. 


MeiMei's Business Adventure Part 1 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


“TIzuku, you look like shit. Need an energy drink? Coffee? Both, in a convenient mocha flavour and 
with my face on the label?” Mei asked, offering him a selection from the minifridge at the 
workshop. 


“T’ll take the coffee, I guess.” He caught the can of iced coffee and opened it in one quick move, 
drinking and feeling the caffeine energize him. “Oooooh, that’s good, did you make this one?” 
He’d been woken up late by his half-drunk parents, and had only returned to sleep after Inko had 
called him, telling him that it had all gone well. 


“Nope, it’s from the cafeteria.” Mei herself took an energy drink and drank deeply, giving a 
satisfied sigh when she finished, “Fucking hell! That is nice! Or at least...nicer. I think I’m finally 
getting the right amount of apple juice to sugar ratio. Oh, by the way! I got you a matching suit and 
machined you a lapel pin. Wear it when we get there, okay?” 


She fished around a rigid plastic suitcase and produced two pinstripe suits, both in dark blue with 
darker vertical stripes. One had pants, one a skirt; it was pretty obvious which one was for whom. 
Mei handed Izuku his suit, along with a white dress shirt and a tie, as well as some brown dress 
shoes and a matching belt. 


Nonchalantly, Mei started changing, first her boots and reaching for the lower part of her shirt. 
Feeling his face go red, Izuku turned around quickly, aimed at the workshop door and snapped his 
fingers with 5% of One for All, slamming the door shut. Without looking back, he grabbed a 
movable screen used to protect other occupants of the workshop from looking at welding, and used 
it to protect himself from seeing Mei in her underwear. 


Izuku tried to ignore the sound of Mei undoing clasps and buttons, and tunelessly humming the 
opening for a really old mecha, and tried to concentrate on getting dressed himself. 


“Believe in the sign of Zeta, beyond the hard times from now!” He heard Mei sing suddenly, and 
then go back to humming. Knowing her, she probably didn’t remember the entire lyrics. Izuku was 
glad that the workshop had no one on Sundays; even when UA had become a boarding school, 
most of the other support course students actually enjoyed having free days separate from 
machines and materials. 


The fact that Mei had measured him exhaustively through all their time working together was clear 
and apparent in the suit. While not the most expensive materials, the tailoring was exquisite, and fit 
him like a glove. It was an amazing gift; considering that his only other suit had been an old brown 
one, left behind by Hisashi Midoriya, presumably because it was objectively quite the ugly suit. 


Then again, Melissa Shield had said he looked good in it. He wondered what she’d think of him 
now, that he had a proper suit, that he was stronger and a bit more confident? J hope she’s doing 
okay, I miss her a bit. Maybe I should text her? I don’t know. As long as it isn’t talking about 
support items, Mei probably wouldn’t care much. 


He looked at himself in a plate of polished steel that was marked with “Property of Amber, don’t 
touch or Ill be cross”, as well as a little face doodle; >:( . The length of the trousers was perfect, 
with no need to fold the hem at all, and the shirt was tailored to fit his wider shoulders. Even the 


shirt he had used on I-Island had been a bit tight across his chest and back, but this one was just 
perfect, fitting tightly but without the fear of the garment exploding if he made a wrong move. 


And he looked good, he decided, looking at the improvised mirror. He was sure he needed a bit of 
a haircut, after more than two weeks being everywhere at once, here and there, fighting, rescuing, 
under buildings...He wondered for an instant if Melissa would like the suit. He knew that Mei had 
liked it enough to get a matching one, but Melissa was the one who had seen his other suit...And 
then his mind immediately went to Toga. 


Would she like suits? Would she like how it was a little tight on his thighs? Would she like that the 
jacket’s tailoring allowed for a bit of movement, if he ever lent her the jacket? J need to stop letting 
my mind give away all my clothes to Himiko just cause it was attractive. Just stop and think, Izuku. 
But...’m sure she’d look absolutely adorable in a suit! Oh god...is that the “Office Lady fetish” 
Mineta told the guys about the other day? Just... need to get my mind out of the gutter. 


“Tzuku? Are you quite ready?” Mei asked. There was the sound of a zipper and a second later the 
sound of a briefcase being opened. 


“Yeah, I’m done. I’ll move this now.” Izuku picked up the welding screen and moved it out of the 
way, and found a very different Mei than usual. 


Her suit fit just as well as Izuku’s, maybe even better. At her neck was a dark blue tie with a large 
pattern of dark gold gears, and at her lapel was the logo of Hatsume Industries, a stylized crosshair 
eye in a rich gold enamel. The skirt was a tight pencil skirt, and below that she wore dark tights, 
and some tall boots finished the ensemble. “I guess you had never seen Business MeiMei, had 
you?” 


“Not like this.” Izuku said quietly, feeling his face suddenly warmer and his eyes widening. In 
most of their previous meetings with executives they had just worn their UA uniforms with a bit of 
extra care for the way they wore them (which meant Izuku getting help to tie his tie), but this was 
different. 


“Tt’s an investment. They are starting to take us seriously, not just to buy the license to my designs; 
this time they care about us . I got this for us, because I want to be well dressed when I tell that 
smug fucker at Detnerat to go shove his dirty money up his ass! They can get the license to 
manufacture, but not alter my stuff! My inventions may be for sale, but my values aren’t. ” Mei 
declared fiercely. 


“That’s...why do you dislike them so much? Why is their money dirty?” 


“T can’t prove anything, but it’s a gut feeling. I don’t like their CEO. Rikiya Yotsubashi...he’s not a 
businessman. He’s not a micromanaging asshole, or an investment virtuoso. He is like...like a man 
who had a plan and every move of Detnerat pointed to that, and then...it didn’t. It fucking didn’t! 
Last year they didn’t expand much in purchases, they stayed successful but...there was no growth. I 
feel that’s weird.” 


She paused, her eye crosshairs shifting in and out of focus as she looked away. “Like if someone 
put a gun in Yotsubashi’s head and said,” She switched over to the “cutthroat voice’ that she used to 
talk about how she would leave her competitors in the dust, “Keep making decent quality hero 
gear, avionics, general electronic devices, and medical supplies, expand into cosmetics but without 
much movement. Stay big, but your dreams are over.” She switched back to her regular, normal 
voice. “I feel that happened. Yotsubashi is frustrated; he wasn’t a control freak before, but...he’s 
gotta be feeling powerless.” 


“How...how did you come up with all of this?” Izuku asked. She had never spoken about a person’s 
personality like that before. Do you really have such a bad feeling that you invented all of this? 


“T didn’t come up with all. Just read a few articles that had some of those ideas, added a bit of my 
own observation. Still, you get why this is not a guy I want with creative control over my Babies, 
right?” 


“Yeah, I agree with you. Let’s fix this and not have to worry about anything!” Izuku answered, and 
then said, “I noticed you didn’t give me a tie?” 


“The Baby I use to tie mine is calibrated just for my neck...because I dropped it, and can’t figure 
out how to get it to do anything other than a Windsor knot with my neck width. And you still can’t 
tie your tie.” She said, producing the machine that had made the knot on her necktie. 


“Thanks, I guess?” 
“Plus buff men look weird with ties, that look doesn’t sell.” 


Izuku was about to say that he believed All Might had looked awesome with a tie back in the day, 
but he held his tongue. Izuku was still a bit upset that his mentor and father figure had gotten drunk 
on his first date...and his mom as well, and that they had given him a scare. At least when I phoned 
Himiko right after that she said she was okay. 


“So how much did these outfits cost?” 


“The price, Izuku, was that I owe that senpai....uhhh the one with the short hair? Friend to the one 
with the big blue hair? Well, her...1 owe her a couple free support items for later, so...It fits, right? I 
swear to Einstein that, if the tailor hero girl botched the instructions for your bubble butt...” Mei 
grabbed a nearby wrench angrily, but then put it down with a sigh of relief. “Oh no, she did just 
fine .” Izuku quickly covered his ass with his hands while Mei’s gaze lingered, until she snapped 
out of it. “Good! Now that we’re business-y, let’s fucking do this, Izuku.” As they walked out, she 
took out a pair of aviator shades and put them on, smiling like a winner. 


“Business MeiMei” made Izuku’s heart flutter, and it made his mind even more confused. 


Nine gasped for air. 


The teleport Quirk All for One had used on him and his crew to send them back to Japan left a 
slimy feeling on his skin, and aftertaste was like biting chemotherapy pills, a mouthful of rotten 
chicken, and tried to swallow it with spoiled milk. He took off his mask, heaved and managed to 
regain composure just a couple minutes afterwards, as Slice gently rubbed his back. 


“Ready?” she asked, as she saw him put on his mask. 


“Yeah. You two alright?” Nine said, looking behind to where Mummy and Chimera had been 
transported. Mummy kept himself aloof and cool, but his eyes betrayed a deep sense of ‘I’m never 
fucking doing that again’. One didn’t need to be good at reading expressions to notice that. Still, 
the expert henchman nodded. 


Meanwhile, Chimera was puking into a dumpster. It took him a good five minutes, and possibly 


the entire breakfast the monks had given them, but the man with many animal traits gave them a 
thumbs up. He got his head out of the bin, wiped his snout, and started walking, as if he could get 
the bad taste off his mouth by speeding up his pace. 


AFO had dropped them off near the safehouse they would use to stage their attack, close enough 
that Endeavor and Hawks would be called. Perhaps Miruko too, as she was known to be good 
friends with Hawks, and to be loosely associated with the Flame Hero. And as many sidekicks as 
they could wish for. 


The plan was simple. To fight dirty, fight quickly, and then melt back into the shadows. Then 
strike again and again. This was the main safehouse, but there were several more that All for One 
had put at their disposal, closer to other heroes and agencies. 


In a way, they would function like the League of Villains. But instead of focusing on UA, they 
would target the top ten heroes, and then the Japanese government. Easy peasy. Now AFO hadn’t 
given them instructions, or asked for a specific bodycount, he hadn’t limited their methods. And 
thus, Nine’s band would get some help, and get their mission done. 


After arriving on Friday, and making themselves at home in the drab safehouse, Nine had sent out 
Mummy and Chimera to find and contact the Meta Liberation Army. Through multiple street 
contacts and their own inquiries, the two henchmen had found a woman, Chitose Kizuki, alias 
Lady Curious, and, after a quick meeting at a café on Saturday, she had agreed to take them to the 
leaders of the Liberation Army. 


So far, the two days in Tokyo had thus passed productively. Thankfully, Chimera and Mummy had 
not complained on having to share a room, at least not after Nine had used his finger lasers Quirk to 
cut the bunkbed they had been given into two beds, just in time before the discussion of who got 
the top bunk turned violent. Nine and Slice, meanwhile, had taken the room with a King size bed, 
for obvious reasons. 


They had not yet checked the other safehouses, but, considering how this one had been found 
without basic supplies and a bit dusty, Nine didn’t expect them to be in perfect condition. All for 
One’s influence had been cracked with his arrest and wasn’t seen as a safe bet for his old allies, and 
even simple pawns like those who kept the safehouses seemed to have faltered. 


The information about the meeting had been given in code by miss Kizuki, delivered via a drone 
inside a book, which Nine had already read, years before; The Meta Liberation War. Reading a few 
marked pages gave them the address and time; the Detnerat Tokyo branch offices, at 11 a.m., or 
when their last appointment ended. 


Now Nine didn’t like to rush. He was even averse to running, if the situation allowed it. “Quirk 
Cancer” had wrecked his body in a lot of ways, but honestly, it was just a personal preference. He 
could still do cardio, but hours on a treadmill just didn’t have an appeal for a supervillain. And 
besides, Kiruka and him already did quite a bit of cardio every night. 


And thus, with this dislike for rushing, they had taken a cab with more than an hour to spare, and 
had arrived at the Detnerat offices at 10 a.m. sharp. The buildings were the very model of a 
capitalist headquarters; a skyscraper complex with glass everywhere, the company logo proudly 
displayed everywhere, and a fountain in the middle of it all, with a very ugly contemporary art 
statue, titled “Stress and Strength’. The donor appeared to be the Detnerat CEO, Rikiya 
Yotsubashi. As the chief executive, Nine assumed he was indeed quite stressed, but for the 
strength, they’d see. 


Nine and company were dressed discreetly as executives, but Chimera had stayed behind, with the 


car. The reasons were twofold; one, his beastly visage was very recognizable, and the stigma for 
mutant Quirks was still there, even if outright discrimination was getting rarer, and two, in case of 
betrayal and having to fight their way out, it would be convenient to have a strong fighter at the 
escape route. 


Nine adjusted his hair, trying to make the bun he had wrapped most of his hair into as presentable 
as possible. For once he envied Kiruka, who could simply move the hair itself into a braid. She 
wore a red dress confidently, taking as much attention to herself and away from Nine and 
Mummy. 


Nine had a white suit with a dark shirt, no tie, and Mummy had a black suit, white shirt and red tie, 
plus a dark red lapel pin. The elite henchman had a facemask, due to the many scars he had 
suffered in the past. The cause of them he had told one time to Nine; a fight with the vigilante 
Stendhal. Mummy had only escaped due to heroes arriving nearby, but his band of that time had all 
been killed. 


He was a quiet one, at first, but he had loosened up. In the three or so years that Nine’s gang had 
been together, he had developed, from a shell shocked thug with a penchant for violence, to a true 
master of his Quirk, and an elite fighter. If only he’d bicker with Chimera a little less... 


“You can go to the main offices now, Mr...what was your name again, sir?” 


“Kyu.” Nine replied. Not his full name, but the character from which he had picked his nickname 
some years ago, when he just had the power to control storms and an ambition much, much larger 
than his little backwater town. His old hometown of Morioh was not enough for Nine, not even a 
big city like Tokyo. He wanted more, he wanted everything . 


“Just that, sir?” asked the security guard. His only apparent mutation was double pupils in his eyes, 
and if that was his entire Quirk...he would not last in Nine’s world. Unless he was handy with that 
revolver on his side, the guard was guaranteed servitude at best, death at worst. 


“Tt is enough.” 
“Alright, Mr. Kyu...the meeting is with Mr. Yotsubashi himself at the top floor. Please proceed.” 


Nine didn’t bother answering to the man, and started walking, not too quickly. The perfect speed 
for Mummy to look around, be alert. The perfect speed for Kiruka to walk with high heels 
majestically. Three lords of a new world walked in, the automatic sliding doors moving aside 
almost in reverence. 


Everyone looked at them for a moment. Secretaries, salarymen, executives of all levels. Amazed, 
dazzled, sensing their future commanders. They could feel his power, Nine was sure about that. He 
basked in the moment, close to the door, until two people were right behind them. 


“Uhhh...excuse me, sir? Could you please-” asked a young, green haired man, very politely. His 
soft voice and slightly nervous expression contrasted with his muscled physique, apparent even 
below the finely tailored suit he wore. There was something about the young man that caused 
Nine’s Detection Quirk to spike; the boy was powerful. Beyond AFO’s monks, beyond Nine’s 
squad, the teenager had a lot of raw power. And his eyes met Nine’s, perceived his power. There 
was an educated reverence in them as their gazes met. The boy had seen a lot. 


“Get out the way? Don’t give me that look, Izuku...alright! Alright I said! Ehem, businessperson, 
would you please let us pass?” interrupted a short, pink haired girl. Her back, shoulders and arms 
had some power to them, and looked like some sort of mechanic who had thoroughly scrubbed 


herself before the meeting and lucked out into looking businesslike. Her hair was loose, combed 
with a side part but not slicked at all, and the ends were a bit curly, like those of a person who 
regularly used tight braids. “Happy, Izuku?” she said, turning towards the boy. 


“Apologies.” Nine said and let them pass. There was no use in antagonising the toughest Quirk 
user in the building, let alone one that made his synthetic version of All for One react in an unusual 
way; it felt like a wordless calling. As if he was trying to remember words spoken underwater, in a 
different language. He couldn’t understand, but he could feel a connection, a feud. A feud that was 
artificial, and yet, hardwired. 


“Thanks, businessperson. Now, Izuku, let’s go! We’re right on time.” The girl stormed off, 
followed by the green haired teenager, who seemed at the same time her friend and minder, 
apparently doing his best to keep the girl from getting distracted. 


“Those two seemed in a hurry...” Nine remarked, as they moved towards the elevators. 


“We were blocking the door, Nine.” Kiruka said, winking and elbowing him, “We were walking 
too slow.” 


He smiled, “I love walking slow.” 


They called the elevator and it quickly climbed to the top floor, at a modest 25th floor. “I thought 
these were taller?” Mummy said, looking through the glass window. “It’s not headquarters 
material, here.” 


“Maybe not, but it’ still just the tip of the iceberg. Detnerat’s a big company.” said Nine, motioning 
with his eyes for Mummy to shut up, lest a simple security camera record them talking about 
crimes, liberation armies and evil plans. 


“Door’s opening, let’s go.” 


The three villains walked out into an elegantly furnished waiting room; leather couches, mahogany 
tables, glass, potted plants, all the bells and whistles. A secretary motioned for them to sit down, 
and await their turn. Patience was a virtue of the two men, who sat down and grabbed magazines 
or their phones, but Kiruka was a woman of action, and she preferred pacing around, exploring. 


Nine smiled looking at her. She was curious and liked exploring places, a perfect scout. She would 
be no stay at home queen, once they ruled the world, no, she would want to keep moving, 
improving, seeing new things. Even if said new things were just the Detnerat penthouse’s ladies 
bathroom. 


In the other couches were the two teenagers they had met on the elevator, quietly talking, the green 
haired boy softly chuckling at something the pink haired girl had said, checking some documents 
on a briefcase, being quite content around each other. If Nine had to guess, they were probably best 
friends that everyone assumed were a couple. There was definitely that barrier between the two 
young people, holding them back, and he could tell that they were not an actual couple. 


“Hatsume of Hatsume Industries, Mr. Yotsubashi is ready for you. Good luck in the meeting.” said 
the main secretary of three, all of whom were handling calls and working on their computers. The 
lead secretary was a woman in her mid thirties, dark haired, with a mutation that made her eyes be 
made of living flame. Quite the useless power unless one was defending against an eye poke, but, if 
Yotsubashi trusted her and the man and woman beside her, the other secretaries, they had to be 
with the Liberation Army. 


“Oho! Good, good. Izuku, let’s go. Remember to flex, and interrupt me if I get too off track, 
okay?” the businessgirl said, dragging her partner up and rushing towards the door, which had 
opened to reveal an orange haired man with a large, pointy nose, who had to be Rikiya Yotsubashi. 
He welcomed the two youngsters and closed the richly carved mahogany door behind them. 


By then it was 10:15, with just 45 minutes to go. Nine sighed contently, quite liking the cushions 
of the leather couch he had sat on. He even contemplated asking for the Liberation Army folks for 
the makers of it; after everything was said and done...he might need a literal throne. 


He blamed his illness on the focus on creature comforts. His ideals were still staunch, but, in 
Nine’s mind, it was just as important to focus on his people living well, just as he focused on trying 
to live at all, and with as much dignity as possible. Thankfully, the medicines that All for One’s 
team of doctors had produced kept most of the pain away, at least during daytime. It was only in 
counted occasions that the torment would start suddenly, and the pain attacks usually lasted mere 
seconds. 


Kiruka returned by their side about fifteen minutes later, looking more at ease, if a bit bored. She 
had even brought three bottles of juice, from a vending machine which had to be on the same floor. 
“Grape or apple?” she asked, offering Nine first, after choosing mango juice for herself. 


“T’ll go with the apple, the grape juice could stain my suit.” Nine said, grinning. Mummy just 
reached out and took the grape juice, shifting aside his facemask to drink, revealing the Glasgow 
smile Stain had given him, as well as the cut at his chin that had healed terribly. The bandages he 
usually fought with were red, but, he said, “not as red as the ones when I was recovering.” Knives 
were truly ugly weapons; nothing like blasting an opponent with a finger laser. 


They sat down and waited. Nine lazily flipped through the pages of a business magazine he didn’t 
quite understand, Kiruka had withdrawn a novel from her handbag, Mummy was busy with his 
phone. And then, almost stealthily, in silence, three people sat with them; two sat down at 
Mummy’s couch, one at an armchair, looking regal. 


The two that Mummy was now eyeing with distrust were a man with long black hair, with a fringe 
that covered his eyes, and a noticeable underbite, a man that Nine was pretty sure worked in some 
sort of entertainment company, but he couldn’t quite place him. The other was the chairman of a 
political party, a sleazy, slick-haired asshole, from the look of him. 


And the third was a woman with light blue skin and light purple hair. Her eyes had black sclera and 
were quite striking, and her every movement was measured, deliberate. She exuded a confidence 
few people matched, and it was instantly clear that she was the one to watch out of those three. 
Mummy nodded when he saw her, and it clicked for Nine; she was Kizuki Chitose, the Lady 
Curious. 


They were silent, waiting for something, expectant. The politician checked his watch, an expensive 
time piece that looked just like the one All for One had sent his monks to steal, the day he had 
received Nine at his monastery. 10:42 a.m. Lady Curious tilted her head, slightly, straining to 
hear... 


“YOU STEPPED OUT OF LINE, YOTSUBASHI!” It was the girl, the businesslike teenager, and 
she was mad. “You can manufacture my designs, even ask politely to collaborate with me. I could 
even sell you project-specific items. In fact, I was prepared to bargain, make a deal. BUT YOU 
TRY TO FUCKING BUY MY COMPANY? NO!” 


The door was roughly opened, and the girl emerged, hotly stating; “This negotiation is over. 
Hatsume Industries is notfor sale. And neither are my registered Babies. As for any other 


collaborations, it will be in a case to case basis.” 
“Mei, wait a second...” the teenager said, looking uncomfortable and reaching out for her. 


“T don’t think so. Let’s go, I believe we made ourselves clear.” She started walking, and the boy 
followed, surveying the room carefully, sizing everyone up as an opponent. 


The orange haired man Nine had glimpsed behind the office door gave a stressed chuckle, cleared 
his throat, and shrugged. With a smirk, he said, “Well...that was certainly not what I expected, least 
of all with the kind of money I offered. A strange one, that Hatsume, she’ll be one to watch. 
Anyway, shall wel?” 


Both doors were open, and Lady Curious motioned for them to walk in. There was no turning back 
now. Nine smirked, already imagining the possibilities these people could give him. 


Chapter End Notes 


Re-watched Heroes Rising before posting, and I can confidently say that Nine indeed 
always walks slow. 


MeiMei's Business Adventure Part 2 


“There’s our car! Yaomomo sent one of her family’s drivers...Look at that, Izuku! I was originally 
thinking of taking my dad’s truck...But I still can’t drive stick shift. Weird, right? The Mei has a 
stick but a plane is easy! And also the Hatsume Auto Works logos might confuse them! Can you 
drive cars, Izuku? Stick shift specifically.” Mei said, a bundle of manic energy that seemed about 
to explode any second now. Maybe, just maybe it had been a bad idea to let Mei have that energy 
drink...but she had printed a very cute sticker for it, and Izuku had been too distracted to realize that 
perhaps it would negatively impact Mei... 


“Nope... haven’t really had the time and mom...we had to sell the car because my father didn’t 
send anything for three months when I was...ten, I think? Mom also started working part time here 
and there back then.” Izuku said, feeling a bit hyped up by the coffee, though not as much as Mei 
who pretty much cartwheeled into the car after the driver opened the door for them. 


With some luck, she’ll spend all the energy by telling off these people. With a happy smile, the old 
driver closed their door and started taking them towards the Tokyo Detnerat offices. The driver 
introduced himself as Yoshi, offered them water and cakes, and loudly declared that it was his 
honour to drive them in a comfortable silence, or music, if they preferred. Mei asked him for the 
aux cord, and put on a playlist of somewhat old electronic music. “Ah, this reminds me of my 
brain.” she said, as Technologic by Daft Punk played. 


Along the way she had informed Izuku of the whole situation; after a few months back Mei had 
acquired the rights to Uraraka’s costume, she had been on Nijudotto Precision’s radar, and thus, on 
Detnerat’s (plus whatever owners, which she didn’t trust either). And just last week, the plans she 
had made for Bakugou’s upgrades had been manufactured by Nijudotto. 


They had told her they were impressed, and had sent a list of items she had built they wanted to 
buy, completely, and get full ownership of the designs. 


“T considered it for about two or three of the items. I realized that the stock keeping unit codes 
were the ones UA had given to the items I crafted for the team, and the email started with 
Uraraka’s. It was improving on those fugly aesthetics, adding pockets...[ could sell that back, sure. 
But then I saw the stuff I made for Yaomomo, for Todoroki, for Iida, for Tsuyu. And then the 
fuckers had the gall to include all the things I made for you . It’s unacceptable. Even if I trusted 
them, what I make for you is special. ’m not some...mercenary, to give away the things that help 
my first friend, my best friend, achieve his dreams. Fuck no.” Mei curled a loose strand of hair 
around her finger as she spoke, unused to wearing it like that. 


“Mei, that’s...’m grateful, but, if you need the money...” 


“It’s never been about the money, Izuku. Yes, I want cash, I want funds, I want to sell, but the sale 
is the fun part. The money...it’s just an investment. I don’t give a shit if I’m a millionaire or if I 
spend it all on research, on materials, on machines.” Her voice was just as manic as always, and 
Izuku was pretty sure she might have appeared crazy for a stranger. But not to him, he knew her 
well. “As long as I can still make, invent, create, I’m happy. I want people to know my name, to 
make my family proud, I want the glory. I...I’m sorry if that comes out of nowhere, but that’s my 
ideal. Get paid enough that I can make the best items I can, and keep my friends as safe as possible, 
make them stronger. And have enough in my bank account to go and have dinner with Momo, or to 
invite you to tech conventions, or a little extra for Uraraka.” Mei said, looking at Izuku. 


“Uraraka? What do you mean?” 


“IT wired some of my money for her parents directly a couple of times. Don’t tell her, I know she 
doesn’t like me. I still consider her a valued customer, though! And an investment! If she’s happy 
and motivated, she helps the team best!” Mei said, trying to stick her hands on her suit jacket’s 
pockets, “They don’t have pockets! Terrible! Anyway, keep my secret?” 


“Of course.” Izuku said with a nod. 


“Thank you. Can’t have her believing I care about her well being, I kind of prefer to keep being the 
dreaded capitalist she dislikes for some reason!” Mei chuckled and Izuku couldn’t help but smile. 


“So, uhh...had any ideas for Babies while under that rubble?” Mei asked with a glint in her 
crosshaired eyes. 


The rest of the journey passed quickly, and soon they were being admitted through the gatehouse, 
and escorted to the main office building, one in which a helicopter was perched at the top. Mei 
looked around appreciatively, tried to whistle at it, and failed miserably. “Just imagine I can 
whistle at this place. Pretty big, huh? I don’t much like the buildings, or that fountain, but how 
about something like this one day? It would be a neat place to meet new business contacts...Hey, 
the door’s closing! Let’s go!” 


Unexpectedly, Mei took Izuku’s hand and pulled him along, and they walked right into the lobby, 
where a trio of people were (quite rudely) standing in the way. “Uhhh...excuse me, sir? Could you 
please-” 


Mei looked both ways, figuring if they should go around or not...and settled for telling them to 
move out the way, interrupting, “Get out the way?” She grinned like a madwoman, and exchanged 
a glance with Izuku, who was getting concerned. He had the worst luck when bumping into 
people...and this man had the aura of a villain, a strong villain. He didn’t want to fight in an office, 
but if Mei was in danger... 


“Don’t give me that look, Izuku...alright! Alright I said!’ Mei turned back respectfully and tapped 
the man on the shoulder, “Ehem, businessperson, would you please let us pass?” Mei please, this 
guy is dangerous... Izuku tried telling her to move away with his eyes, with his expression, but she 
didn’t seem to get the message. 


The man had a danger about him Izuku had seldom seen. He had much more of a presence than 
Muscular, a fear inducing aura that reminded him of Stain and...One for All was reacting to him. 
The power gathered inside him, passed on by his eight predecessors, had the hair on the back of his 
neck on end. 


The man’s Quirk was dangerous, incredibly so. Physically, he wasn’t too imposing. Taller than 
average, but skinny, wiry, he had the look of someone holding on by sheer willpower against an 
illness, and was in recovery. His companions were unusual, as well; a man who took care not to 
show an inch of his skin, perhaps due to a skin condition, and a woman with extremely long hair. 


Izuku knew a lot of girls with long hair; Tsuyu, Shiozaki and Nejire were some examples but this 
woman had at least another three feet of hair length! Auburn haired and sharp eyed, her gaze 
piercing Mei the instant she had touched the lead guy...If the man was a villain, she had to be the 
main enforcer, the second in command. 


“Apologies,” said the man. His voice was soft, polite, but yet one that commanded some respect. 


His gaze lingered on Izuku for a long moment, and Izuku feared that something would indeed 
happen...but the moment passed, defused by Mei, “Thanks, businessperson. Now, Izuku, let’s go! 


We’re right on time.” The trio parted, and the two teenagers made their way to an elevator. 
Reaching it, Izuku immediately clicked on the “close door’ button. 


“Those guys...anything wrong, Izuku?” Mei asked, curiously. “Villains?” 


Izuku nodded, and said, “That man...all my instincts are telling me that he is powerful, and he just 
has a bad...vibe? Let’s not talk to them, okay?” 


Mei nodded, quickly understanding. “Sure. Top floor, here we go.” The trip up took about three 
minutes, in which they focused again on the meeting, or at least tried to. Izuku couldn’t really 
concentrate on helping Mei when he knew there was a strong Quirk user just below, with who 
knew what intentions. But it didn’t seem like an attack. The possible villains were dressed too 
well... 


“Hey, Izuku.” Mei called out to him, and he snapped out of overthinking possible enemies, “After 
this is done, do you have plans? I wanted to go pay Momo one of the dinners I owed, but she’s 
doing something with Todoroki.” 


Izuku hesitated. What are you saying, Mei? What is the question? “l didn’t really think 
about...maybe? I...I really wanted some time to...think some stuff. A-about the mission, of course!” 
I can’t tell her that I still need to think things through about Toga. I trust Mei with my life, and still 
I don’t know how to tell her...I feel like I don’t want to tell her. 


“Ah! I was going to suggest going to the hardware store and buying a few things, and maybe later, 
as it shouldn’t take the entire day,” as she spoke the elevator doors opened, revealing a nice waiting 
room, with three secretaries, who hadn’t noticed them, until Mei’s loud voice declared, “maybe we 
can spend the entire afternoon making a Baby!” 


Izuku was pretty sure his face had reached new and exciting shades of red as the secretaries fixed 
their smug, judgemental gazes on them, imagining them to be some sort of perverts, or a really 
eager young couple. “We...can talk about that later. But...[ need some time alone.” Izuku answered 
in a hushed tone, shrinking under the stares and sitting down quickly at a brown leather couch. 


Mei quickly busied herself on an app where she was learning to code more complex strings, and 
Izuku looked at his surroundings. The building tapered at the top, it seemed, and the floor seemed 
to house less offices. There was a corridor that followed the large glass window, extending beside 
the wall of what was probably a meeting room, or a huge office, that had to belong to Rikiya 
Yotsubashi, and there were the large desks of the secretaries, facing the elevator, with the waiting 
area to the side, next to the wall and in front of the window. 


The secretaries quickly stopped paying attention to Izuku and Mei. They whispered among 


themselves, and Izuku heard the words “liberation”, “adept” and “new opportunity”. He was pretty 
sure they were not talking about Mei, or him. 


He was put even more on edge when the man from the lobby arrived with his followers. With a 
tense, deliberate effort to look relaxed, he told Mei, “Hey, why don’t you walk me through what 
you’re doing in that?” Their eyes met, and it seemed like Mei got his message; play cool, don’t let 
them know we are onto them. 


“So it’s quite simple, really. With these boolean strings and just a few “if” parts here and there, I 
can upgrade a mask to have a simple HUD projector...” Mei trailed off, excitedly. Izuku nodded 
and added an “uh huh” or a “fascinating!” every once in a while, but mostly, he focused on the 
potential villains. 


The woman was quite attractive, but not really Izuku’s type. What even is my type, huh? Gold 
eyes? Assertive? Energetic? That have kissed me under a pile of debris? That make my face red 
when saying we should make babies? I’m sorry, Mei, I really, really need some time alone after 
this, please... The possible villain didn’t really have any room to hide weapons on the tight red 
dress she wore, but Izuku assumed maybe those high heels could be hurled in anger to some effect. 


She left after just a few minutes, disappearing after moving to the corridor, seemingly more bored 
than threatening. The man in the facemask threw a couple glances their way, and then stopped 
caring. But the leader...[zuku could feel his eyes on him. You can tell that I’m the only one in the 
room that can give you a fight, is that it? Or...do you know me? 


“Hatsume of Hatsume Industries, Mr. Yotsubashi is ready for you. Good luck in the meeting.” 
They had been called, and it was useless to worry about the man in the white suit for now. 


“Oho! Good, good. Izuku, let’s go. Remember to flex, and interrupt me if I get too off track, 
okay?” Mei said, and she pretty much pulled Izuku all the way to the door that opened. A 
businessman had unlocked the heavy mahogany door and motioned them in, giving them a smile 
that looked too practiced, too fake, too manicured. 


The room was a large conference hall, with one wall being entirely made out of glass, a window 
that allowed them to see Tokyo around them. There was a long table for meetings, with seats for 
fourteen people, and a large desk in the back, marked with “CEO Yotsubashi” in a golden plaque. 


“Welcome to Detnerat! I’m Rikiya Yotsubashi, CEO and President!” He seemed pleasant, to 
almost sycophantic levels, but his smile didn’t touch his eyes. They were focused, sharp, and a 
splotch of black ink appeared around his eyes for an instant, before vanishing again. Izuku noticed 
that Yotsubashi’s fingers had also turned a darker colour just as the ink left his face. His Quirk, has 
to be. What might it do? 


Yotsubashi led them to the end of the hall, and they sat at his desk. His office chair was pretty 
much a throne, and perched on it, Yotsubashi looked like some ancient baron. “It’s so good to meet 
with a young inventor such as yourself, Miss Hatsume. I don’t really have the best aptitude for 
technology, but I admire those who do enormously. Would you let me tell you a little bit about 
Detnerat’s hist-” 


“Cut to the chase, Yotsubashi, your email was pretty clear. And I already know enough; 
investments in every major industry, you own the company that made stuff for a teammate, you 
made the items I designed last week. Speaking off, Power Loader sensei said they received them, 
so thanks. So now, Ill go over everything said in that email, and what my answer will be.” Mei 
said, her usual energy veering into rudeness as she interrupted the CEO. 


Yotsubashi stopped smiling. His face became serious, determined. “All business, then? I can 
accept that. Very well, Hatsume. Speak your mind.” 


Mei grinned, “Now we’re talking. Let’s do this.” From her pocket she withdrew a couple printed 
pages, and started listing, in exquisite detail, how she had either improved upon, built from scratch 
or otherwise made her own each and every design that Yotsubashi had listed in the email, that he 
intended to acquire. And every item, she finished by saying, “I’m open to letting you manufacture, 
but this is my Baby.” 


More than twenty minutes passed as Mei painstakingly listed her grievance at the suggestion, 
before she said, “This is exactly why I made my own company, my own trademark. Why I have 
patents, even if it is expensive to register. ’m not some underling to be ordered around. I’m Mei 
fucking Hastsume, I built a fucking VTOL plane in our garage on a whim , I do this my own way. I 


could still be open to working together, but I won’t have my creative control usurped.” 


Yotsubashi smiled again, but there was no joy in the grin, not a hint of mercy. Izuku tried to catch 
Mei’s gaze, to tell her to just say no politely and get away, that this was turning sour...but Mei’s 
eyes were fixed on Yotsubashi’s, ready to fight. 


“If you are quite done, Hatsume, I have a new proposal. Detnerat buys everything. Hatsume 
Industries will become our flagship company in heroics support gear. The money to build whatever 
your mind imagines, the machines needed. The sky's the limit, if you sell.” Yotsubashi finished, 
placing the tips of his fingers together in a way that reminded Izuku of Uraraka, though in a much 
more sinister way. 


Beside him, Mei seethed in rage. Izuku had never seen someone who wasn’t Kacchan or Endeavor 
holding such anger. “YOU STEPPED OUT OF LINE, YOTSUBASHI!” Reacting quickly, Izuku 
reached out for her hand, to hold her back in case she actually attacked, the ferocity of her words 
belied a murderous intent that would have made Himiko Toga proud. She took a deep breath and, 
with a measured, businesslike voice she started, “You can manufacture my designs, even ask 
politely to collaborate with me. I could even sell you project-specific items. In fact, I was prepared 
to bargain, make a deal. BUT YOU TRY TO FUCKING BUY MY COMPANY? NO!” 


Mei didn’t wait for Yotsubashi to react, and neither did Izuku. They rushed for the door, Mei 
stomping angrily, Izuku jogging to keep up with her. He glanced back, trying to gauge 
Yotsubashi’s reaction; the ink on his skin had swirled around his eyes, almost covering his upper 
face. His eyebrow twitched, and a vein on his neck could be seen...a much thicker, muscled neck 
than mere instants before. We have to get out of here. We insulted this man, I think...and he’s mad. 


Mei opened the door, looked back and said, “This negotiation is over. Hatsume Industries is not for 
sale. And neither are my registered Babies. As for any other collaborations, it will be in a case to 
case basis.” 


“Mei, wait a second...” Izuku said, trying to keep the appearance of a teenager scared by his friend 
pissing off a billionaire, and not a young hero who could feel the villains all around him. He saw 
the way three new people in the waiting room tensed, and he knew that, in a fight, they had the 
upper hand, with numbers alone. As amazing as Mei was, as brilliant and cunning, without her 
Babies she wouldn’t really be much help in a fight. 


“T don’t think so. Let’s go, I believe we made ourselves clear.” She started walking, and Izuku 
followed her, examining the newcomers. /f they try to do anything to Mei, I can buy her time. She 
can get to the elevator and escape. The two men who had appeared seemed physically feeble; a 
decisive attack should disable them with ease, maybe he could knock them out with a single kick 
for each? 


The only thing he was sure, was that he needed to kick the man in the white suit through the 
window if he attacked. The rest, he had a good chance of beating with the right openings... 


But nobody made a move, and they reached the elevator peacefully. Izuku let out a sigh, finally 
able to drop his guard, feeling safer every floor they descended. 


“That fucker...Well, they can’t buy us without us wanting to sell. Yotsubashi might be pissed off 
for a while, but his moves are deliberate. If he wants more hero gear, he will buy someone else, we 
are not a huge annoyance.” Mei chuckled, noticing her hands were shaking due to stress, “I...I also 
think I need some alone time, Izuku. Might have to tell dad and mom to take care in case...in case 
this CEO fucker is as slimy as I think.” 


“Mei, we won’t let anything happen to them, alright?” 


“Ha! Izuku, my dad’s tough as hell, he doesn’t need you to protect him. And if you offer him ANY 
help, he’ll have you working part time at the garage in about ten seconds. I’m not gonna let that 
happen!” Mei still looked shook, but was quickly returning to normal. 


“Let’s get out of here and never return, okay?” Izuku asked. J don’t want to deal with these people 
ever again... 


“We have something they couldn’t even dream of, right? All Might’s agency lawyers! I dare 
Yotsubashi to try anything, if he survives my Babies [ll just sic the lawyers on him. Deal?” she 
offered her hand to Izuku. 


With a grin, he shook her hand. “Deal.” 


“Sir, Hatsume Industries has left the premises.” The secretary with flame eyes informed through 
the intercom; the teenagers had really left in a hurry. Nine assumed it was because of how pissed 
off the pink haired girl had to be. 


“Excellent.” Yotsubashi answered through his phone. He smiled pleasantly, but his face flashed 
with a dark substance, visible right on his skin. It looked like a Rorschach test come alive, and 
disappeared even quicker than it had showed up, but it allowed Nine to catch up on the man’s 
Quirk; an enhancement power, triggered by a biological response. Stress and Strength indeed, 
Rikiya... 


The CEO pointed at the conference table, where his people sat on one side, and Nine’s on the 
other. “Where’s Geten?” asked Yotsubashi. 


The politician answered, “Had some...private business to attend to. Buying winter coats, I believe.” 


“T see.” Yotsubashi brought his hand briefly to his forehead, twirling his thin finger and thumb into 
the shape of an L. For liberation, I assume. “Now, why don’t we start by introducing 
ourselves...oh, wait. We already know you. Curious, if you would?” 


The blue skinned lady smiled, a cold, cruel smirk, that brought an even bigger ink splotch to 
Yotsubashi’s face, but which he covered up quickly. 


“Tt will be my pleasure. Let’s start with the man guarding your car. Chojuro Kon, alias Chimera. 
What a frightful name, for one with such a sad story...lifelong bullying victim until he burnt off a 
boy’s face, a runaway since thirteen years old. He will be turning 22 on this October. My heart 
goes out to him, a true victim of the system! A tragedy of our age...I would love releasing an 
interview with him...should he survive.” 


Nine’s eyes crossed with Curious’. The woman’s black eyes were unsettling, not just due to their 
unnatural tint, but the sheer control she had. Every fact was right...and Chimera’s birth name didn’t 
even figure on his wanted posters. What did we get ourselves into? 


“Next up, Mummy. Hoyo Makihara, yes? Formerly of the Kitamura crime family, perhaps the only 
man who had bandages on him before getting cut up by the Hero Killer Stain. They say he cut off 
your ears, I see that is only half true now. As for other things they say he chopped off...” she 


looked at Mummy, her gaze trailing down menacingly, and she laughed, and every chuckle was 
like a bucket of ice water dropped on Nine’s back. 


“My scars are all he did, I’m complete.”” Mummy answered, feigning apathy. 


“I see! Good to hear that! I trust your wonderful Meta Ability is stronger than back at 
your...pathetic start? From what we have gathered, you and Kon joined “Nine” on the same day, 
four years ago, as you bled out and Chimera ran from the police...A fate encounter in the Tokyo 
sewers, straight out of a movie!” Curious said, with a dramatic flair that only made Mummy shuffle 
uncomfortably. 


“So far so good. A thug-like vagabond, a ronin Yakuza...worthy recruits, wouldn’t you agree, 
Skeptic?” she said, turning towards the man with long hair and an underbite. 


“We can use them, yes.” said Skeptic, and his voice was a nasal, disgusting tone that Nine was 
pleased to have predicted. He wouldn’t be pleased to hear it often, though. 


“Next, our broken bird, the shattered pedestal...the junkie. Kiruka Hasaki, oh Kiruka! In an age 
where new and exciting drugs exist...heroin? Really?” Kiruka hid her left arm, covering the vein 
where forearm and biceps met. Even seven years later, when the scars of the body had healed, 
there was still so much pain... “Oh the things you did to get more and more and more...I have seen 
pictures of your home, everything you didn’t need, you sold off for cash for another needle. What a 
goddamn mess. Everything was for sale, even you! A spoon, a lighter and your drug, it was all you 
needed, wasn’t it?” 


Kiruka said nothing, she just averted her gaze. She had lived in terrible conditions, a slave to the 
drug. Those had been dark, bleak days. “No need to answer me, Kiruka, I know how it was. There 
are not so many records of how you and Nine met, but with your desperation...was he your 
client?” 


“Enough of this!” Nine said, slamming the table with his fist. The rich mahogany cracked and 
splintered below his fist, as a shield had surged to protect his hand from harm. 


“Nine, Niney-Nine...shush. I am not yet done with Kiruka, your turn shall be soon enough.” 
Curious held up her hand and continued, “Highschool dropout, then the drugs, the addiction. 
Everything you did...are you proud of it? Or do you regret it?” 


“The past’s dead. It’s fucking DEAD!” Kiruka said, her hair spikes standing on edge on the end of 
her braid. “That woman is gone. I’m reborn. The power I have, and my friends, are all I need.” 


“Nine saved you, didn’t he? I will not ask about how you met, but...tearing yourself apart with your 
"storm" Meta Ability, just to gather the funds to put the pathetic wretch, that Kiruka was, through 
rehab? Quite romantic!” Curious gave a slow clap, and then her eyes settled on Nine. 


“Kyuso Kanno. Twenty-six years old, ten months older than Kiruka here. A native of Morioh, 
from M prefecture...always too ambitious for that town. The crazy, noisy and bizarre happenings 
weren’t enough, never enough. A natural leader, but your high school friends didn’t want to 
become criminals in Tokyo, did they? A lone villain, with a Quirk that could rip your body to 
shreds just as easily as it could destroy a street. And here you are now, nine years later. Just like 
your name...must be a meaningful year. Now we know you, as I was kind enough to introduce 


” 


you. 


Nine was angry, even more pissed off than he was about being a pawn in All for One’s game. But 
if these people could find every detail of Nine’s past, they were a vital ally he needed to secure. “It 


isn’t what we would have said, but it works. How about you?” 


Yotsubashi spoke this time, “Curious is the one who found you and thoroughly ripped your pride a 
new hole. Skeptic is the dashing chap who finds his computer more interesting than meeting new 
friends. The one with the Japanese flag pin on his lapel is Trumpet. Absent is our main henchman, 
who goes by Geten. Have you seen the ads for the Detnerat Continental Deluxe watch? Then you 
have seen him.” Yotsubashi made a dramatic pause as the inky black liquid circled around his face, 
forming a perfect black mask around his eyes, “And I am Re-Destro, the man who will carry 
Destro’s will to the future. [am the man who will lead us to true LIBERATION!” 


Nine couldn’t help but smirk. “No, you’re not. You haven’t made a move. Your army is a rumor . 
So far I have seen three executives, and you. Your stress augmentation Quirk must be quite 
impressive, “Re-Destro”’, but you’re not invulnerable. Someone stopped you, And I? I could kill all 
four of you before you could even say “Liberation”. Just watch.” 


Time seemed to slow down. Nine held up both hands and activated his powers, purple lasers 
shooting from his fingernails and striking through the shoulders of Trumpet and Skeptic, while his 
energy shield extended to cover Kiruka and Mummy, as every pen and small item on the table 
exploded in a series of bombs. Curious, you just revealed your hand. Just one power, and it can 
NOT get through my shields. A spectral dragon emerged from Nine’s back, gaining a corporeal 
state as it moved to pin Curious to the ground with its jaws. 


It had been enough to put down the three, but Re-Destro had transformed in instants, his entire skin 
getting overwhelmed by the black ink, and muscles appearing. He had turned to a massive beast of 
a man, tearing his tie to shreds, but his suit remained intact... Jt’s a support item! 


Now towering above Nine, Re-Destro threw a punch, a wild haymaker intended to obliterate Nine, 
but Nine caught it with the energy shield. For an instant, he feared the shield might fail, such had 
been the power produced by the punch. But the shield held. And against seven more punches it 
held, even as Nine had to step backwards. Relentless, powerful, Re-Destro attacked...until he 
sighed and stopped. He lazily turned around, and Nine saw hundreds of hair blades, stabbing every 
single pressure point needed. 


What would calm down Nine’s pain, calmed down Re-Destro’s stress...for long enough. A dozen 
bandages surged towards Re-Destro, but Nine halted Mummy with a glance. “Enough. I believe we 
proved our point.” He held both hands up in surrender, released his hold on Re-Destro’s underlings, 
and sat back down. 


Awkwardly, with a slight bit of anger, the Liberation Army sat back down, Curious replacing her 
chair with a new one, as the previous one had broken when Nine had pinned her down. It had been 
a close thing; Nine had attacked from ambush, decisively. But Re-Destro could have broken 
through the shield with just one more strike. They had gotten lucky. 


“Now tell me, “Re-Destro”...You barely blinked when I attacked. You are not afraid in the 
slightest, are you?” Nine asked. 


“Of you? Fear...would be too strong a word. I respect you. I might even like you now, Nine, you’re 
good at this. Tell me, do you believe in Liberation? In freeing people to use their Quirks as they see 
fit?” Yotsubashi quickly returned back to his usual self and sat down, combing back his orange 
hair. 


“IT do. That’s why I’m here. I will do whatever it takes to make my dream a reality, whatever it 
takes. Strong Quirks, raw power...that is what must rule.” 


“Excellent, we’re of the same mind, then. Though we prefer to call them Meta Abilities.” 


“Then tell me, friend. Who is in your way? I am a free man, I choose my allegiance...I’m not 
bound by whatever is holding you back. Give me your support, give me a name, and I will do the 
rest.” 


Re-Destro looked around nervously. ““No, not like this. He will know. He always knows. Memories 
are not safe. We will support you with money and equipment, but that is all we can do. Don’t ask 
again about this.” The man is terrified! 


“Fine by me. You can discount the...the repairs from anything you give us, Re-Destro.” Nine 
crossed over the wrecked table and shook Yotsubashi’s hand. The meeting was over, and Nine had 
succeeded. 


Victorious, Nine made his way to the elevator, ready to celebrate and wait for an influx of cash and 
equipment. But someone shot their hand between the elevator doors, preventing them from closing. 
It was Trumpet, the sleazy politician, his shoulder still smoking from the laser beam, who 
motioned for Nine to get close so he could whisper. 


“The one who stopped us, the one who could kill us in any moment, is Pestilentia.” 


Decision 


Finally back, Izuku had parted ways with Mei. He needed rest, real rest...and to think. Think so 
much. Life had dropped so much on his plate, and he had to find out how to deal with it. Laying 
down in bed turned to pacing around his room, hoping all the All Might merchandise would offer 
him some guidance. All those printed Toshinoris remained silent. 


With an annoyed, defeated sigh, Izuku took to strolling out, first on UA’s grounds, then Musutafu 
as a whole. At first he was walking, but as the frustration built up, he jogged, he ran, he sprinted. It 
didn’t help him organize his mind, it didn’t help him clear it. 


But at least he ended up, exhausted, at the First Response warehouse. Mei had already sprayed the 
big corrugated metal door with their team name, and it dawned on Izuku that it had so little time 
had passed. Three weeks past, they had no set name, no reputation, no real life missions, just a few 
patrols. It had been UA’s way of supporting a spirit of entrepreneurship...but it had become so 
much more. Taking point in the two latest crises, First Response had started making their mark. 
Izuku could almost feel the change he wanted to bring at his grasp. Or at least the beginning of it. 


But how was he supposed to change Japan, to change the world, if he couldn’t even deal with his 
own problems? If he couldn’t get Toga out of his head, if he didn’t know how to defeat his enemy? 
If he didn’t know if he wanted to forgive Kacchan? 


He wandered the empty warehouse. Back before the crisis they had spent one week on the job, 
taking online classes, and two weeks at UA, on call for big operations, in a repeating cycle. That 
schedule had been done away with, and it seemed like First Response would only get a chance to 
work again if requested. The building, previously owned by Yaoyorozu Holdings, was so devoid 
of life, so silent, that Izuku felt he was in a dark dream. 


The warehouse had space for the heroes and Mei, everyone had a simple room to rest in, there was 
a very well equipped gym and the garage for all their vehicles. The Mei lay dormant, with a few 
boxes of tools spread around. Since Mei had decided to stay at UA and actually catch up on sleep 
for once, there was no metal clanging, no energetic voice cursing like a mechanic...which she 
technically was. 


There was also Tsuyu’s truck, a nigh-indestructible Toyota Hilux in lime green, which still had the 
decals of their short time as a hero duo. She was a calming presence, a great friend...and Izuku 
would have been lying if he said he hadn’t found her attractive, at least in the days following the 
USJ incident where she had saved his life. Stoic, understanding, trustworthy, and they usually 
fought together... Tsuyu made friendship feel easy. 


A friendship which was yet another thing he was neglecting. Izuku’s mood only fell further when 
he realized he hadn’t had a true conversation with Tenya or Tsuyu in weeks, had barely spoken 
with Shouto, who had been extremely worried...he hadn’t even had a chance to thank Uraraka for 
helping in his rescue. And everyone else in class, he had not even acknowledged them. 


No, he had just fallen back to that same little group. Just Mei and Shinsou. They didn’t judge, they 
didn’t ask why he was upset. They supported him in their own way. It was his comfort zone, born 
out of old worries and grief. But in the end, he didn’t think he could rely on them either for these 
troubles, not all of them. They were already helping him so much...There was no way he could 
ever repay their kindness. 


He couldn’t tell them about Toga. Maybe he could bring up the subject of forgiving Bakugou, but 


he already knew their answer: “No.”. Shinsou had been hurt in so many ways and had only started 
to open up, he would never consider that, if he accepted the apology, Izuku would be doing it for 
himself. 


And Mei? She lived with few regrets, even when it affected others. The only time she had truly 
apologised, in all the months Izuku had known her, had been to Tenya, for her behaviour in the first 
year Sports Festival. She was more of the idea of moving on, maybe making amends, but it was 
not in her nature to be apologetic. 


With a sigh, Izuku headed to the warehouse’s gym. Maybe his mind would settle after an hour or 
two lifting heavy... 


It didn’t. He was even more confused, his brain going to even dumber places. He was just sweaty, 
tired and feeling more frustrated, finding no solution in sight. With a groan he dropped the barbell, 
making the ground shake due to the sheer weight he had been lifting. 


“Tt should be so easy, shouldn’t it? Just defeat my enemy, forgive my former friend. Lock up Toga. 
Forget everything, move on. It should be easy, but why isn’t it? Why can’t I figure out the right 
thing to do?” Izuku moved to a punching bag, too upset to even think of controlling his power 
consciously, and the haymaker punched right through the leather and the sand. “Just...I just need a 
rest. I want to sleep, I want to forget. I want to wake up and have things be clear.” 


He found himself a few minutes later on the roof, overlooking Musutafu. The city was calm, the air 
was cold, and he had no jacket. It was uncomfortable, maybe even risky, but he just didn’t care at 
that point. /’// just stay up all night if I need to, if I can’t rest. I can survive Aizawa’s class 
tomorrow, I can make it through the day. 


“Are you going to sulk all day?” called a voice from beside his ear, having gotten close enough to 
whisper. He could feel the warm breath on his ear and his neck, and he could smell a pomegranate 
lip gloss. 


It had been sudden, and unexpected, and without thinking, he had used One for All to leap half a 
dozen meters away before he saw who it was, to his despair. He walked back slowly, trying to 
hype himself up, to show the confidence that she would need. 


“Hey, Himiko. I didn’t hear you walk behind me.” 


“Your mind was too loud, I wasn’t even being that quiet. I have news, but...what’s on your mind?” 
she asked, closing the distance. She wasn’t wearing the clothes he had given to her anymore, which 
he was thankful for. He could certainly do without his daydreams of the “boyfriend shirt 
look”...She had a tan duffle coat over a nondescript dark blue hoodie, a pair of jeans, white 
sneakers, a simple backpack. Completely forgettable among a crowd. 


“T’m...’m okay, it’s nothing.” Izuku said, getting back to where he had been sitting. 


“Like hell it is nothing. It’s about me? Helping me at all... you didn’t have to do that. I love you for 
it, | adore you more than ever, but...it’s probably not the best idea.” Toga said, sitting beside him. 


“No, it’s...it’s really alright. I want to help you. To really be friends.” Yes, Izuku, just friends. Say it 
a thousand times and maybe you’ll believe that’s all you want. 


“Then tell me what’s wrong. Friends listen, right? Maybe the only solutions I can offer will be 
slashing people's throats...but I can listen!” She took out a knife to make her comment more 
poignant, and, when she saw Izuku looking at it, she said, “Oh, this one? Kitchen knife from a 


restaurant I sneaked into last night...want some leftover gnocchi? It is gnocchi alla Sorrentina, 
super yummy!” 


“N-no, no thanks. My problems...I don’t know. I feel they should be easy to deal with, but I don’t 
know if what I’m leaning to is the right decision.” Izuku said, putting his face in his hands. 


“Tell me what they are, and we’ll see what we can do. Maybe I can stab my way through your 
problems!” she offered, with a giggle. Somehow her presence calmed Izuku. It feels like I don’t 
really have to worry about her anymore, that she’s just...understanding. Being a friend. She’s 
outside from all of it, isn’t she? Objective. With a very different point of view. Why not trust her? 


“There’s three...no, two things. I don’t know if I made a mistake with how I want to fight All for 
One, if my strategy is just...playing into someone’s plan. There’s...one person I recruited for it. 
Because he has the most reasons. But...[ don’t know if it was a good idea. I feel bad bringing 
anyone to the fight, but to bring trauma and violence like that too...I’m not sure.” 


Toga pondered for a long moment, then snapped her fingers, “I’ve got it. You talk with everyone 
involved, get them to work together, leave it to them. If they kill each other, you just find new 
helpers!” 


“That...I really don’t want them to kill each other, but... maybe it would be good to train together. 
All three of us. Talk, share, trust...” Izuku turned to look at Toga, and found her grinning at 
him. Oh god, why do you have to use that adorable smile, Himiko? 


“If it doesn’t work...remember you have the option to kick their ass, break their legs, snap their 
necks...” Toga laughed again, and Izuku realized he had missed that. What the hell am I going to 
do when she’s in jail, huh? If I get used to her laughter, it will hurt. 


“The other thing...Kacchan apologised to me.” 


Toga’s eyes widened, “Did he now? Does he think that’s enough? Does he think a simple “sorry” 
does it?" Toga's tone flared in anger, every word getting closer to Izuku's face and her eyes flashing 
threateningly. But then Toga narrowed her eyes and made her voice smooth as silk. "Is it enough 
for you?” 


“Of course not, but...it is a start." Izuku said, looking into the distance. The day was ending, night 
would soon begin. "I know exactly how much he hurt me, I know how it affected me. I want to 
forgive him, but...but not really because I think he’s sincere, or because he deserves to be forgiven. 
No...it’s just so I can be okay, so I can move on and leave it all behind...and that feels selfish. It 
feels wrong.” 


“Tzu-Izu...can I be honest for a sec?” she asked, moving a bit closer. 
“Yeah, of course.” 


“You moving on is the only reason to forgive that piece of shit. For all he did, I would take a really 
nice axe and break open his ribs and pull out his lungs from his back, and laugh all along, you 
know? I swear to you that I'd laugh with it. You...you have mercy. Forgiveness. If anyone can do it, 
I guess it is you.” Izuku was quite grossed out by Toga’s description of what she would do to 
Bakugou but...a part of him liked to have someone be so protective of him. He didn't know if he 
was Okay with liking that. 


“But it would be completely self-serving!” 


Toga shrugged, “And? The fucker gets his answer, undeserved as it is, you get piece of mind. 


Everyone wins. You know I wouldn’t forgive, but you...I like that about you, Izu-Izu. I love it, I 
adore it. You’re willing to be a much better human being than people deserve.” That...she’s right. 
It’s just an answer, and if I can feel better, I can forgive him. If he wants to make amends, so be it, 
if not...we just have to fight AFO and after that, nothing. 


“That...Himiko, you’re right! I think...I think I know what [ll do about them.” But not about you. 


“Good, good. I arrived yesterday. The fast train was crowded, nobody saw me. Went to the public 
library and looked for records...[ found my family, Izu-Izu. I found them. The address is in 
Shizuoka...will you go with me?” Her voice was soft, hopeful. She didn’t seem to expect anyone to 
welcome her back, but at least she would get some closure. 


“Of course I will. We can go next Sunday?” Thank you for the help, Himiko, you made me realize I 
had the solutions already, but I was just overthinking. Now I can help you better...but it would be 
best if I use the week for school and planning. I know what I have to do now. 


Toga nodded absentmindedly. “I found them... can’t believe I found my family.” 


“Students, that will be all for today, but Principal Nezu wishes to have a word with Midoriya and 
Bakugou at 4 p.m. Enjoy that exams got pushed away, because if the world wasn’t in danger, we’d 
begin very, very soon. [ll leave the rest of the announcements to lida and Yaoyorozu and start 
grading papers.” said Aizawa, the tired teacher yawning and diligently starting on his work. 
Katsuki wished the motherfucker would sleep more, but apparently the man had chosen instead to 
adopt a child, and start dating the loudest, most obnoxious woman Katsuki knew of. And that 
included Mitsuki Bakugou when singing “happy birthday”. So sleep was probably not as much in 
his priorities anymore. 


“Alright! We got together with Kendou of our sister class, thinking of a way to get closer and 
decompress. February is upon us, and, while it isn’t strictly a Valentine’s day celebration, of 
course, couples are permitted, as well as exchange of gifts.” started Glasses, switching on a 
slideshow presentation. J never really gave it a thought about if we’re supposed to give gifts on 
Valentines or White Day if we’re gay, fucking confusing it is. Does anyone even give a shit about 
it? 


“We had the idea of a simple sleepover, with tea, a movie or two and plenty of snacks. The 
scheduled date is this Saturday! By the way, the movie our class chooses doesn’t have to be any in 
particular, so please suggest what you’d like to watch!” Ponytail said, to the class’ great cheer. 
“Our friends from other classes may also join, if they wish...and of their own volition, please no 
dragging poor Shinsou along, Kaminari and Mina.” 


“Okay, okay!” the two airheads replied. They had changed their attitude towards Katsuki the 
instant Kirishima had reunited with him...and that only made Katsuki confused. Were they quick to 
forgive? Had they just been ignoring him for his own good? Or...or were they actually just 
Eijirou’s friends, and only tolerated Katsuki because of that? 


He refused to believe the last was true. Yes, maybe he was constantly annoyed by them; yes, 
maybe he would never acknowledge they mattered to him. But they did. With their single braincell, 
with their loud, obnoxious personalities...they were his friends. They put up with him, prickly as he 
was, laughed off his fits of rage, made sure he was always fine. He needed them...and he thought 


that acknowledging that to himself was a start. 


Maybe he could even have that with Deku again? As if. He hates me. He should hate me. The 
apology...he should say no. I deserve that. I did everything I did, and didn’t feel bad an instant 
while I did it. Regretting it now...is probably too little, too late. But still, I fucking said the words. It 
was difficult, Deku, more than I imagined. “Sorry”, people think that’s easy...fuck them. 


“Next up, we have set up a list for students who want to help with the Sunday activity for young 
Eri, young Kouta and their classmates? Being heroes means winning hearts and minds of people of 
all ages! Bring honour to UA, make a child smile!” It was pretty clear that lida was channeling his 
brother with those words. The youngest child, Katsuki imagined Iida had no idea of how to treat 
little kids. But then again I’m an only child. And with those little fuckers from the remedial 
course...we got lucky. 


The list got quickly rushed by the girls and a few guys, Eijirou included. He said that there was 
nothing as manly as teaching a child the way to be honourable...either that or he just really loved 
using the easy bake oven at the little building UA had designated as a daycare for the few kids in 
their care. Since the little Eri had started real school, it had been less used, but on some weekends, 
it ended up chock full of brats. 


Interestingly, Deku made no move to sign up. The fuck’s going on, Deku? It’s fucking Sunday. And 
those brats...you latched onto them as if they were brothers to you by blood. You risked your life for 
both, didn’t you? And I know you’d do it again, you fool...why are you missing a chance to play the 
big brother role? What could be more important? Katsuki let out a short, grim laugh; whatever it 
was, it was probably some pathetic nerd thing, like visiting his grandma or something. Does Deku 
even have grandparents? I don’t fucking know. 


Some students stayed behind to chat, the Walking Restraining Order and the Regular Piece of Shit 
with a Tail being tasked to do the cleaning. Invisibitch joined, for no apparent reason. Maybe she’s 
fucking Tail Guy. Who gives a shit? A girl that nobody can see, and a guy everyone forgets they 
have ever seen...what a match. 


Everyone else started leaving. Even Aizawa left, joining Present Mic on the hallway and starting to 
brag about Eri scoring a perfect grade on a test about dinosaurs. Soon it was just Katsuki, Eijirou, 
Todoroki, and Deku. The Half and Half talked softly with Deku, the subject unimportant. Knowing 
him, it was probably; “I hate my dad”, “I hate my fire’, “I’m afraid of teapots”, or maybe “Hawks 
is dating my sister and it is quite strange”. That last one Katsuki had heard verbatim just a few days 
past. 


Katsuki went to the hallway, Eijirou followed. After a day together on Sunday, Katsuki felt they 
were in a much better place. Not “back to normal’, but certainly improving, getting again more 
comfortable. And it was nice to have someone he could truly trust once again. 


“What do you think the principal wants to talk with you about?” Eijirou asked, as they made their 
way to the dorms. Katsuki wanted to change before seeing the rat, Eijirou had a workout planned 
with Kaminari and Sero; he apparently wanted to kill the two beanpoles with some heavy lifting. 
Or at least get them to have the tiniest amount of muscle. 


It wasn’t that he judged them too hard for it. They were two teenage idiots, more concerned with 
keeping a good online presence and working their Quirks to an adequate degree. Mediocre and 
shameful, yeah, but still valid. Not everyone can be a real hero, fighting directly against evil. They 
are way beneath my level. 


“No fucking idea.” Katsuki said with a shrug. /t’s about Shigaraki. Has to be. The creepy rat 


bastard’s gonna let Deku have it...’'m excited to see that! Fucking prick, who does he think he is 
making those kinds of deals... 


“T hope you’re not in trouble.” Eijirou said, sounding worried. Don’t worry about me, little 
sunshine idiot. 


“T have no reason to be in fucking trouble, Eijirou. None at all.” Katsuki had been as responsible as 
usual the last week, his only break of the rules had been to seek out Deku to apologise. And, as far 
as he knew, nobody had acted upon that. 


“Well uh...P1l go change, okay? Take care and good luck with Mr. Nezu!” Kirishima gave him a 
bright smile, his shark teeth gleaming in the sun. Even a perpetually angry heart like Katsuki’s 
could not resist that smile. Unlucky you, Ashido, you didn’t keep this amazing guy... 


“T will. Now go murder Dunce Face with the workout...make it torture.” 


His grin turning mischievous, Eijirou said, “Oh, I will. Even more if they try calling my calves 
small to get back at me!” Like many who lifted for aesthetics, Eijirou had proportionally small, 
weak calves, and was quite insecure about them. Katsuki preferred not to mention them. 


With a quick kiss to Katsuki’s cheek, Eijirou was gone. “Feels like ’m back...gonna be a bitch if I 
lose it all by dying. Hah, as if I could ever get killed by some asshole old man hiding in a cave 
somewhere!” Katsuki murmured to himself. 


He changed into a black t-shirt, jeans and a jacket, and waited for some time, checking on his 
phone if there was any news on All for One. The sooner they moved out to kill him, the sooner 
they got it over with, the sooner they could move the fuck on. And he was fucking ready to move 
on. There were no news at all, and he shoved his phone in his pocket with a frown. 


Thankfully there was no snow as he made his way back to the main buildings, because it was 
annoying as fuck to get snowflakes in his eyes. Inside, the hallways were empty; most people had 
long gone to the gyms, club rooms or dorms. He found Deku already on the way to the principal’s 
office. For the first time since returning to UA, he didn’t look like shit. He seemed focused, calm, 
determined. Katsuki realized he had never really examined Deku’s moods consciously, but he had 
always noticed. And now...it looked like he had taken a weight off his shoulders. 


“There you are, you damn nerd. We’re early. Think rodents have a concept of punctuality at all?” 
Katsuki asked with a grin. 


Deku shrugged, not really paying attention. His phone was in his hand, with a rather neat All Might 
cover...but Katsuki’s All Might phone cover was a lot more exclusive and better, of course. And 
Deku’s smile...it looked like he had just gotten off the phone with someone who had made his day. 
Do I even care to ask for who it was? 


“You look less like shit than usual. Except for your hair, damn! It’s embarrassing to be seen with 
you.” Katsuki said, guffawing. Deku’s hair grew quickly since infancy, which Katsuki had seen 
best one time when sticking gum to his emerald locks on 7th grade; Deku had needed to shave off 
his head, which had earned him the nicknames “Baldy”, “Lumpy Head”, “Saitama” and “Egg”’...for 
all of a week, time when he already had hair again. Short, but just as green and curly, and the 


novelty of Bald Deku was wrested from their hands. 


And now it seemed like Deku hadn’t cut his hair in over a month. “Give me a break, Kacchan, I 
haven’t had the time in six weeks. Exams, then Tartarus then everything else...I know that I need a 
haircut, yeah.” 


“You had time yesterday, Deku, we all have Sunday’s off.” 
“T was busy. Mei and I went to Detnerat for a meeting, and I trained on the afternoon.” 


“Detnerat, huh?” Katsuki said, “I got my weapons from their Two Dot company...good quality shit. 
Tested them the same day. Can’t wait to shoot someone with them. Think All for One has 
henchmen?” 


Deku’s face hardened, “I’m sure of it. He’s old and he didn’t live this long fighting alone. I have a 
few ideas in a notebook, some types of Quirks that I think he would look for. I made it the other 
day.” 


“So that’s why it looked like you hadn’t slept on Thursday?” 


He nodded, “Yeah. I got woken up by a phone call and couldn’t go back to sleep.” Katsuki sensed 
it wasn’t the whole truth, and Deku was hiding something, but he didn’t want to dig deeper. 


They found Nezu waiting at the door, even though they were still ten minutes early. “Please, do 
join me over here, students.” Nezu chirped, in that purposefully polite voice of his. Katsuki didn’t 
know exactly what to think of the rat; an ultra smart animal, tortured by humans, and now expected 
to follow their morality? Well, at least no one else had been kidnapped under his watch. 


“Whatever.” Katsuki said, with a huff, walking inside the office and taking a seat. He had expected 
Aizawa to be there, or maybe All Might...but it was both of them, as well as Tsukauchi from the 
police. 


“Good, now that everyone’s seated, there are a couple things we have to discuss about 
certain...choices you have made. Midoriya, in particular.” Nezu said, rubbing his little rodent hands 
together. It looked disgusting, as if he might steal some cheese later. 


“Headmaster, I don’t think...” 


“All Might, it is not your turn to speak. Stay in your seat. Now, first things first, congratulations, 
Midoriya. Your hero team is proof that we can stop relying on established agencies so much, and 
let enterprising spirits flourish.” He gave Deku an approving nod. 


“Thank you, sir, but...’m sensing a “but”, right?” Deku asked. Katsuki was quite surprised with 
how steady Deku managed to keep his voice against an authority figure ready to reprimand him. 


“Yes, there is a but... “But”, you didn’t deign to inform the school that you had made a deal with a 
man that made several attempts to kill our staff, destroyed millions in school property, AND 
KIDNAPPED ONE OF OUR STUDENTS. One of our students who is sitting right next to you. I 
believe young Bakugou will have some objections, yes? Aizawa, you still have the scars of when 
Shigaraki tortured you at the USJ, right?” Katsuki had never seen the principal so mad...He was 
truly a feral animal. And he was right. 


“Midoriya, explain your reasoning. I waited for some days to call this meeting, as your mental state 
seemed on edge, but it was illogical to make this wait any longer.” Aizawa said, piercing Deku 
with his superpowered glance. 


“Aizawa, young Izuku did what...” Aizawa only had to stare at All Might to silence him. The once- 
great hero sat back down, defeated. Their teacher looked back at Deku, waiting for an answer. 


“Sensei, headmaster. I had reasons to offer this deal to the commissioner. The first; Shigaraki had 
already requested this from the police. His grudge against All for One is much, much stronger than 


the one he bore toward us. And the mission to fight All for One already included me, and Kacchan, 
so...yes, I made that call.” Katsuki was seriously respecting the guts Deku was showing, this grit. 
Has this been hiding there all along? 


“Midoriya, that is hardly...” 


“Sir, ’'m not done talking.” Deku said, fiercely. Katsuki could almost feel a smirk being born on 
his lips. He had expected to enjoy seeing Deku in trouble, but this? This was a different kind of fun. 
“You wanted an explanation, I will give you one. Sir, I want to risk as few hero lives as possible. In 
case we should fail, Japan must be ready. Shigaraki has a useful Quirk for the strategy we devised, 
with the help of All Might. On a purely pragmatic way, he is what we need for this mission. He is 
who we need.” 


Deku stopped, remaining silent. Aizawa’s expression looked a mixture of angry, sleepy, and 
extremely proud. All Might’s smile was even bigger than when he was whole, Tsukauchi nodded 
in approval. Nezu’s expression was inscrutable. “Midoriya, is this the type of hero you want to 
be?” Aizawa asked, pointedly. “Are you willing to sacrifice your values, your ideals, to win?” 


“This is life or death, sir. And...I’m not compromising anything. I believe in second chances. You 
all gave me a second chance to be a hero, when everyone else had turned their backs on me. If I can 
give Shigaraki the chance to do one good thing, I will.” Deku was practically glowing with energy 
and barely contained anger. It was pretty glorious. /f he punches anyone here, I’ll remember this 
forever. I hope it is the rat. 


“This “one good thing” is assassinating a villain, Midoriya.” Nezu pointed out, bringing his fingers 
together in an expression that reminded Katsuki of Sherlock Holmes. “I believe at no point there 
was a mention of arresting him alive.” 


“No, Nezu. All for One will kill many if he isn’t stopped. Today he is weak, but 
tomorrow...Medicine is getting better, sir. I got a new stomach and large intestine, and I’m 
returning back to health. All for One...he's kidnapped China’s best and brightest to heal. He is not 
looking for a successor anymore. He will not try that again. He is back, for good.” All Might said, 
with a seriousness Katsuki had seldom seen. 


“T see. Congratulations on the surgery, Yagi...1t seems like homemade meals have been nursing you 
back. This...is a troubling development. It still doesn’t mean we approve. Tsukauchi, what’s the 
police opinion on this?” Nezu said, turning to look at the policeman. 


“We cleared it. We trust Midoriya and Bakugou to keep an eye on Shigaraki, and Midortya is right; 
we need all the heroes we can to defend our country. And besides, Shigaraki will still be a prisoner 
after their mission succeeds. Any further justice will be decided when that happens. And if he 
dies...” Tsukauchi shook his head, “...it will just be very unfortunate. But yes. Our psych team 
evaluated him and he is mentally fit for the mission. His intent seems genuine.” 


Aizawa spoke, a bit more of the pride Katsuki thought he had seen showing, “It seems we can’t 
decide anything more, can we? Grounding Midoriya would hardly be a logical call. And Tsukauchi 
says it correctly; Shigaraki participates as a prisoner, nothing more. Headmaster, I believe we 
should not lecture Midoriya on the stupidity of his deal. Instead, to make sure he is on his guard.” 


Deku closed his hand and looked back at the teachers, “J will be. Kacchan too.” 
“Young Bakugou...Are you not opposed to this idea?” Nezu asked, with a curious tone. 


“Shigaraki deserves to rot in jail. And he deserves to get his hands chopped off by one of 


Hatsume’s inventions if he tries anything. Ill make sure of that. This is not freeing Shigaraki, this 
is not excusing any of his actions! This is not because he is some booboo baby who had a bad 
childhood, this is not because he wants his revenge. This is not for his benefit, it is for ours. For 
Deku, for ME.” 


Katsuki took a breath before snarling, “He owes me, and I will make him pay.” 


“Very...moving, young Bakugou. Aizawa, are you okay with this?” said Nezu, scratching his 
muzzle with a clawed thumb. 


“Nezu, [ll be frank. Stopping these two problem children passed my paygrade long ago. They are 
being ruthless for this fight, and I approve. Underhanded tactics are not something I expected from 
either, so I’m pleasantly surprised. And besides, my daughter needs help with her math homework. 
I don’t have the energy to be a parent for these two illogical brats.” Aizawa stated, matter of factly, 
“Now unless you possess a Quirk that will let me better teach Eri how to subtract...” 


Aizawa looked around, with an extremely tired look, with a hope for any reprieve, “...1 guessed 
not.” He sighed, but Katsuki noticed a tiny smile on his lips, “Pll ask Emi for help. Pll take my 
leave.” Their teacher left, bowing for Nezu and Tsukauchi on the way out. 


Katsuki had serious doubts about Ms. Joke as a teacher. But who really cared? With a Quirk like 
hers, Eri probably shouldn’t aim at being a hero anyway. 


“Right. I have considered these circumstances, and choose not to impart any punishment. As for 
the upcoming exams...I will give you an extra week, since we don’t know when AFO will be 
found, and how long the operation will take. For the practical exams...if you survive, you have a 
perfect grade!” There was a collective sigh of relief, even from Katsuki. And then Nezu muttered 
under his breath, “If you don’t, it’s two less humans on Earth.” 


At that instant Katsuki realized that this had probably been just a formality. Just an occasion for 
Nezu to see their reactions. He didn’t care in the end. If they died out there, they died as heroes 
who already had full licenses, well earned. They died as people sent by the government, not by 
UA. 


“Thank you, thank you, Tsukauchi. All Might, you can leave now too. Oh, and please give Inko 
Midoriya my regards. Midoriya, Bakugou...’m sure you have homework to do, or perhaps 
training, I see you two have grown wider and...unlike me, it is not at the hips!” The rat chuckled 
affably, and sent them their way. 


Outside, Tsukauchi approached them, “Bakugou, Midoriya. We already have some information 
from Shigaraki. Arrests can be made, if you’d like to join?” 


“Fuck yeah, we can do that! Deku can go with some cops, I with some others, hit them all in a 
single day. Just the Tokyo area?” Katsuki said. Arrests? I’m up for any hero work right now, I 
want to fight! 


“For the moment. Will Thursday evening work for you two?” 


“Sure.” Deku answered. Katsuki thought he could see relief when the day mentioned had not been 
Sunday. “It works for me! Kacchan?” Katsuki nodded. He could already hear the satisfying click 
of handcuffs and villains pleading for their rights... 


Deku had a short talk alone with All Might, while Katsuki enjoyed the silence brought on by 
Tsukauchi not knowing him well. Eventually, All Might ended that talk and moved next to 


Tsukauchi, and Deku joined Katsuki again, mentioning that they should research on whatever they 
could that would be useful. Katsuki agreed. 


“Why does All Might give regards to your mom from Nezu, Deku?” asked Katsuki once they had 
left and had said goodbye to Tsukauchi and All Might. It was now about 6 p.m., and it was getting 
cold, the trees were bereft of leaves and very bad cover from the wind. 


“They uhh...” Deku’s face turned red, embarrassed, but also somewhat happy, “...they started 
dating last week.” 


“What the fuck?!?! How? Why?” Katsuki was completely shocked. It was like something out of 
Ashido’s stupid shoujo mangas. ALL MIGHT? The best hero in the world? And Deku's mom? 
Auntie Inko is a good woman but... 


“They like each other. I approve, they both deserve to be happy! And it isn’t like Hisashi even 
cares.” 


They walked in silence back to the dorms, which for some reason felt almost comfortable. Just 
when Katsuki prepared his words to ask what the logistics of training with Shigaraki would be, 
now that they were decided, Deku spoke out of nowhere. 


“Kacchan. I gave it a lot of thinking. About your apology. I know it was difficult to say it, you 
know very well that it doesn’t make up for anything.” His emerald eyes pierced Katsuki’s, and he 
could feel Deku judging his entire soul. He didn’t like it one bit. Too intense, too used to 
hiding...those green eyes had no mercy in them, not right now. 


“T know.” 


Deku nodded and continued, “But still, I thought a lot about this. I even had some help, to know 
what to do, and I have my decision. I forgive you, Kacchan.” 


“What? Why? I don’t...you fucking idiot! You were supposed to say that you hate me! That I hurt 
you! I know I did...I know everything I did to you was wrong!” Katsuki couldn’t stop himself from 
yelling, he couldn’t stop the tears from streaming down his cheeks either. “You’re not...you’re not 
supposed to do that.” 


Deku’s face was conflicted, but he remained calm. “I don’t care about what I should or shouldn’t 
do. Second opportunities, remember? I forgive you for both of us.” 


“That...you...fucking hell. Thank you. Thank you, Deku it is...you’re a fucking maniac.” Katsuki 
was at a loss for words. Do I want to punch him, make his face explode? Hug him? Kiss him? 
Explode his face with both hands? 


“T know.” He opened his arms for a hug. The bastard wanted to give Katsuki a hug. 


Katsuki wanted to accept it. For an instant, he wanted nothing more than to accept the hug, to 
promise to make amends, to cry and let it all out. To yell how much he had missed having his first 
friend, his truest friend, his best support when they had been kids. To yell how much he had 
missed Deku, and how much he needed him back in his life. 


But pride stopped him. Fear. The lingering thought that it would be weakness to accept the hug. 
“Don’t push your fucking luck, Deku. A handshake will do.” 


Their hands met. Scars met with the callus on his palms, and the handshake was firm, energetic. 


New beginnings may traditionally be associated with cherry blossoms, but, at that moment, 
Katsuki knew something new had started, under a grey sky, under the frigid cold. 


Mountain Pass 
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“Hey hey! I AM HERE!” Nejire yelled, making an entrance with her best All Might impression. 
Shigaraki wasn’t sure whether to cringe or to find it absolutely adorable; Nejire was sure cute, but 
All Might’s cheesy lines made his skin crawl. They made his skin crawl, even after actually talking 
to the man and receiving a surprising amount of kindness, but that had been Toshinori Yagi, not All 
Might, he told himself. 


“T noticed.” Shigaraki answered, not managing to hide the little grin that appeared on his lips. He 
had been brought in the passenger bay of a SWAT helicopter to a closed off Hero Public Safety 
Commission facility, which looked suspiciously like a run of the mill sports area, with a football 
pitch, an athletics course, and a small indoor building for weightlifting. The only thing that seemed 
to be on the higher end was an Olympic sized swimming pool. 


“Tsukauchi has been all over the place trying to get you here! So, how do you like it?” Nejire 
asked, looking curious as always. 


Shigaraki looked around yet again. Beside the usual sports facilities, the facility was flanked at 
every corner by guard towers. There was the glint of a scope in one as he looked; a sniper making 
their presence known. They want me to know they have me. That any move, I'll die three times over 
before harming anyone. “It looks...normal? ve never been to a sports club, the only exercise I’ ve 
done is what Gigantomachia taught me. Why are we here anyway?” 


‘Here’ was still in the countryside, but no longer in the mountains. Around them were miles and 
miles of rice fields, a road next to the facility, and some power and telephone cable poles. It was 
the very image Shigaraki had imagined in all those daydreams of running away from All for One, 
from Kurogiri, where he would run until his legs gave out and hitchhike aimlessly through the 
country, to look for fields where he could keep running and running, his arms extended, feeling the 
wind on his hands, on his face. 


Maybe he could even find a place to stay. Somewhere honest to work at. Maybe he could have 
helped a family of farmers to melt the trash, maybe as a watchman, a human scarecrow! He had 
been as skinny as one, back then, and just as badly dressed...but it had been all dreams. Fantasies to 
escape his life. As he grew up, those fantasies had evolved. Soon he needed a lot more distraction, 
to try and forget everything he had done, to focus on what he would do. 


“Hey! Tenko hey! You okay? I’ve been talking for a minute now...is that a tear in your eye?” 
Shigaraki hadn’t even noticed he had indeed gotten a bit weepy. Stupid childhood dreams of 
escaping. I was an idiot; they would have found me, they would have dragged me home, they 
would have taught me more. They would have brought in someone else for me to kill, a "lesson". 


“Allergies, yeah...it is kind of...dusty. I...can I tell you something stupid?” Shigaraki said, 
expecting to be denied. 


“Yeah, sure! ‘No questions are dumb’ said Mr. Aizawa one time...it was second grade, and he was 
really happy that day, with a lot of energy to teach. Then I asked;” She cleared her throat, closed 
her eyes, reminiscing, and said, “Mr. Aizawa, if you could be a cat, what type would you be?” She 
stabbed the air with an accusing finger, before grinning and winking at Shigaraki, changing her 
voice to sound like a deep male voice, “Hadou, I meant about the class! And also...a tabby.” She 
laughed at her own story, and Shigaraki noticed that his cheeks hurt, with how much he had been 
smiling. 


“Well, that’s...whoa. Really?” Nejire nodded, a private smile on her lips, that made Shigaraki feel 
like he was the only one who would ever see it. “That was unexpected. Well, I was going to say...I 
wanted to run away at first. When All for One took me in, I was five, but I don’t remember 
anything over the next two or three years, only sounds, images...but when I was eight, I wanted to 
escape and live in a place like this. But I never did.” 


“The fields remind me of grampa and granny, they live in a really, really small town about...two 
hours in that way!” She pointed towards the north, where Shigaraki could almost glimpse 
mountains in the horizon. The wind blew, and the dried grass whistled with it beyond the facility. 
Or at least Shigaraki believed it was grass; he had no adequate vocabulary to describe the parts of a 
goddamn crop. “I think everyone deserves a day out in the country, you know? It’s good to breathe 
cleaner air.” 


Shigaraki just nodded, distracted by the sounds of an airplane approaching, way too fast for it to be 
any civilian plane flying overhead. He squinted, trying to make out what the plane was, was it 
some kind of fighter? No, it looks bigger, and the shape...not standard. It’s that plane Midoriya 
brought to Tartarus! 


“Ah, just in time! Looks like they brought my kohai MeiMei with them! She’s so smart...you think 
she’ll know why they decided to give that particular smell to baby powder? I’ve always been so 
curious and never found someone smart enough to tell me. I think that maybe it was the smell of a 
particularly legendary baby, or maybe ...” Nejire continued with an anecdote of how she had 
started talking at 8 months and people had believed she was possessed by an evil spider demon, 
and meanwhile Shigaraki figured he had a few questions to ask Hatsume himself. Questions like “If 
I pulled these off, would I die? I'm sure it would be extremely painful for me, but maybe I can take 
off one and sacrifice the other hand, escape... 


“..actually when I was a baby, we went to the beach, and I started talking at some people, or so 
says mom, and a couple started yelling that I was the anti Christ. I just laughed and said, “Grass 
funny!”, because the lady had some sort of plant hair Quirk...So fun! Do you think I might actually 
be a spider demon living in a girl’s body?” Shigaraki had needed all his self control not to die of 
laughter at her anecdote, and he still had giggled like a bumbling fool. 


“Who knows, maybe in another universe [’m a spider demon too.” As they talked, the plane 
landed. It was a VTOL; vertical take off and landing, so it could rise like a helicopter and fly like a 
jet. It looked a bit weathered, but there was corporate branding on the wings still proudly 
displayed; crosshair eyes in gold, just like on the gloves Shigaraki was wearing. 


From it climbed down Tsukauchi, who looked nervous and scared, Midoriya, who didn’t seem 
much bothered, and Bakugou, who was yelling something at a person still on board, who climbed 
out later in a dirty mechanic’s overall, grinning insanely. 


“You stinky, reckless, piece of shit! ’m never again getting on that thing!” Bakugou could be 


heard saying as they approached. Hatsume apparently answered that he was not a costumer she 
gave a damn about keeping, and continued smiling. 


“Well, that was...a way to arrive here quick, wasn’t it?” Tsukauchi asked the arriving heroes and 
Nejire. Then he turned to the officers that loitered around; one of them had the detonator to 
Shigaraki’s cuffs, but Shigaraki had no idea which officer it was. 


“Yep, arrived with a lot of time!” 


“Tt was fucking stupid.” Midoriya’s and Bakugou’s answers couldn’t have been more different, but 
Shigaraki saw the respect with which Midoriya looked at Hatsume. Will this mean Dabi owes me 
money with our bet on “who Izuku Midoriya ends up with"? Hah, it would be a very welcome 
couple thousand yen, though Toga would still stab me... 


“Shigaraki, Wave Motion.” Tsukauchi said, giving them each a nod. He looked absolutely sleep 
deprived and stressed, which was still satisfying to the side of Shigaraki that still hated the world 
and everyone in it, the part that died a little with every act of kindness he received...especially from 
Nejire. “As of this moment, you,” he pointed at Shigaraki, “and the heroes Deku and...Bakugou, 
did you register your hero name yet?” 


“No! Pll do it later!” 


“Moving on, then.” Tsukauchi said, adjusting his tie, “As of this moment, the three of you are part 
of Operation SKYWALKER.” He spoke dramatically, passionately, and Shigaraki felt moved, he 
felt part of something else, something bigger than himself. He almost felt a hero... 


“Did you name it like that because All for One can fucking fly ?” Bakugou said, spitting the words 
angrily. Shigaraki had no idea why the cop tolerated his tone, let alone the vocabulary used. 


“No, it is a Sta...forget it.” He sighed, almost as exasperated as Kurogiri without his morning 
coffee. “This is government approved, and we have narrowed down AFO’s location to China. 
Shigaraki, everything’s going as agreed, what locations will All for One seek?” 


Shigaraki grinned. They need me now. Tsukauchi motioned for a police officer to take note, as 
Tsukauchi himself readied a satellite phone. Shigaraki started, every word satisfying, “Listen up. I 
know this from offhand mentions, from things Kurogiri said that he shouldn’t have, and my own 
investigation. It is not a conclusive list. There’s three main locations where All for One could get a 
power base in China. He is starting over, so he would need to take over an established group, or to 
grow one from a small, loyal core of followers. At least...that’s what he was teaching me to do, 
before he fought All Might.” 


Tsukauchi motioned for a set of benches next to the football pitch, so they could all listen more 
comfortably. Shigaraki remained on his feet, his eyes moving from person to person. “There’s the 
Black Lotus Military Company’s uprising near Tibet. They are mercenaries, the largest group in 
Asia. The Chinese had hired them to train a part of their army, but didn’t pay them, so the mercs 
declared themselves an independent state. That would be my pick, they are said to have some state 
of the art mechs and have a couple thousand men, armed and trained. Plus some Chinese soldiers 
they convinced to join.” 


“Mechs?” Hatsume asked, instantly interested, “Oho! You mean the experimental bipedal tank MG 
Huangdi that was photographed by whistleblowers? The one that China isn’t supposed to be 
making at all? Ha! I imagine it must be why the mercs are still around.” 


“Hatsume, you have secret knowledge of Chinese military secrets?” Tsukauchi asked, raising an 


eyebrow. 


“T love forums that discuss mecha, and between the usual posts about dumb robots like those at 
UA, there’s the occasional smart poster. Those kinds of mechs have been turning up in a few 
places, and they are fascinating; you see, they are bidedal! The legs are for-” 


“Hatsume, can you please let Tenko continue?” Nejire interrupted Hatsume, who seemed to have a 
day’s worth of mech trivia to regale them with. 


“Hadou, one moment.” Bakugou said, his eyes narrowing at Nejire. “Tenko?” There was venom in 
his words, complete disdain, hatred, and Shigaraki seriously considered attacking Bakugou. How 
dare you talk to her like that, you piece of shit? I'll make it slow, Katsuki Bakugou, you will suffer. 
One limb at a time, slowly, so slowly... 


But Nejire reassured him with a quick glance, just as Shigaraki stepped forward. “That’s his name. 
Tenko Shimura. I don’t want to give All for One the satisfaction of acknowledging the name he 
invented, how about you?” 


“What the fuck do you mean?” Bakugou tensed, as if for a fight, but Deku placed a hand on his 
shoulder. Yes, fucker. Just try it. Punch me if you want, pick a fight with Nejire...Midoriya will 
smash your shoulder before you can do shit. Just a quick clench of your fist, Deku. Are you ready? 


“All for One made up that name! Invented it! It is only registered in government papers because of 
corruption! Also Tenko sounds a lot cuter! It sounds like a friendly name, right?” Nejire answered, 
to which Izuku nodded, but his smile was forced. 


“Right. You can hate me later, can't you, 'Kacchan'?” Shigaraki said, forcing the aggressive asshole 
to look right at him. Yes, look right into my eyes. Look me in the eye and take a guess at what I'll 
do to you if you ever treat Nejire like that again. 


“You have NO RIGHT to call me THAT!” Bakugou exploded, just held back by Midoriya 
tightening his grip on the shoulder. Tsukauchi looked concerned, and even a few policemen had 
taken a few steps towards them. 


“Alright, Katsuki Bakugou. You don’t like me, I don’t like you. But using each other is to both our 
benefit.” Shigaraki saw Nejire glance at him with a bit of worry in her pretty azure eyes, but still he 
continued, “You’ll have my life in your hands, isn’t that what you wanted? To be judge, jury and 
executioner is the style of hero you want to be, isn’t it, you piece of shit? Or are you wishing for 
criminal rehabilitation with every shout of “DIE”? Bakugou, you’re useful to me, you’re useful to 
Deku. You’re useful to Tsukauchi. That is why we’re all here. Not to be pals.” 


“Good.” Bakugou snarled. “Don’t get any ideas that you’re getting freed, or anything. You’re still 
a monster, and you'll pay.” 


“Kacchan-” 


“T don’t give a shit what you think about me, Bakugou. Think of me as Shigaraki, or as Shimura, 
it’s the same. Work with me against our common enemy, it is all I’m asking.” Shigaraki was in 
control of the moment, seeing Bakugou’s small, violence-filled brain work at full speed. It was 
quite fascinating how he left his mouth half open and made a stupid little “Eh” sound. 


“Fine. Keep going before I get pissed off. We'll use each other, yeah, and I have no fucking use for 
you taking breaks!” Bakugou finally said, after what seemed like an eternity of internal dialogue. 
Why the fuck does he remind me so much of me? All that anger...you feel it too, don’t you? The 


wish to destroy, eating at you from the inside. Do you hate me cause I’m just like you? I know I 
fucking do. The privilege you had all your life... You still need some sense knocked into you. 


“Perfect. Deku, do I have any problems with you?” 


“Not at the moment. I’m focused on AFO, you two should be too.” No, you’re barely listening, 
Deku. You’re thinking of other places, other people. Are you two steps ahead of me? Are you 
already planning your next move? Are you thinking of China already? 


“There’s a dozen or more gangs that have presence in the alleys of Beijing, Wuhan and other big 
cities. I think this one would be well suited for him, since he knows gangs better than any man 
alive, but...officer, have there been gang wars in China recently? They would not be discreet.” 
Shigaraki resisted the impulse to scratch his neck as Tsukauchi researched. A few seconds later, he 
replied. 


“None. No reports on unusual Triad activities, or any foreign gang.” 


“Then we can scratch that option. The final idea I have, is anarchist groups. China is a big country, 
with a big government. A big government that has done many, many terrible things. Some 
unforgivable. Rebels will want to strike back, and none have been as fierce as one group.” 


“Who are they?” Midoriya asked, curious and serious in equal quantity. 


“The cult of Famine. Or Monastery, I’m not sure. It was a history lesson Kurogiri taught me. But 
they probably still exist, somewhere in the “floating islands”. I have no clue where those are 
though, but maybe it helps?” Shigaraki said, feeling a bit tired. J just lost my best bargaining chip 
right now, giving them the locations. 


“We can work with this. I'll let our partners know everything we do, they can do some scouting. 
The Chinese sent us a proposal for Operation SKYWALKER; military support, intelligence, and 
the two top heroes they have. They are taking it seriously, and they will investigate on their end. 
Do you know Chinese?” Tsukauchi said, looking around at them. 


“Yes.” The three answered in unison. Midoriya and Bakugou turned to look at him, puzzled. 


“Kurogiri got my copy of an RPG I loved in Chinese, the dumb shit...so I just learned. Can’t speak 
it though.” 


“Of course it was some loser explanation like that.” Bakugou said, with a short laugh. 


“Right...so we won’t really need translators. Good on you, boys. Do you need specific equipment? 
I don’t exactly have a blank cheque, but they’re giving me quite a bit of leeway, and I don’t want to 
send you unprepared.” Tsukauchi was being quite kind. Probably the exhaustion, the need to get 
this done with. Or are you feeling fatherly towards the brats? What are you now, ex-detective, 
almost forty? You wish you had found a wife and started a family, don’t you? Bastard. But if you 
help me have my revenge...I’'Il be grateful. Tenko Shimura will be in peace in whatever cage you 
throw him. 


“T’ve got everything I need right fucking here!” Bakugou said, patting a piece of equipment 
attached to his usual gauntlets, which looked vaguely like a grenade launcher or a shotgun. 


“You’re welcome, by the way.” Hatsume muttered under her breath. 


“We’re improving my gear too, but we might need money in China, just in case.” Deku added. 


“Can I get my clothes back?” Shigaraki asked, “And my hand. I am used to covering my face in 
fights.” 


Tsukauchi again turned stern, “No. You will wear that prison jumpsuit. You may change shoes, 
request other gear, but you will remain our prisoner, and will dress as such. As for the hand, it is 
evidence.” 


“Evidence of what?’ 


Nejire reached out, touching his arm softly. “Evidence that you’re not Tomura Shigaraki anymore. 
It’s a symbol of the old you...why not let it go?” 


Shigaraki turned away, flustered from the way her eyes had stared deep into his soul. “Ill need a 
mask either way. I’m not used to just...having my face out there in a fight.” 


“You'll get your mask, but for now, we just have to make sure you’re ready for any fighting 
whatsoever. Hadou, Bakugou, Midoriya, get our prisoner to work a sweat.” 


What followed were the most gruelling, exhausting hours Shigaraki had endured since Ujiko had 
decided that the League was out of shape on last year's October, and had made Gigantomachia train 
them in a dockside warehouse they were using as a base, with all the equipment and boxes 
removed so as to have a large, open area to exercise. It had been a strange few days, with the big 
man showing up in a “coach” t-shirt, probably custom made by Ujiko, a whistle, and even a 
football. 


“You will earn my respect now!” had bellowed Gigantomachia, blown his whistle, and put the 
villains through the paces; pushups, squats, sit ups, laps around the warehouse, even the dreaded 
burpees. Spinner was already training with some workout plan he had found on the internet, so he 
had actually enjoyed Gigantomachia’s regimen, Compress had busted his ankle on the first day, 
Toga had been able to keep up surprisingly well. Twice had bad stamina due to smoking, but he 
managed, as did Shigaraki, who absolutely needed the “coach” to respect him. And Dabi had just 
bailed in one of the water breaks and never returned. 


Thus the League had been passably fit in the string of heists they had commited to get funds for 
Tartarus, and the battle itself. Shigaraki had been somewhat proud of the regimen doing away with 
the little pot belly he once had, born of too many bags of Doritos and bottles of Mountain Dew, and 
not enough exercise. 


And yet, even if he had felt himself fit and adequate for any evil mission, Shigaraki was getting his 
ass thoroughly kicked by the two teenagers, who were jointly dictating their exercise routine. 
Nejire had changed to sweatpants and a tank top to join them, breezing through each exercise with 
ease and no dent on her energy levels; due to her Quirk drawing directly from her stamina, she had 
trained to have vast reserves of it. 


At first, he tried not to notice Nejire being just a few feet away, her breathing steady with each rep, 
even as Shigaraki started panting with effort. He tried instead to focus on the increasingly sadistic 
attitude that Bakugou, and surprisingly, Midoriya, gave to the workout. The two were also doing 
every single rep after explaining it, and there was a distinct smell of sweat, deodorant and All 
Might-brand cologne in the air after a while, as well as a faint, elegant lavender scent that had to be 
Nejire's perfume. 


After about forty minutes of Deku and Bakugou making him train within an inch of his life, 
Shigaraki no longer had to worry about anything; his mind was completely, utterly empty. Nothing 
else existed except the red tartan track below him as he went down for a pushup, a tree in the 


distance as he rose up again, and the cold sky above him as he leapt to complete yet another 
burpee. 


His breathing was ragged, and he was thirsty, so thirsty that he felt as if his lips would split again, 
and all the effort of the Abaddon Prison staff to get him to moisturize for one time in his fucking 
life would go to waste. He wasn’t even counting his reps anymore, just hearing the faint sound of 
Deku saying yet another number. 


“Done!” Deku said, after Shigaraki struggled for what felt like hours with the last burpee's pushup 
and made a weak jump. With a grin, Shigaraki staggered onto the grass of the football pitch and sat 
down, so as not to hit his head or anything as he collapsed to lie down. 


Shigaraki was still panting, trying (and failing) to catch his breath, when he heard Bakugou say, 
“Deku, how the fuck were we scared of someone who is about as physically fit as Kaminari ? ’m 
fucking disappointed, how about you?” 


Deku shrugged, “He did alright. Won’t slow us down, and that’s enough. All for One won’t fight 
us with burpees, Kacchan.” 


“Oh, thank you, Deku! I would never have guessed that !” Bakugou said, with an angry huff. 


Nejire appeared out of somewhere, looking at him curiously, as one would examine some loot 
dropped after a boss fight. ““Tenko, did you die?” 


His voice was hoarse as he answered, “Yeah. They murdered me.” 


“Ha! We didn’t even do the 5 mile run for cooldown!” Bakugou said, his face appearing in view, 
somehow both angry and smug at the same time. “Get up. GET UP! We are NOT finished.” 


“Kacchan, if he actually dies of exhaustion it won’t help at all.” Deku said, placatingly. Shigaraki 
was so tired that he couldn’t even make out where the voice came from. ‘““We can do the run while 
he rests.” 


“You go ahead. You too, Hadou senpai. I have a few fords to exchange with ‘Tenko’ here.” 
Bakugou knelt down next to him. His breathing was deep, controlled, as if he had been doing this 
for years. He has been, you idiot. Taking training seriously is the one quality we can acknowledge 
as positive in you, Bakugou. You piece of shit. 


Nejire was about so say something, but Deku shook his head, “Senpai, let them figure this out 
themselves.” Figure it out? Did you do that with him, Deku? Is that what happened, why you don’t 
seem to want to kill each other anymore? 


Nejire sighed, rose to her feet and walked outside Shigaraki’s field of view. She can’t save me from 
everything, I must accept that. But then she returned, a bottle of cold blue Gatorade in her hands, 
which she handed over to Shigaraki with a soft grin. Her fingertips brushed one of the fingers 
which his gloves left exposed, the touch lasting for just an instant. It brought up questions he 
should never ask. For an instant, all he wanted was to be alone and reassure himself that he was a 
monster, that he would die fighting, and that it would all end soon. He didn’t want to think of 
surviving, he didn’t want to think of the possibility of living . He didn't want to lose himself to 
thoughts of touching her hand again. 


“Thanks.” Shigaraki said, opening the bottle and gulping it down greedily. The flavour exploded in 
his mouth, cool and refreshing, sugary sweet, feeling more hydrated by the second. 


He heard a voice become louder and louder, accompanied by the sound of heavy booted footsteps 


on the tartan track, “You would be much more hydrated and energized with an electrolytically 
supreme, flavourful, neon coloured Hatsume Industries-” 


“Could you stop trying to sell shit for FIVE FUCKING MINUTES?” Bakugou interjected, making 
Hatsume stop. “Besides, he’s a prisoner, he has no damn money, and I ain’t paying for whatever 
alchemist piss you brewed in your lab. What the fuck were you even doing all this time? Ogling at 
Deku?” 


“Ye.... mean, I was uhhh...buying Anaheim Electronics stock...did something happen?” Hatsume 
asked. Bakugou rolled his eyes in exasperation and waved her off. “Oh! It is a private 
conversation! I get it!” 


“Thank you.” Bakugou replied through gritted teeth, and Hatsume quickly ran away as fast as her 
short, stocky legs allowed. She was no hero, and thus hadn’t joined at all, that made sense. “Now, 
you and I need a little chat, Shigaraki . Get up. Now!” 


Shigaraki was pulled to his feet roughly, and almost vomited. He felt lightheaded and sore all over. 
“What is it you want, Bakugou?” 


Bakugou got right in his face. He had grown taller, so they were eye to eye, and he snarled at 
Shigaraki, “I talk, you listen. And you listen well. Understood, fucker?” He was all bluster, all 
anger. I would have been the same if I had been as physically built. All in your face aggression, just 
a desire to KILL. 


“You can take whatever you want to tell me and shove it up your ass, Bakugou. At this distance, 
the only reason you’re alive is this .” In a quick move, Shigaraki touched Bakugou’s face, all five 
fingers touching. And just as quickly, his hand was back at his side. “Thank Hatsume, you fucking 
noob. Thank Nejire.” 


Bakugou’s rage was barely contained, but he was cooling down as he saw that he had been blinded 
by anger and not anticipated Shigaraki’s hand. “Why the fuck would I thank the senpai? She has 
done nothing but be the “good cop”. You think she’s your friend? You think she gives a shit? 
Spoiler alert, fucker; none of us do. You’re dead meat, a living shield at most. You think anyone in 
the world would care about anything beyond what your Quirk can do for them? A Monster like 
you?” 


“The usefulness of a Quirk, is it? Speaking from experience?” Shigaraki growled back, letting out a 
grim laugh, “Ha! Bakugou, you’re just a tool. The police, the government...you know why they’re 
sending you? The same reason they agreed to send me; you’re NOTHING. What do you have, a 
provisional license? A full one? You know how many people would know if you died? How many 
would care? Maybe you can count a few dozen, if you’re lucky. There won’t be any state funerals 
for you, who don’t even have a hero name!” 


Shigaraki couldn’t stop himself. Tenko’s hope was little match to Tomura’s hatred, and Bakugou 
had given Tomura the clear advantage. “You know NOTHING about ME!” Bakugou yelled back, 
setting off explosions to his side. “Nothing! I’m a hero, I have never had a single doubt about it. 
I’m going for the safety of Japan, and to kill my enemy. Nothing more, nothing less.” 


“That’s what you think, you idiot. Haven’t you noticed that Endeavor hasn’t made a single move to 
join this? Hawks hasn’t either, none of the top ten. You? You’re disposable. Just like me. And that, 
is why we either work together, or we all die.” Shigaraki tapped Bakugou’s chest with his index 
finger. 


Bakugou considered his words for a long moment. His brow was furrowed, and he made a small, 


constipated sound as he pondered. Not for the first time, he reminded Shigaraki of Dabi. And 
himself. 


“T don’t give a shit about your reasons, or what you think. But tell me, why the hell did you say I 
should thank Hadou?” 


Shigaraki could feel himself blush and redden, “I...uhh...well. Because she makes me realize that 
not all heroes are pieces of shit. Because of her, I want to give you another chance.” 


“Give ME another chance? Don’t make me laugh, Shigaraki. Your opinion is less important to me 
than anyone’s. If senpai changed your mind, good for her I guess. As for you...this is what I 
wanted to say: Hatsume explained the inner workings of the cuffs. I know exactly how much 
explosives they have. They will chop off your hands, but if we react quickly, we could cauterize 
the wounds. You will be Quirkless, and to use my explosions for that...trust me, it will hurt. And I 
will enjoy it, Shigaraki. I have not forgotten everything you talked about while I was compressed.” 


His voice had almost given out when saying the last. You were about to cry, weren't you? It is 
personal. So personal. “I was Quirkless once, Katsuki Bakugou. I would absolutely love being so 
again. But don’t bother, just let me die if you do blow up my hands.” 


“Fuck that. You will live long, so long, and regret everything. With or without hands. 
Understood?” Bakugou finally backed off, wiping the sweat off his hands. 


“Sure, whatever you say. I keep to myself and same with you?” 
“That would work, fucker. Stay in your fucking lane. P’Il be watching you.” 


Shigaraki gave as innocent a smile as he could manage, to mock Bakugou. We will never be 
friends. I did too much, he hates me and I hate him even more. “Watch all you like, Katsuki 
Bakugou. Watch as I get my revenge. Watch as I never again commit an evil act. Watch as I accept 
whatever they decide to do with me. Watch as I do everything in my power to become Tenko 
Shimura, the man I should have been, as I leave Tomura Shigaraki in the dust.” 


“Fuck you, I won’t.” 


Ling held up his hand, and Shang halted. 


“Down below, I think I see something.” Ling had better eyesight; 20/15, according to their last 
checkup, and thus he would usually be the scout of their duo. Shang, on the other hand, was taller 
(by almost three milimeters!), and, in his opinion, the more handsome one. Sadly, they were twins, 
so nobody else could tell. For the rest of the world, they looked the same; tall, short haired, with 
small but feisty eyes, with an attitude of cool professionalism. 


The only ones who could tell them apart were their superior officers. Intelligence officers shouldn’t 
be deceived by something as simple as two people having been born out of the same woman in the 
same day, and should look beyond. There were differences, however minute; Ling’s eyes were 
lighter, Shang had a scar on his forearm, Ling had no patience for knock knock jokes, Shang 
preferred six sugars on his coffee. 


The twins took a knee, the rough stone of the cliffside uncomfortable under Shang’s kneepad. They 


had picked the path with the least amount of snow and which would take them in a parallel route to 
a series of temples and villages, most of which seemed devoid of life. The Floating Islands had 
once been a protected national park, one of China’s wonders, but now they were lawless, full of 
bandits and scum. 


The People’s Republic had many enemies. Rebels, foreigners, extremists of all kinds. And the 
useless Japanese had let a man called All for One escape, a man who had once ruled China in all 
but name, his hand manipulating the People’s Republic from within. Through his people in the 
Ministry of State Security, All for One had staged a shadow coup, and for decades his will had 
been done. 


Even now, after numerous purges, the Ministry wasn’t free of suspicion. The second All for One 
had been confirmed to be at large, the Ministry had been compartmentalized, for a chance to get 
him before he got them all under his control again. And it was necessary, because the Ministry of 
State Security directly controlled heroes. 


Unlike other countries, where heroes were a business, and they could work all their life without 
ever truly serving the state, China was different. Everything was for the country. They were 
costumed intelligence officers, caped police, masked special forces. They were propaganda, they 
were strength. People loved them, but Shang knew that at any moment he could be ordered to fight 
those very people, if the state required it. 


He didn’t really mind. He was a hero, and he was good at it. His Quirk, Fire Dragon, was strong, 
and he could use it for pretty much any fight. Together with Ling and his Flame Drake (basically 
the same Quirk, but with a slightly different shape and a much lamer name), they were 
unstoppable. Japan’s Endeavor could claim to be the strongest master of fire in the world, but Ling 
and Shang, together, would have no trouble getting him to overheat and collapse. After that, it 
would have been as simple as snapping his neck, and four arms were more than enough for that. 


But their enemy was not Endeavor, it was another upjumped Japanese prick. All for One, a couple 
centuries old, formerly an intelligence officer much linke Ling and Shang, but unlike them, he was 
ambitious to a fault. His Quirk had been perfect for an agent, many decades prior, working with 
Japan and China...and then the bastard had started carving his own shadow empire. 


“T see a technical on the road, that what you meant, bro?” Shang said, squinting. Two thousand feet 
below them, a pickup truck with a heavy machinegun on the back started on the path up the 
mountain. The twins withdrew binoculars in unison, and as the wind whistled around them, they 
trained their sight on the truck. 


“The occupants are in ugly orange robes. And they are bald as rocks. We found our lead.” Ling 
whispered. 


“Tl call it.” Shang said, clicking on his radio. They had ditched their hero suits in favour of a mix 
of civilian and military climbing equipment and clothes, which protected them perfectly from the 
elements, and hid their identity quite well; pretty much nobody would recognize them without 
seeing their trademark undercut hairstyles, which today they hid under woolen beanies. 
“Command, we have found the Monastery of Famine. Not the actual monastery, but the monks. 
They have a technical, we will follow. Track our transponder signals, we’ll keep you posted.” 


There was no response from their superiors, as expected. The twins may have been the top ranked 
heroes, but they still were beholden to bureaucracy getting in the way. 


“Let’s go, bro.” Shang said as he rose back to his feet, starting to walk along the path. He had no 
idea who had carved the rock bridges and footholds, who had set up the guide ropes, who had 


placed the iron stakes that held up some of the sections, but it was an unlikely place for ambushes, 
as it was badly maintained. 


If they used their Quirks, they could follow the technical at high speeds, but it was pretty fucking 
visible when two ten meter long dragons, made entirely out of flame, appeared in the mountain 
opposite, crimson fire contrasted against white snow and drab red rock, so the twins were limited to 
just hauling ass along the causeway, hoping not to slip and fall, and to catch up with the truck by 
the time it reached its destination. 


The cliffs they were traversing were sheer rock faces, thousands of feet high, some connected, 
some not. It was a hard path, suitable only for the experienced. It was a difficult, strenuous journey, 
but, eventually, the twins had found the Monastery, five miles after starting their pursuit. 


“Now just to get closer, right, bro?” Shang asked casually, knowing that if they were spotted, 
they’d need to fight their way out, and All for One was noted to be extremely strong. Plus the 
monks would outnumber them utterly. 


“Let’s do this. If we can confirm he isn’t here, we can go back to Beijing and have a bath, and see 
if any of the other heroes find him. We’re going to the capital anyway, so...let’s be careful.” 


Being stealthy was somewhat easier as night approached, and they were high up. Very few of the 
villains were likely to watch the skies, and those that would, were likely not equipped with any sort 
of thermal optics. By midnight, they would be invisible. 


Thus their approach was slow, methodical, and quiet. Every jump they did had their nerves frayed, 
but there was no alarm sounded, no barrage of long distance Quirks trying to obliterate them. They 
had sneaked in. 


The Monastery itself was not particularly impressive. There were bigger temples, much better kept, 
and China was a land of manmade wonders; such a common display of architecture was but a 
footnote in history. The only thing interesting was a Buddha statue, carved from the cliff face, 
about fifteen meters tall, and desecrated by beheading. The head was smashed to bits below. Shang 
didn’t particularly care for the statue being dishonored, as he had been raised to mistrust 
spirituality and religion, but still he took pictures of it for the higher ups. 


Through their binoculars they watched for a long, long time. Night turned to day, and they decided 
to sleep in shifts until they could confirm or deny that All for One was there. It was about 11 a.m. 
when Shang was roughly woken up, a bit pissed off that he had just started to drift into a mildly 
comfortable sleep. 


Ling held a finger to his lips, silencing Shang, and he pointed towards the temple. Shang rolled 
over and steadied his binoculars, focusing, trying to find what Ling wanted him to see. In the 
middle of the courtyard was a man in a perfect, bespoke Italian two piece suit, with no tie, and with 
dark shoes to match. A group of monks knelt before him, and it seemed they had all gathered. 


“There has to be at least fifty of the bastards.” Shang muttered, and he heard Ling give a nod and 
point again. One of the kneeling monks had stepped forward, revealing a small metal box. With 
some theatrical flair, the man in the suit approached and opened the box, removing a dark object 
from the inside. The object was dark, and it looked like a skull. 


The man placed the object over his head, and Shang could see that it was a helmet of some kind. 
The man adjusted it, and moved his neck, stretching. He seemed to be thanking the monks, but 
there was no way to be certain at the distance. 


Wind howled, tearing the clouds above them to ribbons, making Shang shiver, but not half as much 
as when it dawned on him. “Command, we found All for One.” he said, as quietly as possible, 
hoping to the ancestors he had never believed in that the sound would not echo in the canyons. The 
dark red stone and the white snow remained undisturbed, and Shang let out a sigh of relief. 


“Good job, Dragon Twins. Get out quietly now.” It was their commander, a stern, tactless man in 
his mid 60’s, with a very marked Wuhan accent in his Mandarin. Both twins clicked on their radios 
to acknowledge, and started to think of how they would get back, but then Shang decided to take 
one last look below. Photos would make a better proof than just their word. 


Shang took a camera from his backpack, the DSLR lens just as good as the binoculars. The 
viewfinder glided through the mountain peaks, through the hills, through the temple grounds. He 
found the courtyard again, and the man they had come to find, and started snapping pictures, even 
before his eyes could focus. All for One was there, an aura of darkness around him, but that was 
not what chilled Shang to the bone. No, there was another reason, something he knew deep down, 
even with the mask hiding his face. 


All for One was staring right at him. 


Chapter End Notes 


If you have read this far, if you have left a comment or given kudos, I thank you. Hope 
we'll see each other again soon. 


SLEEPOVER! 


Chapter Notes 


A lighthearted chapter cause dark times are ahead... 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


“SLEEPOVER!” Mina yelled, striking Bakugou with a large, neon coloured pillow she had taken 
from her room, to declare the festivities open. 


Bakugou was about to angrily respond, when Kirishima also attacked him with a normal pillow, 
also yelling, “SLEEPOVER!” 


There were giggles and laughter in the air as more and more students streamed downstairs with 
their pyjamas on, sleeping bags rolled under their arms, and their pillows. Some were extremely 
predictable; lida had a soft blue pillow cover, for example, and Ochako had a sleeping bag that 


Mina had once seen in one of Kiri’s “manly stuff’ outdoors magazines as having the best balance 
of price and durability, plus an adorable pink colour. 


Some students had not followed the rules to the letter, such as Aoyama, who had decided to bring a 
fancy looking duvet and an inflatable bed, or Shinsou, who had been dragged against his will and 
was still in a UA sports uniform, looking very, very tired. Also cute. But mostly tired. 


And some had been a mixed bag, like Midoriya having a sleeping bag with Mei Hatsume’s logos 
plastered on it, and an All Might t-shirt, or Bakugou, who unexpectedly had his usual high tier 
camping gear, but, most unusually, was being friendly with Midoriya! 


Though friendly might have been a stretch. He still sent quite a few insults in Midoriya’s direction 
as the students gathered, but Midoriya was somehow teasing right back! It was pretty glorious to 
see, and, when Mina and Kirishima crossed gazes after seeing that, they smiled. It was a great win 
to see that the biggest feud in their class was somehow ending! 


Now if only the same could be said about... “Class 2A’s losers!!! We have arrived! Your betters 
are here...with snacks!” It was Monoma, who was presently gesturing at his companions, who 
were doing all the snack carrying, while he just gloated. Behind him, Kendou and Tetsutetsu were 
doing their best to carry a ton of bags and still hold hands, which was totally goals, and the big 
dude Shishida had an enormous cooler full of stuff, drinks and ice cream only being the tip of the 
iceberg. 


The classes joined together, and sleeping bags were arranged in the common area, all around a 
projector and speakers which would play two movies, that had been decided in voting by both 
classes, and, to Mina’s delight, class 2B had chosen a romantic comedy! 


And seeing as how more of them were paired up than in 2A, she thought it made perfect sense. 
Kendou and Tetsutetsu were an item, as were Kinoko and Kuroiro; there were rumours of Pony 
dating Monoma, and Yui Kodai had just gone on a date with Sen Kaibara; Tsuburba and Shouda 
were totally a thing; there was some clear tension between Reiko and Juuzo Honenuki, and for a 
while Mina had been completely certain that Ibara was dating some dude called “Jesus”, who she 
thought might have been a foreigner...until Bakugou had told her that it was her god. It had been 


quite embarrassing. 


Setsuna was still very much single, but she was bound to tease Mina back mercilessly if she 
decided to start with crush talk, and Mina would rather not have the dinosaur enthusiast 
psychoanalyze her and reveal to the world her crush, so, if Mina wanted to discuss relationships she 
would try someone else. Not that she was in any hurry to date anyone, she was quite content with 
just teasing Shinsou at the moment. 


The boy in question had been half dragged to the 2A dorms, half convinced with the promise of 
Chicago style pizza and a movie. Mina was half tempted to ask him out for a quiet evening, just 
snacks and a movie, the two of them...but she knew she’d never have that kind of self control and 
she would start being a nuisance, like tickling him, or asking very personal questions, or just plain 
old stealing a kiss just to see how red his face got. 


And he would probably die from that. So she’d definitely hold onto that idea for the moment and 
just tease him without such big risks! 


“First we shall have tea!” Yaomomo had said from the front of the room, standing in front of the 
screen, holding a big teapot that Todoroki, who was standing beside her, eyed anxiously, mildly 
afraid. Mina was so excited about the new couple, the third official in class 2A; Momo and 
Todoroki. They had joined the ranks of Kyouka and Denki, Bakugou and Kiri, and had won ahead 
of Ojiro and Hagakure, who were still in a very shy, very clumsy and extremely adorable will-they, 
won’ t-they. 


Who would be next? Mina had no idea, but the more couples around, the bigger possibilities for 
giant dates with everyone! Or at least that was her plan for when she got a boyfriend. Which she 
wasn’t in a huge hurry for, the right boy was out there somewhere, or maybe she knew him 
already, but the circumstances just hadn’t given them a chance. Hell, maybe it was someone 
unexpected, like Kouda, or Midoriya, who was somewhat her type, but also totally not... 


As she said, she wasn’t in a hurry! Tea time was the current priority. Besides Yaomomo, Kendou, 
lida and Honenuki had helped with preparing teapots and then serving them, while Midoriya, 
Kodai and Tsuburaba handed out some snacks to nibble as they had tea. Mina herself enjoyed some 
yogurt biscuits, gnawing at them as she sipped the rich tea from her mug. It was just perfect. 


Around her she saw friend groups bunching together. Midoriya’s team absorbed Shinsou, who was 
getting yelled at by Mei about some suit upgrades, and he nodded to every comment, appearing 
uninterested. Bakugou and Kirishima were talking close, while Sero and Kaminari joked aloud 
about their favourite flavours of Doritos. 


“Tt is clearly cool ranch, dude.” was Sero’s opinion. 

“Flaming hot!” Kaminari retorted. 

“T agree on the cool ranch!” Kirishima added, joining the conversation. 
“Secret Spicy Salsa!” Mina declared, though it had been a limited edition. 


“The original plus a shit ton of hot sauce, you dumbasses.” Bakugou’s answer was as expected. He 
seemed...different, the last few days. As if he was thinking more deeply about life and appreciating 
his friends more, in his own particular way. Everything turned out well with what Kirishima and 
him spoke, I think. I'm glad, it would have been so awkward to keep being angry forever. Even if he 
had deserved it. 


Mina decided to hang out with her friends for a while, before going to say hi to everyone else, 
catching up with folks she hadn’t talked with for months now. She learned that Manga had a new 
costume, that Yui Kodai was still as monosyllabic as ever, that Setsuna had 66 new crushes (but 
the most ardent one was Inasa from Shiketsu High), that Kendou had bought a new muffler for her 
bike (which was boring) and matching leather jackets for her and Tetsutetsu (which was amazing!). 
She also learned that Kouda’s rabbit had sneaked over to the Class B dorms, had been rescued and 
returned by Shishida, and now he was good friends with the shy teenager. 


As always, Mina felt so much energy and life from talking with people, from telling stories, from 
hugs and other friendly forms of touch, from all the inside jokes. She had secret salutes with Tsuyu 
and Ochako, lifted Momo off her feet with a big hug, exchanged whispers with Tooru about the 
super secret meeting for after the movie... 


After some time with everyone, she waited for a moment where Midoriya and Mei were distracted 
and went over to the other side of the room to go annoy Shinsou. Even with the cheery, happy 
atmosphere, the most he was managing was an adorable little smile...she would change that! Or 
maybe just be a tease, who knew what the night would have in store? 


“Hey hey! Look who is here!” she said, poking Shinsou in the ribs with her finger. She expected 
just skin and bones, not muscle, so she decided not to poke more, maybe she’d be the one getting 
flustered instead. 


“You and Kaminari were the ones that dragged me over, why are you surprised I’m here?” he 
asked, his whole demeanor laid back. He is in a good mood, I think I can tell by now! 


“T didn’t think you’d stick around!” Indeed, Mina and Kaminari had needed to tug on Shinsou’s 
arms to get him to start walking, at least until Hatsume had passed by and told him that there was 
pizza at the meeting. In her time knowing the tired, sassy, easy to tease boy, Mina had learned that 
a few things were surefire ways of getting at least a teeny tiny smile from him; cats of all shapes 
and sizes, bikes (both motor and bicycles), and easy to eat comfort food. 


And there were few things quite as comforting as a gigantic piece of cheesy pizza, served hot out 
of the box, with a drink of choice. 


“Yeah, well...I did stick around. Hope you guys chose a good movie, cause Neito told me about 
their romance movie and, well... might just nap through it.” Shinsou declared, with a sly grin. 
Sleep, he also likes his sleep! Well...whenever that happens? 


“Oh no, no sir! I’m not gonna let you sleep through any of the films!” Mina told him, wiggling her 
finger with extra sass. 


“How will you make me stay awake, huh? Are you gonna pester me all night?” Shinsou asked, 
raising an eyebrow. He hasn’t pulled away yet...he really is in a good mood. Maybe I can take 
advantage and be really really brave and ask him out, this time for real...Oh, what if he says yes? 
That would be so weird, but cool! 


“Yes of course! If I don’t, you’re gonna be all sad and droopy all by yourself in a corner! I don’t 
wanna see a friend crying into his pizza just cuz he has no one to hang out with!” Mina said, 
poking him again, this time on the stomach. Oh no, he has abs! 


“Tam much likelier to cry into a piece of pizza if you try again with all the teasing.” He said, 
making a very sad face that was totally fake. 


“Oh whatever would you do without my teasing, huh?” Mina asked, her voice almost a whisper. 


“T’m sure my life would be about...70% quieter and much less annoying.” he said, but it didn’t 
really seem like he was too uncomfortable with Mina at the moment. 


“Sounds so BORING! Life is about the fun! The laughs, the kisses, all the good stuff!” 
Shinsou pondered it for a minute, then chuckled. “I guess I’m not getting rid of you today, huh?” 


“Not a chance.” Mina said. And for an instant, too quick for pretty much anyone to have noticed, 
Shinsou smiled. A genuine, heartfelt smile. A smile that he had not wanted to show, and was 
quickly replaced by a bored, sleep deprived stare. Oh my god, Mina thought, he is a tsundere!!! 


Momo looked over the sleepover she had organized with a lot of satisfaction. Everyone seemed to 
be enjoying themselves, and the movie was well underway. After the second movie, Kendou had 
ordered some pizzas to have delivered, which would fuel them for the night. They were still all 
underage, so no alcohol or smoking was planned at all, but Momo still expected a wild night, full 
of excitement and shenanigans, and had some apologies already drafted, which Tenya had helped 
with, just in case, ready to be delivered to the principal whenever they destroyed a streetlight or a 
room or a fight started. 


Thankfully, there seemed like there would be no fighting anytime soon. Izuku and Bakugou had a 
strange peace between them, which everyone in 2A eyed with suspicion but also with relief. It 
wasn’t exactly friendship, but at least it seemed nobody would die today! 


The other source of usual conflict, Monoma, had already been pacified. Pony Tsunotori had his 
head on her lap as she played with his hair and whispered in English something that made him 
laugh maniacally every once in a while, but otherwise he was calmer than Momo had ever seen. 


The movie that class 2A had chosen was a comedy, about two heroes with diametrically opposite 
personalities; one was a gloomy, sarcastic and introverted woman, the other one a carefree man, a 
social butterfly with energy to spare. Momo had noticed that Kaminari had instantly turned smug 
and started telling a rather flustered Jirou; “That’s totally us!”, and Mina was currently elbowing 
Shinsou and leaning in to whisper words that had to be teasing and made him jump back each 
time...but he also returned back to be just as close to Mina after each one. 


The villains were cartoonishly evil, and Momo heard Bakugou talk about how even the “fatso” 
villain seemed to be stronger than Shigaraki, in the conversation he was having with Kirishima 
and, interestingly, with Ochako. Both were quite interested in Bakugou’s scathing critique of the 
movie and how it treated heroics, as well as how he claimed he could defeat the bad guys in so 
many ways. 


Next to them was Tenya, who didn’t join the talk but rather watched the movie intently, seemingly 
content with the proximity of his friends and classmates and the big bottle of orange juice he had 
brought. He was sharing his popcorn with Ochako, who seemed quite at ease and happy. Maybe 
she had found a solution to her problems, those she had been facing on her own before? Maybe it 
was just the proximity to lida, and Tsuyu, who was in front of her; she trusted the two the most. 


Whatever it was, it felt like a worry less for Momo. Maybe she was just the vice president of the 
class, but the fact she didn’t have the ultimate class power didn’t mean she would not feel a certain 
responsibility for all her friends anyway. Maybe they would call her a “mom friend” for it, which 


she was okay with. 


In the end, with a worry less, she felt a lot more at ease, and found it simpler to relax and kick 
back, and enjoy the simple pleasures of Shouto starting new and astounding theories about what 
would happen next in the film. Maybe it was also how his breath tickled her ear with each whisper, 
but every imaginative idea seemed just delicious. 


“T think that the sad hero is actually the granddaughter of the hero boss, see how they have similar 
eyes?” Shouto claimed with utmost certainty and a serious tone. 


“Would you like to make a wager on that?” Momo asked, turning to face him with a small smile. 
“What are we betting?” he replied, raising his right eyebrow. 

“How about a kiss?” Momo offered. 

“That’s if I win, but if I lose?” Shouto said, a smirk growing in his usually stoic face. 

“Tt will be a surprise!” 


“T hope I win then.” Shouto said, a tiny, shy smile on his lips that made Momo’s heart tremble. Of 
course, she would kiss him whether he won or lost! 


As the movie progressed, Momo eased into a very comfortable cuddle in Shouto’s arms, resting 
her head on the warmer side of his torso. Contrary to her earlier theories, the temperature of his 
body didn’t shift too considerably from side to side unless his Quirk was triggered, but there was 
still a difference of about three degrees Celsius from his hot side in relation with his cold side. And 
38 degrees was just blissfully toasty through the thin fabric of his t-shirt. 


Momo wasn’t sure if she would make it through the movie as she was, sleep was just a wink away, 
so, begrudgingly, she moved her head a bit. She still remained in the close embrace, but she gave a 
look around, to see if anyone was looking at them. She didn’t particularly care, as they weren’t 
breaking any rules and it was too comfortable to be shy about it. 


Her eyes crossed with Kendou’s, who was just as snuggled with Tetsutetsu. The boy was the very 
image of pride and happiness, his smile seeming to challenge anyone to find a better girl than the 
one he had found. And the redhead was just as happy. They were a great match, born from a long 
friendship and the trust of having faced death together at that forest, almost two years ago now. 
Itsuka gave her a grin and a thumbs up with her strong hand, enlarging it to show her support was 
just as big, until Tooru threw a popcorn kernel at her for blocking her view. Both laughed and 
Itsuka made her hand small again. 


Kyoka also gave her a little smile when their gazes met. Kaminari had fallen asleep while cuddling 
with her, very closely and she looked about as red as Midoriya whenever Mei would get too close 
to him. “Help!” her eyes seemed to say, but when Kaminari snuggled even closer, her wavy smile 
was definitely a “Okay this is actually fun” grin. 


On the back of the common room Momo could see the glow of Mei’s phone, and her eyes moving 
at lightning speed, adjusting distance and zoom all the time, and from her expression it seemed like 
she was in the middle of some online bidding; she had mentioned that she wanted to buy a 
shipment of high quality copper for her plane while greeting Momo earlier. 


Beside her, but at a slight distance, was Izuku, calmly watching the movie, but it looked like he 
was mentally somewhere else. By now all of First Response knew of his plan to fight All for One, 
and that he would not back down, as much as they pleaded or argued. All they could do was trust 


he would be okay. Momo would understand if that was what had him preoccupied, but she also 
wanted her friend to relax and enjoy himself, to forget for a while. The sleepover wasn’t only for a 
loose Valentine’s day celebration, it was for the good of all students, to decompress and breathe 
easier. 


The buddy hero movie continued, and the unlikely duo finally cornered the villains. The final fight 
was a creative display of powers, some martial arts and even a car chase, which ended in an 
explosion that both Mei and Bakugou cheered for, and in the end, it was not revealed if the hero 
was the granddaughter. Shouto grumbled as his eyes met Momo’s, “So I guess I lost, huh?” 


“You did.” Momo replied, her tone purposely cold to tease him, “Let’s go to the hallway to discuss 
your punishment.” His eyes widened with surprise, but he still took Momo’s hand and followed. 
Momo saw that Itsuka was already clicking on the laptop to play the next movie, so nobody would 
pay much attention to Momo and Shouto, which was just perfect. 


In the hallway it felt colder than in the common room, as the heat emanating from 42 bodies had 
made the place warm and a bit stuffy. She took a mental note to open a window to let the air circle 
a bit, and turned to look at a very confused, but resigned Shouto. 


“So...how will I be punished?” he asked, looking almost scared. 


Momo could only grin as she raised her hand and slammed it next to Shouto, pinning him between 
the wall and herself, extremely close. “Kabedon!” she said, with a giggle. 


Shouto was surprised at first, then flustered and bashful. Momo was tall enough to pin him 
assertively, and she was extremely ready to take advantage of being in total control. She put her 
other hand, her left, on the other side of Shouto, and he had no escape now. “Your punishment is 
that I won’t let you go until we kiss!” Momo declared, feeling powerful and arrogant. 


“Oh. Okay.” Shouto said, a tiny smile appearing in his lips. He closed his eyes and started moving, 
and Momo met him halfway. His lips were soft, pressing confidently against hers, and her hands 
went from the wall to his hair, pulling him closer, angling his head to deepen the kiss. His hands 
took her waist, and he brought her close, their chests touching now. It was a marvellous kiss, and in 
his tongue she could almost taste the black tea from earlier, Imperial Golden Tips. 


She felt safe in his arms, confident in the kiss, happy. 


A few things of note had happened during the second movie, from what Tsuyu could see. Momo 
and Todoroki had not returned at all, which had made Awase look very, very distraught, but he 
seemed to be holding on bravely. Bakugou had gotten bored with the movie having no action 
scenes and had led a few from both classes to the yard for some arm wrestling. Tetsutetsu had 
seemed torn on joining the competition, but had seemingly chosen to remain in warm cuddles with 
Kendou. 


Setsuna and Mineta had started grading the attractiveness of every character in the movie, 
including the janitor that appeared for about three seconds, which somehow was an “honest to god 
six outta ten”, or so Setsuna had claimed. They had soon been joined by a few from class B, who 
either defended the honor of the characters or gave them even harsher grades; it sounded like good 
fun. 


Behind her, Ochako seemed to have fallen asleep, and a somewhat flustered Tenya was making 
sure that her sleeping bag was comfortable, and he moved away the bag of crisps she had been 
eating. Tsuyu had big eyes, and she could see quite clearly some things that were obvious and plain 
to see. One of those was that Tenya liked Ochako. 


Tsuyu didn’t know if it was a small crush or full blown infatuation, but Tenya lida clearly had 
feelings for Ochako. Would she realize? Would she reciprocate his feelings? Only time would tell, 
and, sadly, Ochako didn’t seem to want to trust those kinds of feelings with her friends anymore, 
not after whatever had happened between her and Izuku. 


Tsuyu had noticed the strained friendship between the two. There had been intensity there, but 
nothing had happened in the end. Izuku had moved on, and Ochako claimed to have done as much, 
too. Tsuyu didn’t want to ask anymore. She hoped both would be happier with other people. 


She was somewhat close with Izuku, but it had been totally platonic, all the time. Sure, he had his 
charm, and Tsuyu was sure that any girl or guy would be lucky to have him as their boyfriend, but 
she wasn’t really looking for a relationship with him at all. It was a simple friendship, a partnership 
that worked like a well oiled machine in combat. Few foes could take a kick from both of them and 
stay standing, and there was no better duo for dealing with frightened children. 


Tsuyu appreciated that there were no awkward silences with Izuku. Or at least, not on her end. She 
respected his silence, he respected hers, and they talked when needed. Maybe they weren’t the 
closest, but she knew she could rely on him, and was certain he knew Tsuyu was there for him as 
well. 


She wasn’t particularly bothered by crushes and romance. She wasn’t easily swayed by 
appearance, not after a lifetime of being regarded as weird looking, and her first true friend having 
a reptile’s appearance. She knew that some of her classmates were regarded as very handsome or 
very pretty, and some as not so much, for example Todoroki was apparently a hottie, but for a big 
reason she disagreed; he was Momo’s crush, and then boyfriend. 


She thought Ochako was adorable, though. Cheery and supportive, hard working and focused, she 
had a lot going for her. 


But her type...Tsuyu wasn’t sure she had one. The other girls seemed to have a better idea of what 
their types were: Ochako wanted someone determined and kind, an ideal hero; Tooru wanted 
someone who made her feel like she was wanted and noticed, who thought she was the prettiest 
girl in the world; Momo wanted an equal. Mina’s type changed like the wind, but more and more 
Tsuyu noticed that she was very obviously teasing Shinsou for more than the fun of it. 


He was a great guy. Tsuyu had not interacted with him that much, but she had a deep respect for 
him as a hero and fellow student. He worked hard towards being a true hero, though the chip on his 
shoulder still got in the way of letting others in and trusting. She was sure he had not had a happy 
story, not with how heavy his eyes were with past troubles. Tsuyu was sure she could trust 
Shinsou, and she would welcome him to the team, if Izuku and Mei somehow managed to 
convince him; he was fiercely independent and he liked his space. 


Looking at how half-heartedly he was fending off Mina’s teasing tonight, maybe the “Bakusquad” 
would claim him first...or maybe the dude was just tired. 


With lida focused on the movie and checking up on Ochako (rather cutely) and Bakugou gone off 
to work away his boredom, the one other person nearby was Kirishima, who was completely 
caught by the film. “The girl is so manly!” he said, when he noticed Tsuyu looking his way. 


“Definitely strong willed, kero.” The heroine was a troubled lawyer, called Fubuki, who was trying 
to defend a wounded hero from a lawsuit that a corrupt villain had orchestrated, and along the way 
she was falling more and more in love with the hero, Red Zaku, who seemed to be completely 
original, at least from what an excited comment by Izuku at the start of the movie revealed. 


“She’s so brave and so in love!” Kirishima was close to tears, very moved by how the lawyer girl 
gave her all on the courthouse in the movie’s climax. 


“T wish our legal team was so dedicated.” Tsuyu answered. Mei had given over the legal parts of 
Team First Response to some students from the Legal course and so far they had not really needed 
their help much, so Tsuyu didn’t really know them, but she was damn sure none of them would 
muster the passion that the woman in the movie had while defending her lover. 


“For Crimson Riot’s sake... TELL HIM YOU LOVE HIM, FUBUKI!!!” Kirishima yelled at the 
screen, to the hoots of support of half the people that were still watching. 


Tsuyu watched nervously; if Fubuki from the movie told Red Zaku that she loved him in the 
middle of the trial, it might end the whole trial. But if she didn’t, he might be taken to prison and 
she would never get a chance to tell him! 


“Shinsou, she’s not gonna do it!” screamed Mina from a few places in front of Tsuyu. 


“GIVE US A FRENCH KISS!” demanded Setsuna, to the roaring approval of the group that had 
formed around her. 


“He needs to keep being a hero!” Izuku muttered behind them, sounding stressed. 


“This is fucking bullshit, GET TOGETHER NOW!” Pony Tsunotori bellowed in English, which 
made Monoma cackle even more cartoonishly than the villains in the previous film, and place an 
innocent kiss on Pony’s cheek. 


Kendou then paused the film, looking around with an almost evil grin. “I see that we are all very 
excited for how this turns out...So we’re having an intermission!” She was booed by many, but a 
very thankful Tetsutetsu gave her a quick kiss before running off, presumably to the bathroom. 
Had it all been so her boyfriend could go relieve himself? That fit the noble, caring Kendou Tsuyu 
knew. 


“Saint Theresa in ecstasy, this is intense!” Ibara Shiozaki said from the side, with a few agreeing. 


“May I join you?” Tsuyu was momentarily startled by Tokoyami’s dramatic voice, but she quickly 
recovered and nodded, making room for him to sit. Instead of a sleeping bag, he had a heavy cloak 
that looked quite warm and inviting. “Thank you, Tsuyu, I’m afraid I was not able to see from 
behind Shouji. He may be a stalwart defender and a magnificent friend, but he is simply too tall!” 


That made Tsuyu giggle. Tokoyami had a great sense of humour once one got to know him, at 
times through ridiculous grandiloquence, at times with wit, but he always seemed to find ways to 
make Tsuyu smile. “You really are a short one, kero.” 


“You’re one to talk, my amphibian companion!” Tokoyami declared, not offended at all. She was 
the shortest girl in 2A, he was the shortest boy, they had been paired off once or twice when 
arranged by heights for gym class, and that was quite fun. 


“Hey Tsuyu!!!” Dark Shadow said, emerging from his slumber. The room had the curtains down 
and the lights on the ceiling had been switched off for the movie, so it would have been more 
difficult for Tokoyami to keep the living Quirk controlled. Even so, it looked as if Dark Shadow 


was happy and entertained with the movie and the entire event! 


Tsuyu found Tokoyami endearing, but Dark Shadow was just adorable. The cutest. He could act 
like a puppy, or he could be fierce, but he was always genuine, and a window to Tokoyami’s 
thoughts and desires. “Hey Dark Shadow? Liking the movie, kero?” 


“Ves! 


“Tt will start again soon, Dark Shadow. Why don’t you rest meanwhile?” Tokoyami said, and Dark 
Shadow returned to being hidden by Tokoyami’s clothes. 


“Have you liked it, Fumikage?” 


“Tt is a bit...light for my taste, not quite enough revelry in the dark, but yes. You?” He had, of 
course, nominated a film about vampire hunters that seemed to be in black and white except for the 
red blood. And he had been the only one to vote for it. 


“Can’t wait till Fubuki does something dumb. Do you have snacks?” 


“Of course! Delectable dark delights, for a fine palate such as yours.” Tokoyami said, offering the 
package. 


Tsuyu couldn’t help a big grin, “Fumikage, those are regular Oreos!” 


Chapter End Notes 


So I guess my little hiatus didn't last that long. Hopefully I'll have inspiration to make a 
great ending for this fic! Thanks for reading, as always! 


Secret Society 


Chapter Notes 


The Grandmaster has some questions to ask... 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


“The Sacred Order of the Gossip requests your presence, Midoriya and Shinsou.” [bara Shiozaki 
was the most unexpected of messengers for such an invitation, and she looked bashful when she 
spoke, though somewhat excited as well. 


By then both movies had ended. The second one had been a smash hit, though many couples had 
disappeared to the hallways, rather conspicuously. It made sense; Valentine’s Day was almost 
upon them, without Izuku even noticing, and there were some exams planned for the day itself, so 
the romantic atmosphere needed an outlet of some kind. 


Izuku could still feel some excitement from last year’s Valentine’s Day. Aizawa had been lenient 
and let them have his entire class to give chocolates. The girls had given the obligatory friendship 
chocolates, but it was still so much more than he had gotten ever before. Six chocolates is so much 
better than none at all! He had also received a weird-tasting energy bar from Mei that vaguely 
resembles chocolate, and a little milk chocolate cross from Ibara, who had given one to every 
student in their year...wrapped in paper that had her favorite bible verses printed on. 


Izuku had received one with a verse in which some bears mauled 42 youths! 


He had been over the moon, and had given it his all when making chocolate to give back in White 
Day. If I had given Uraraka some “love chocolate”, would it have been worse? Would it have 
ruined everything even before? She only gave me “friend” chocolate, so...I did the same. 


If the Chinese heroes found All for One quickly, they might leave before the 14th. If not...the 
chocolate giving event was moved back a few days. He might still get something, and giving back 
would be one more reason to win his battle. 


“T don’t want to join your secret organization, Shiozaki. What even is it about?” Shinsou asked 
with a shrug. 


“T ubh...I find it amusing to see my classmates’ worldly desires and ummm...so far it is not sinful! 
It feels like a secret meeting of Cardinals in the Roman catacombs...I swear it is all in good faith! 
Or at least I cover my ears whenever Setsuna or Mineta speak.” she answered, turning red. 


“Fuck, it is with those two? Oh man, Id rather go to sleep right here and right now.” Shinsou gave 
a very exaggerated yawn but then said, “Oh wait, I do not havea sleeping bag. This is what 
happens when I get kidnapped by Ashido and Denki yet again. The pizza was fucking awesome, 
though.” Shinsou patted his stomach contently. 


The entire group had enjoyed the meal, especially Mei, who had eaten so much that she had ended 
up drowsy and had retired to nap in a corner. Izuku had enjoyed just one piece, since Chicago style 
pizza was extremely unhealthy, filled to the brim with cheese and marinara sauce, though it had 
been absolutely delectable, the taste exploding in his mouth. Maybe if I train a bit I could eat more 


of it? Everyone was now in smaller groups, some of the same class, some mixed, some even going 
to the rooms to have some privacy. I’m pretty sure that’s where Shouto and Momo are now... 


Shinsou had once more taken control of the conversation and was making a big show of yawning 
and complaining that he had no blanket, while Ibara showed off her blanket excitedly, which had 
the pictures of some obscure saints from olden days. “I do believe they depicted Saint Chad of 
Mercia rather well in the fleece, wouldn’t you agree?” 


Shinsou just stared blankly at the coloured fleece that looked like an old Byzantine-style mosaic. 
“Sure, Shiozaki. Exactly like Chad. Izuku, do you wanna go to this thing? I could also sleep there 
if you want to go?” 


“Wait...what? Go to gossip? Why me?” Izuku asked, his gaze moving quickly between Shinsou 
and Ibara. 


“The Sacred Order has vital questions!” Ibara answered zealously. “If it reassures you, I have 
threatened Mineta with making the Inquisition look friendly if he goes out of line.” Ibara added, 
which sent a shiver down Izuku’s spine; she really could be threatening at times. 


“T...ummm...sure?” Izuku said. He had not exactly been paying too much attention the entire day. 
Rather, he had just tried to distract himself, to be relaxed, to somehow pass the time as quickly as 
possible, because he was meeting Himiko the next day. 


She had been more and more in his mind as the day approached. They would confront her family, 
whatever it took. Maybe they weren’t the right Toga family, and it would take more days to find 
her parents. Maybe they would be the correct ones, and it would be incredibly awkward. Why do I 
feel like it would be meeting my in-laws? I need to focus... 


“Right! Follow me to the Grandmaster’s Chamber.” Ibara said, bundling herself and making the 
part of her blanket, that depicted Saint George, into a hood, probably to look secretive and 
mysterious. 


“Izuku why?’ Shinsou protested halfheartedly, but started walking nonetheless. Thank you, 
Hitoshi, you are an amazing friend. 


Ibara took them upstairs, and they were joined by the similarly hooded Kirishima, who looked 
about as mysterious and secretive as a bodybuilder hiding behind a lamppost. “Hey guys! I joined 
the cult! It’s super manly!” 


“Kirishima?” Izuku asked, not expecting at all for the wholesome hero to be in some closed off 
gossip circle. 


“This just keeps getting better and better...What next, Monoma is also going to this?” Shinsou 
asked, just as a velvet-cloaked individual rushed to meet them. 


“Yes! Can’t let class A have all the fun, oh no! Hitoshi, I’m joining to get all their dark secrets and 
finally destroy their group in a massive display of mastery, of supremacy!” Monoma sounded just 
as dramatic as always, and as focused on the imagined class rivalry that pretty much no one cared 
about anymore. 


“Tll tolerate your annoying ass, Monoma, you’ll probably do something embarrassing and I'll 
never let you live it down.” Shinsou said with a smirk. 


“You are cruel! That is why you must direct your powers against class A!” 


“The level of annoyance is roughly the same, man. Let’s go.” Izuku knew that Hitoshi called a lot 
of people annoying, but it was mostly that he was cautious with friendships and did his best to push 
people away. His trust had been abused in the past by people who had called themselves friends, by 
authority figures had tried using him for their own gain, and by a girl who had perverted Hitoshi’s 
crush for her and used him for his Quirk, almost leading to crime. 


Of course he would be distant. Of course he would be shy and closed off. And of course he 
wouldn’t know exactly how to deal with people. But even as he pushed away by calling people 
annoying, he was doing his best. Maybe he was overwhelmed, maybe he would get exasperated 
when dealing with people, but he would give it his all for the new friends he had. 


“Deku! If it isn’t Mr. Stuck in a Basement...how have you been? Have you needed more assistance 
from our class yet?” Monoma asked with a little laugh. 


“l’m good! Tsukauchi has kept us busy.” The commissioner had done all the hard work, Bakugou 
and Izuku had just shown up and helped a bit, making sure that no villains got away. They had 
gotten into a couple scraps, but it had all been small scale and easy. Izuku wasn’t sure exactly what 
information they had gotten from the arrests, but he felt it was progress. 


“Glad to hear that!” Monoma said, with genuine kindness, though he realized his tone and added, 
“Don’t forget to call if you are too weak to defeat some enemy, we will be right there!” 


“Thanks for the offer! Sure!” Izuku answered happily. Maybe Monoma wasn’t a friend yet, but 
Izuku could feel his intentions were good. 


A few floors later, Ibara had taken them to a room, and Izuku wasn’t exactly sure who it belonged 
to. It was on a girl’s floor, but whose was it? It was too dark in the hallway to see the number, and 
the one holding a light was Monoma, who was doing everything in his power to be theatrical. 


“Behold...the Grandmaster!” Monoma declared after Ibara knocked a few times and the door 
slowly slid open, to reveal... 


“Tooru Hagakure?” Shinsou asked, raising an eyebrow. “Oh well, sure. Let’s get this done, I 
guess.” 


“Hi Tooru!” Izuku said, waving at the invisible girl, who was wearing a large, crimson hooded 
robe that couldn’t quite hide the fact that she had pastel coloured pyjamas underneath. 


“When I have the cloak, I’m the Grandmaster, okay?” Tooru said energetically. “Come in, dear 
guests! Sit here on the beanbags!” 


Tooru had pushed aside her furniture and placed a circle of beanbags, pillows and cushions for 
everybody to sit. The room was dark except for a few candles by a big plushie that Izuku assumed 
was where Tooru was sitting down. To her side were Setsuna and Mineta, and, to Izuku’s surprise, 
Kendou. He hadn’t expected class B’s “big sister” to be in a secret rumor society. 


“T declare the third meeting of the Sacred Order of the Gossip initiated!” Tooru said, as the others 
clapped. Izuku sat down awkwardly in one of the beanbags, while Shinsou picked the cushion next 
to him, Monoma and Kirishima sat in other spots. 


“We are sorry to bother you two,” started Tooru, motioning with the robe of her sleeve towards 
Izuku, “but we were really curious, and wanted to dispel some doubts!” 


“Okay!” Izuku said. 


“Yeah, sure. Just don’t guarantee I'll answer deep questions.” Shinsou added with a nonchalant 
shrug. 


“Monoma, Kirishima! Glad you joined too, we also have questions...” Tooru declared 
mysteriously, as she donned a carnival mask. Below it, Izuku could see her transparent neck and 
the robe behind her. 


“Yeah, I want in on the fun! Did you also invite more people?” Kirishima asked. He’s just here for 
a good time, I wish I could be so naturally social. 


“Just small, manageable groups, at different hours!” Setsuna answered. Just like Hagakure, she was 
wearing a robe, but she had her hood down, with her wavy hair tied up in a messy bun. Ah, so they 
have been asking groups of people to join them in their little hideout for whatever this is about? I 
hope they don’t ask something too personal... 


“We will keep all secrets said here, don’t worry!” Mineta added smugly. His own robe was a bit 
too large for him, but he still looked a bit cooler than he usually did. Izuku was glad to see his 
growth as a person...especially after Izuku himself had “accidentally” beat up Mineta somewhat 
badly in a training fight a year back, for saying creepy stuff to little Eri. A whole day in Recovery 
Girl’s office to reflect, and he had started to change for the better. 


Sure, he was still lewd and talked about inappropriate stuff, and he would still creep out everyone 
once in a while, but he was making a conscious effort to be a decent person. The fact that he had 
female friends now was a good sign. 


“Oh that sounds just great. I’m sooo reassured, Mineta.” Shinsou said, rolling his indigo eyes and 
crossing his arms. “Can I go last?” he added, a small but hopeful plea. 


“The Lord says we should be merciful...” Ibara commented, her hands joining together in prayer. 
“But I say you go first!” Tooru declared, pointing at Shinsou with her invisible hand. 
“All of you are just the worst.” Shinsou muttered, but he looked relieved to get it done quickly. 


“Each one of the council has a small game, or a question...are you ready to play?” Setsuna 
explained, winking first at Shinsou, then at Izuku. It made Izuku feel flustered, but it was nothing 
like what Himiko had made him feel. 


“Yeah.” Shinsou answered, with a shrug. “Go ahead, try me.” 

“Let us begin with something small...what is your type?” Setsuna asked, her grin dangerous. 
“Type? I don’t have one.” Shinsou answered, “Like physical? Or personality?” 

“Physical!” Mineta prompted, while Tooru said, “Personality!” 


“Whatever, I don’t think I have met any person like this anyway. Someone I can trust completely, 
someone I can be vulnerable with, a...someone I can talk with and share a silence just as easily.” 


“You didn’t answer, man! Boobs? Butt? Thighs?” Mineta interjected. Shinsou looked about ready 
to give the robed dwarf a hard smack, but he composed himself again. 


“Mineta, shut the fuck up.” 


“Tt is thighs, isn’t it?” 


Shinsou just answered with a stare that could have pierced steel, and Mineta squirmed under his 
gaze...but the blush in Shinsou's face was evidence enough. Meanwhile, Izuku himself was trying 
not to remember too vividly Himiko’s thighs when he had helped with her injury... 


“This might be a reach, but...you like Mina?” Tooru asked, leaping up excitedly. 


Shinsou had quickly turned several shades redder, that much Izuku could see in the candlelight, 
and his unbothered attitude was gone in an instant. “What? I...if I like Ashido? Uh...L..errr...” He 
brought his hand to scratch the back of his neck, a gesture Izuku had seen when Shinsou was most 
stressed out, “No, I don’t...Not at all...she’s always teasing me and it is annoying and...” 


“Well, well, well...no need to ask the “fuck, marry, kill” game anymore, huh?” Setsuna interjected 
with a giggle. 


“She’s an amazing girl, dude, go for it! Follow your heart, man!” Kirishima added, hugging 
Shinsou until the purple haired teen shoved him aside, almost playfully. 


“T said she’s just the worst. Besides I’m pretty sure she gets some wicked enjoyment out of 
bullying me like that and...” 


“Hitoshi, shush, your excuses just dig your grave deeper! But...someone from Class A? ’m 
saddened!” Monoma said, poking Shinsou in the ribs. Hitoshi looked a mixture of pissed off, bored 
and sleepy. And extremely flustered. 


“Tt also probably means we don’t need to ask the celebrity crush question! Legs guy, huh? You’re 
probably a Miruko guy, aren’t you?” Mineta said. 


“T absolutely despise you guys.” Shinsou said, hiding his face behind his hands, but not denying 
anything. “Is Ashido behind me or something? Is this a prank?” 


“Oh no, we already talked with Mina! Her answers were...well, we learned a thing or two. 
Anyway, about your answers...that was not exactly conclusive, but moving on!” Tooru said with a 
flourish of her robe, “What would be your perfect first date?” Tooru’s voice was as sweet as usual, 
and it did a lot to dispel the mysterious atmosphere around the room. 


“IT don’t want to date anyone, but, if I absolutely had to , then uhhhh...dinner at a place they chose. 
Maybe some foreign food, I don’t know, perhaps Greek?’ Shinsou said, holding up his hands 
placatingly, “Good enough?” 


“Yep!” Tooru said, “We have tormented you enough for today!” 


“You said it would be a secret, Hagakure...so don’t tell people.” Shinsou added, sounding hurt and 
relieved at the same time. 


“Yes, of course, I can keep a secret, I’m a different kind of transparent haha!” Tooru said, with a 
giggle. “Besides, you didn’t really confirm anything so I can’t say anything!” Shinsou just huffed 
in annoyance and sat in silence, but, as the secret society grilled Kirishima on the inside scoop of 
what they had decided to dub as “KiriBaku”’. 


Kirishima was pretty open. He felt the relationship was more secure, that they had a deeper trust, 
and that they were happy. It had been all just a bump on the road, it seemed. 


Izuku didn’t know if he really liked that Bakugou’s apology had been born out of falling out with 
Kirishima. In his opinion, it was good that the apology had happened, and Bakugou had sounded 
genuine. But still, I’m not sure I like the fact that it was also to fix his relationship with someone 


else. Is that a selfish thought? Should I be more grateful to Kirishima? Should I have told him at 
some point that he should not have concerned himself with me and my experience? To leave it 
between Kacchan and I? Guess it is too late for that, and, in the end, everybody wins. 


But eventually they got bored with Kirishima. Setsuna seemed to think that the relationship was too 
stable and thus boring, Mineta was just in it for the drama, and Kendou was just happy that the two 
had survived a lover’s quarrel. Ibara was quite confused, as she hadn’t really noticed the 
relationship in the first place, as she spent very little time with class A and she was pretty clueless 
about relationships, herself. 


“Forgiveness and redemption are the cornerstone of a virtuous life! I’m happy for you!” Ibara said, 
looking rather awkward with so little to add to the conversation. Redemption? Oh, right, that’s a 
thing in her religion...I wonder, how much can they forgive? Could I ask...about Himiko? 


“Now! Izuku Midoriya, the one and only Deku...how ya doin’, hot stuff?” Setsuna said, winking at 
him so much that it looked like blinking. 


“T.... uhh...?m good?” 


“You’re looking good indeed...New hairstyle?” Izuku reached up to his hair, feeling an unsteady 
smile forming across his lips. It had been yet another week without a chance to cut his hair, and he 
had resorted to using a headband to keep it away from his eyes. 


“T...really need a haircut.” 


“You need someone to run their fingers all over it.” Setsuna replied, detaching both hands and 
wiggling her fingers dexterously. 


“T will do the first question before my classmate does something dumb.” Kendou said, enlarging 
her hand and capturing Setsuna’s menacingly advancing hands. “I’m confiscating these, 
meanwhile. So...have you ever kissed someone?” 


“Yes!” Izuku answered proudly. Though I can’t say it was Himiko... 


“Oh fuck...someone we know?” Monoma said, suddenly very interested, getting a little bit too 
close to Izuku. “Midoriya...this is juicy. I never imagined...Then again you’re one of the least 
bothersome class A members, so that might be why...” He trailed off, lost in thought. 


“N-no...I don’t think any of you know her.” 


“Oh.” Tooru said softly. “I guess that...” she spoke the name so softly that Izuku couldn’t hear it, 
“missed the chance for good now.” 


“So it wasn’t Hatsume?” Kendou asked, “You two are really close, right?” 
“We’re...just friends. It was someone else.” 


“Was she hot?’ was Mineta’s answer, grinning pervertedly. “What size were her ti...Okay, 
Shiozaki, I don’t want to go to hell so soon!” The Christian’s noble gaze had made Mineta cower 
behind his cushion. 


“She...is. I think...I think I like her.” J do like Himiko. But I don’t know if I should. Or if it would 
just hurt the two of us to accept it. 


“Oh my goddddd!!!” Tooru yelled, so loud that the little mystery that remained of the meeting was 


completely gone. “Tell us her name! Is she from Shiketsu? Ketsubutsu? A childhood friend? How 
did you meet? Is it a secret relationship? TELL US ALL, DEKU!” 


“Her name is To-” Izuku started answering before he realized just how close he had been to 
screwing up everything, spurred on by how proud he was of a kiss, of knowing somebody was in 
love with him. “Umm...Rumiko Togaru. But yes, it is a secret.” 


Izuku exchanged a glance with Shinsou. In a single gesture, a raised eyebrow, Shinsou said it all; 
‘Is this a thing? Do you trust this person? Are you bullshitting? If she hurts you, I will...’, his eyes 
hardening a moment later. Or at least that is what I guess he would say. 


“T don’t know if it is real, or what will happen, or if we will see each other again,” Izuku lied, “But 
that was it.” Mineta did his best to mimic some breasts and a question mark, in a combination of 
charades and hide and seek, hiding whenever Kendou, Kirishima or Ibara looked at him 
disapprovingly. 


“T guess we can respect your privacy,” Tooru said, “But how was the kiss?” 
“Very nice.” Izuku answered, looking away and feeling his entire face burning. 


“Midoriya, you are ADORABLE. But apparently also taken. That sucks.” Setsuna said, “Though 
we can still ask you hypothetical stuff!” 


“Yes, yes...this should be good.” Mineta added, rubbing his little hands together. As long as it 
doesn’t involve anything that might make me reveal anything about Himiko... 


“You were the guy that had that crazy stalker in the League of Villains, right? Toga? I asked 
Uraraka about how this Toga looked like and she sounded kinda hot, so...If Toga was like...a hero 
student, not a villain or anything...would you date her?” Fuck. They had to ask that. Setsuna 
grinned like a snake. 


“Yes!” Izuku answered, but he realized he had answered a bit too quickly, and they were all 
looking at him silently with puzzled expressions. “I mean...in that hypothetical situation...and if 
things were...yeah, no, I mean...maybe?” 


“IT don’t know, turning an enemy into a friend sounds really manly, anyone else think that?” 
Kirishima said, and everyone else remained silent. 


“Well that Toga question...that was an interesting answer.” Tooru said, trying to change the subject. 
“How about you, Midoriya? What would be a cool first date?” 


It was as if he had been preparing for that question all his life. His crushes in middle school, 
Uraraka, and now Himiko... “Go to a New Year’s festival together. Enjoy the food, the games, the 
cold and our warm hands. Watch the fireworks, get our fortunes told. Ask her if she would go on 
more dates with me and if we could be together the whole year!” 


He didn’t know what he expected when telling his most private relationship wish. Maybe for all in 
the gloomy room to cringe and tell him that he was a loser, a creep. He didn’t expect Tooru to 
squeal and say; “That is sooo cute! It sounds amazing! I hope you and this Rumiko person get to do 
that one day.” 


“Yeah, that sounds pretty sweet. You’d bone like animals right after, right?” Setsuna inquired, 
while still trying to release her hands from Kendou’s grasp. 


42? 


“Setsuna! They said about a first date, not the honeymoon of their wedding!” Ibara said, having 


pulled out a crucifix and wielding it at her friend's face. 


“T noticed you objected to the moment where they fuck, not the fucking! Ha ha ha!” Setsuna said, 
though her laughter was drowned by Kendou wrapping her enlarged free hand around Setsuna’s 
face. 


“Just shut up, you...you...you sinner!” Ibara said, and Izuku was glad that the attention was not 
upon him anymore. 


“Oh, that’s it! We shall ask you next, Ibara!” Tooru declared with a grand sweep of her sleeves, and 
the group turned towards the poor girl. Izuku had only seen such contrast of red and green on some 
premium quality tomatoes, how he looked in the mirror when he thought about Himiko, and Ibara's 
face right now. 


“Okay, Jesus Girl...Let’s go!” 


What followed were roughly ten minutes of Ibara turning from embarrassed and shy, to angry and 
vengeful, straight up capturing Mineta and Setsuna and hoisting them in the air with her hair, as she 
told them of the virtues of a person in love. Izuku thought her words were extremely romantic. All 
of that had ended up making Kendou and Monoma laugh till they were breathless. 


And it all gave Izuku an idea that he developed in his mind, even as Monoma was sharply 
questioned by everyone, who wanted to protect Pony Tsunotori from any perversions he might 
think up. J will ask Ibara about redemption. Surprisingly, the boy had spoken with an unexpected 
earnestness, and Izuku could tell that he really liked Pony, and that it was a far bigger priority in 
his life to make his American girlfriend happy than to fully pursue the (still rather important) A vs 
B feud. 


Eventually, even that little interview ended, and the Sacred Order of the Gossip let them leave. 
Shinsou left quickly, stating that he felt completely exhausted, but that he’d had fun. Izuku also 
noticed that he was looking all around him as he ran for the balconies, probably expecting Mina to 
appear from behind a shadow to tease him. 


With his friend gone and everyone leaving, Izuku approached Ibara. “Ummm...Shiozaki? Do you 
have a minute?” 


By now lIbara had regained her composure, and appeared calm as she spoke, “Of course, what can I 
help with?” 


“Your...your religion, it speaks of redemption, right? How does...how does it work?” J don’t need 
to know the inner workings of Christianity, I just want to ask if I can really...if I can really help 
Himiko have peace. 


“Tt does, Midoriya.” Ibara spoke softly. Everyone else was gone, and the dark hallway seemed full 
of mystery, completely unknown. “There is a rite called “confession”, where we tell a priest our 
sins. It is a vulnerable moment, a moment of trust. We have to open up, to say everything, because 
we could lie and the priest would never know, but we would know, and that would be bad in itself. 
The priest offers a moment of trust, an ear that listens but doesn’t judge. They have to keep it a 
secret. We humans make all sorts of mistakes, commit so many sins, and the priest is an 
intermediary, he absolves us in the name of the Father. As long as one repents of their sins, one can 
be redeemed, forgiven. The Lord loves us, Midoriya, but we have to do our best, you know? 
Praying five times may be what the priest commands, but to really get over a sin, that is up to us. 
Amends, moving on, promising to never commit that sin again...all up to us. Is this...about 
someone you know? Maybe someone close?” 


“Yes. My...friend, did many bad things. But they are not a monster. I think that she...I mean, that 
they have good in them, that they could be a good person, an amazing person. I just... have come 
to care for them very much and... want to help them. Whatever it takes.” Izuku held his breath, 
waiting for an answer. 


“That...that is a passionate answer, Midoriya. Your friend is lucky, even if they are a sinner. A 
good person to guide us to the Lord’s path is never unwelcome. If they truly repent, they shall be 
saved. But the Lord’s forgiveness doesn’t absolve one from the law, okay?” Ibara’s eyes were sad 
as she spoke, as if she understood a lot more than she let on. 


“T...[ know. Thanks, Shiozaki. This...this gives me some peace.” 


“Good. You might not be a believer, but this...sounds like a worthy cause, Midoriya.” Ibara smiled 
and started to leave, but she turned back, and said, “I hope both you and this person will be blessed 
with both forgiveness and happiness one day.” 


Izuku just waved back, but he didn’t speak. J hope so too. For Himiko’s sake, and my own. 


Hitoshi Shinsou wasn’t sure at what time he had slept. After that stupid gossip thing with Izuku, he 
had wandered around, half heartedly attempting to sneak out and go to his dorm. But surprisingly, 
he still had not been completely exhausted. It was strange, to have that extra tidbit of social energy, 
but there he had been, not yet wanting to leave. 


For once, Ashido had not been as annoying, even when she had joked about going to the movies or 
to get dinner or to go dancing. As if, Why would she even invite someone as dull as me? Someone 
who actively doesn’t want to go anyway? Just to pester me? At least she said “just kidding” for 
some of them. 


He would have been lying if he had said he had not enjoyed the little sleepover. He had quite liked 
it, in a way. And then it had ended, with him still having energy for one more conversation or one 
more game, something. 


Or maybe it was just plain old insomnia, his oldest friend. He could have seeked out Izuku again, 
but his friend’s head was on the clouds. The person he had mentioned in the secret society 
meeting, this “Togaru”...that was clearly an alias. But there were some boundaries that Shinsou 
perceived, invisible barriers that he would not cross, not when crossing them could maybe hurt his 
friend. 


And friends they were. Izuku knew how to enjoy silence, how to give space. How to listen, when 
to give advice. And the few hugs Shinsou had allowed, he had seen that Izuku could transmit such 
comfort through his actions, such kindness. It seemed like he hugged every time as if to make up 
for fifteen years of being unloved. 


Shinsou was not used to such contact. Even when he had explained his Quirk thoroughly, people 
had always believed that he was hiding something, and that touching him would give their minds to 
him. No amount of explaining could have dispelled that fear. And the few people that had given 
him the touch he had craved...had abused his trust. Used him for his power. Made his life hell. 


All of that was in the past, but it was still difficult to trust a friend’s touch. 


Shinsou wandered the dorms of class 2A. The hallways were not quiet, not truly. There was still 
music in some rooms, the sound of laughter, and the sounds of more...intimate stuff. That explains 
the extra Sex Ed classes, the condom stands everywhere and the contraceptives, huh? He hurried 
away, before he could recognize anyone’s voice. 


He walked out of a balcony, where he met Bakugou, his hair disheveled and his breath ragged. If 
you weren’t such a healthy bastard, you’d be having an after sex cigarette, wouldn’t you? 


Shinsou didn’t greet Bakugou, and wasn’t greeted either. They both just leaned on the railing, 
watching out into the UA grounds. A cloud parted, and the moonlight gleamed into a small lake in 
the park area, by Ground Beta, reflecting the moon in the water’s calm ripples. It was a very nice 
night, not too cold anymore, probably because of that weather bomb typhoon fucking up the wind 
patterns for a few more days. 


Spring would begin soon enough. There would be cherry trees, spring rolls, allergies...all that good 
stuff. The state of emergency, declared because of All for One, was getting more and more relaxed. 
Izuku was part of the counterattack, and Shinsou was sure that his friend would win. Or maybe 
they’d all die in a fiery hell, because some potato faced asshole had killed Izuku and gone for them 
all now. But whatever happened, Shinsou thought that Izuku’s hands were safe ones for such a 
burden. 


Beside Shinsou, Bakugou was deep in thought. As annoying and sometimes detestable as Shinsou 
found Bakugou, he had to admit that it was alright when he had his mouth shut like that. When the 
blonde finally left, with a big sigh, Shinsou couldn’t help but smile; it was the best non- 
conversation the two had ever shared. What a lovely thing. 


But to be alone in the moonlight, a soft wind caressing the skin of his face, just invited trouble. He 
was prone to overthinking every single little thing, and invariably it would feed his self doubt, chip 
away at the self worth he worked so hard to keep. 


Or maybe he’d start thinking weird things. Like how it would be like to share that moonlit vista 
with a good friend, like Izuku, Mei or Neito. Or how annoying and loud it could get with someone 
like Mina Ashido. Ashido...he guessed that she was in his mind so much, because she was always 
teasing him, on and on, finding new ways of getting under his skin or just plain old being 
extremely loud right at his ear. 


But what if she wasn’t yelling at me about going over to watch some meme video, or trying to make 
me upset with words or poking me? What if she was just here with me, and we could both enjoy 
this? What if we liked each other? He shook his head; clearly his mind was in the gutter, and he 
should go to sleep, or at least try. He left the balcony, turning back for the common room. 


A lot of people were sleeping in the common area. He saw lida, Uraraka, Tokoyami and Tsuyu 
close together. You even sleep squarely, lida, it would even be adorable if you hadn’t left your 
glasses on, dumbass. With some care, Shinsou removed the glasses and placed them next to the 
sleeping Ingenium. Took more care in closing up Uraraka’s covers than on where you’d sleep, 
huh? As nice as ever. 


Even if they weren’t particularly close, lida had always been welcoming and friendly towards 
Shinsou, and for that alone, he felt he could trust him. lida was decent, diligent and honest, 
hopefully he’d be honest with himself about his very obvious feelings soon. 


Shinsou left those friends, quietly prowling the large hall; what use was Aizawa’s training if he 
woke up random students, anyway? The air was warm and stuffy, and the carpet on the floor made 
it so inviting. He didn’t need a blanket, not for warmth, as everyone’s presence heated the place 


already. But he was used to sleeping with covers, and thus he kept searching. Maybe Mei has one? 


Mei Hatsume was huddled into a corner, snoring rather loudly. Shinsou was used to it, from those 
naps that Izuku had forced them all to take. He found the sound alright, but he assumed it was only 
because Mei was his friend, and that he’d give anyone else some shit about it, telling them they 
snored like a bear or something. She was bundled in a sleeping bag with her own logo, from the 
time when she had made survival gear for her crew. Shinsou had been gifted a down jacket from 
that small project; even though it was made in a rather dull orange colour, it was just about the 
best winter jacket he had. 


Shinsou had half assumed Izuku would have been somewhere around Mei. They were closer than 
some couples he had seen, there was a deep trust there...and while Shinsou tolerated Mei’s snoring, 
Izuku seemed to like it. He was weird like that. 


But instead, there was a small helicopter drone with a light woolen blanket bundled and tied to the 
drone’s underside, as well as a sticky note that said, “Blanket for rent! Give Hatsume Industries 
500 yen to use!” Mei you can’t stop business even while asleep, you annoying madwoman... 


He took out of his wallet a crumpled 500 yen note, straightened it and tucked it into a small cloth 
pouch on the drone’s upper side, that had “Cash Payment Baby!” embroidered on it, and he 
retrieved the blanket. He found a corner to lay down at, and within seconds he was asleep. 


Until he woke up with a start. Someone had tried sneaking around, clumsily, though not out of a 
lack of agility, rather of awareness, and had stepped on Tsuyu, who had let out a muffled cry, 
“Oww, kero, you stepped on me, go away!” 


Shinsou opened his eyes and rolled them immediately. It was Ashido, and she had carton of eggs 
on hand. She seemed to have rushed over to somewhere and be returning to the common area, to 
the kitchen and... 


Shinsou smelled some bacon starting to burn, and he rushed off to turn off the fire. Ashido joined 
him in a flash, cradling the eggs almost protectively. 


“Thanks!!!” she whispered, so loudly that it was a miracle that nobody else woke up. 


“What is going on? Why was this on when nobody was around?” Shinsou asked, looking at the 
charred bacon with despair. 


“T noticed there were no eggs, so I ran to get some...I forgot the oven! Oops!” Ashido replied, 
giggling. “Thanks for turning it off, I think we didn’t wake up anyone!” 


“You’re...making breakfast for everyone?” Shinsou’s tired mind had finally connected the dots. 
“Yes! ’m not the best-” 


“Clearly” Shinsou interrupted, so Ashido pouted at him, making her cheeks look all round and 
dumb and adorable. 


“Hey! Anyway...you’re awake. Can you cook?” Shinsou shook his head. “Me neither. Let's do our 
best!” 


Shinsou guessed the others would appreciate it, so he was okay with it. And Ashido was trying to 
be sneaky, which was a good thing. But she was in some pyjama shorts, which was a very bad 
thing. Don’t you look, Hitoshi Shinsou. You are not a perv like Mineta. You value every person 
equally, and only treat them different if they are goddamn annoying. Right. She’s not your type, 


you don’t have a type, you don’t want anything with anyone. The fact that she is objectively cute 
means nothing at all. 


It was surprisingly fun. They followed the recipe while keeping noise and smell down, as much as 
possible, so as not to wake up anyone else. Eventually, the nice smell would do the waking. It was 
about 7 a.m., so the others were enjoying their well earned rest. Shinsou even found himself 
smiling at what Ashido said, once or twice. Nobody stirred, until someone did, leaving as stealthily 
as possible, already dressed and with a backpack. 


“Was that...Midoriya?” Ashido asked. 


“Yeah. He seemed in a hurry.” Shinsou said, before shrugging. It would be easier to make 
omelettes for just 41 students instead of 42. 


Chapter End Notes 


Thanks for reading! 


Buses and Burgers 


Chapter Notes 


Himiko Toga is going home, and she is not going alone. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


The bus stop was empty. He was not yet there. 


Was Himiko Toga lucky? Or had she pushed too far? Had it been asking too much? Her past was 
vague, hidden in mist, her closest memories just pain, violence, and lashing out. She could almost 
taste the blood of that girl, feel the caution she had taken to not sting her tongue on any wood 
splinters. The makeshift stake was meant for her, but she had learned a valuable lesson that day: 
violence and action could overcome size, numbers, everything. 


A broom broken by her bullies had become her first blade. 


She wasn't quite sure why her thoughts had turned to that, but she shook her head to clear them. 
She had to keep her hopes up. He would be there, any minute now. 


He would help her find her past, find her family, confront them. She had no idea how they would 
treat her, how she would react, but Izuku would hold her back in case anything bad happened. 


Toga trusted him. Izuku had trusted her, it was a good beginning. And now he offered some 
closure, to help her settle all affairs before being locked up for good. 


But where the fuck was he? It was already 7:10 am, and the bus to Shizuoka would leave at 
7:35...Toga didn't want to leave without him. 


Toga took a deep breath, trying to calm down. She focused on what she could feel, what she could 
see. The facemask was itchy. It was made of cloth, more for fashion than any true protection 
against germs or diseases, and, after a couple of hours of wearing it, it had started to hurt her ears, 
the elastic bands holding it cutting into the tender flesh of her upper ears. They were sensitive ears, 
both inside and out, and she had to admit she daydreamed sometimes about Izuku caressing them 
delicately. 


For a boy with such rough hands, he had the gentlest, most careful touch. Toga missed him a lot, 
even if it had been just a week since they had last seen each other. She had seen him, of course, in 
minor news reports of villain arrests. She had seen him in targeted ads on her phone, which she 
guessed she had Hatsume to thank for, and he was just so perfect... 


Unlike the day. Bleak, cloudy, with hints that it would rain. The typhoon had fucked the 
environment and still carried some rains out of season, but at least she was dressed enough for the 
occasion, with a plastic poncho in a handbag she had “acquired”, when a very irresponsible lady 
had left her second story window unlocked while at the kitchen... 


Toga had become a thief again, and she was unrepentant. It was for her continued survival; she 
needed clothes, she needed money, and she had been too proud to ask Izuku for any money when 
they had last met. A part of her assumed that he would turn a blind eye if she wasn’t acquiring the 


stuff violently; it wasn’t exactly a victimless crime, but she wasn’t hurting anyone! 


A woman had a handbag stolen from her home, a couple laundromats had been raided, and a 
couple wallets had been picked from pockets, and Toga had been able to survive comfortably, 
discreetly. She slept every day in a new hideout, trying her luck at homeless shelters, abandoned 
buildings, closed off warehouses and even behind some dumpsters. She had been lucky. 


But now, she feared her luck was about to run out. She had an address, for the Toga family, in 
Shizuoka. She had checked the place on her phone’s map app, and it looked like a good 
neighborhood, and there was a recent model sedan car on the driveway. It was all hopeful...but 
Izuku hadn’t arrived yet. 


Will he break his promise? Will he not come with me? Izu-Izu, where are you? You’re ten minutes 
late... 


“Himiko!” Izuku’s voice called from Toga’s side, a happy grin on his face. He was dressed in a 
dark blue jacket, dark jeans and his red shoes, and wore a scarf in the colours of All Might’s suit, 
and he had his hair tied up in a very messy bun, that let curly strands loose all over. Fucking hell, 
that looks so fluffy! 


“Tzu-Izu!” Toga said, rushing up to meet him. She moved in to hug him, but she noticed he had a 
brown paper bag in hand that was radiating steam. Breakfast? A hug as forceful, as energetic as the 
one Toga just stopped herself from giving would have thrown the bag to the floor. Instead she 
reached out with her hands and cupped his cheeks. 


Toga hadn’t realized how cold her hands must have been, as Izuku visibly shivered at the contact. 
But his cheeks were warm and ruddy, and turning even redder as Toga touched them. Yeah, that is 
just where my hands belong. Touching you. 


“T’m sorry that I’m late.” Izuku said, his eyes caught in Toga’s. As shy as he was, he did his best to 
look her in the eye, to make her feel like she was the only one there, the only one that mattered. 
Even if they had met most times when being literally alone together, Toga imagined that he’d 
make her feel special even in a crowd of his friends. Like that will ever happen... “But I stopped 
for some meat buns!” 


Izuku fished one and Toga took it in her hands, blowing on it as it was piping hot. It smelled of 
savory meat, expertly seasoned, and she was sure that it was freshly baked. His fingers brushed 
against the back of Toga’s hand, so briefly, but she could tell from how red he was becoming that it 
had been on purpose. 


“Oh look, there is the bus! We made it!” Izuku said, pointing at the vehicle in question. There were 
cheap buses connecting Musutafu, in the suburban outskirts of Tokyo, to Shizuoka, the nearest 
city. Toga had no memories of Shizuoka, she had only visited it a couple weeks earlier when 
escaping the heroes, and she had used it as a place to switch trains. The image of Mt. Lady 
charging at her and Kamui Woods covered in flames wasn’t a particularly happy memory she 
wished to recall. 


The bus was a rural coach service that Toga had found. After the last ambush on the train she 
preferred a quieter method of travel, and there was nothing quite as discreet as a countryside bus 
where people could come and go at every stop. It would give them an option to bail safely and 
regroup, if needed. 


At 7.30 in the morning, the bus was almost empty. A mousy old woman sat in a seat at the front, 
and a middle aged man in workman’s clothes was napping a few seats back, cradling a doll in his 


rough hands, likely a gift for his child. As Toga and Izuku paid their fare, climbed aboard and 
secured seats in the back, she noticed that the doll was a rather accurate Miruko action figure. 


Back in Tartarus, the Rabbit Hero had been toying with her, pulling every punch. Like an idiot. 
And Toga had made her pay; for every bruise she had, for every inch of her skin that had turned 
purple and green and gross, Miruko had a new scar on those buff biceps of hers, and those enviable 
legs. I cut her good, I made her regret it. I let out all my anger on her, and she took it all... It was a 
miracle that Toga had survived. She had seen Miruko go all out on news reports, how villains 
much stronger than Toga had been split in two by a kick, how some had ended up with their heads 
pulverized. 


Miruko had expected an easy fight, had gotten more that she had bargained for, and Toga had 
survived. Good. If they underestimate me, they’ll get stabbed, as simple as that. 


They buckled on their seatbelts and tried getting as comfortable as possible, as it would be a long 
ride, at least 3 hours long, and much longer if they took many stops. Once settled, they started 
eating their meat buns, trying not to fill their seats with crumbs. By then the fresh baked buns were 
cool enough to bite with gusto, and Toga took big mouthfuls, which Izuku watched with a tiny, 
amused grin. 


“Himiko, that bun is going nowhere! You don’t need to hurry so much!” Izuku said, laughing 
softly. Toga decided not to answer and take another huge bite instead. “Wait...were you that 
hungry? Have you not been eating well?” he asked, his face full of concern. 


Toga raised up a finger, telling him wordlessly to wait a second. “Thanks for asking, I have been 
okay! I uhh... found some money and bought myself a few nice things to eat this week!” Toga said 
with a wink. Izuku seemed just as eager to overlook her petty theft, as long as she was keeping 
healthy. You have NO RIGHT having eyes that kind, Izuku. Keep worrying like that for me and I 
swear I will go mug a married person just to have a ring and propose to you. Don’t you try me! 


She smiled. They were so close together...it was blissful. How could she not love him? How could 
no one else see what they were missing? Why had nobody else done anything yet to make Izuku 
see his worth as a partner, and not just as a future hero? Their loss, my gain. 


The bus lurched forward, the engine almost stalling as the driver missed a shift. The entire vehicle 
seemed to creak as the driver managed to get it back on track, cursing softly. By his accent, Toga 
could tell that he was from the North, perhaps one of the cities in Hokkaido. Within minutes, 
Musutafu was rolling past and they were moving to the highway. Soon they would turn towards 
Mount Fuji and to Shizuoka. 


“Have you been to Shizuoka, Himiko?” Izuku asked casually, about twenty minutes into the 
journey. The suburbs were now much more scattered, and the air was much fresher through the 
driver’s open window. By then, they had both devoured their meat buns and drank the bottles of 
juice that Izuku had also bought at the convenience store. He had been extremely thoughtful and 
nice, and had bought Toga a pomegranate flavoured juice! 


“Yeah, one time. Not exactly a vacation.” Toga said, shuddering. 


“That is how you got to Okinawa?” Izuku asked. Toga nodded, and Izuku gave her a knowing look, 
one that said he wouldn’t ask about it unless she wished to talk. “I was born in Shizuoka, you 
know? The uhh, the prefecture, not really the city. A little hospital in this town called Shimada. 
Then we moved to Tokyo, to Musutafu, and we stayed there ever since.” 


Toga knew about it, of course. The League had a copy of his birth certificate, and Toga had studied 


it fervently. But to hear him speak about it was completely different. He wasn’t nostalgic about it, 
his voice was neutral. At most, he seemed a bit excited that they might share a birthplace. 


But Toga was a bit more apprehensive. There was something about it all that bugged her. The 
whole situation with finding the Togas...it felt too easy . She had tracked down much more difficult 
stuff for the League, there was no way it could be so simple for something as big as her lost family. 
Maybe they had never been truly lost, just never bothered to look for her. 


Maybe she couldn’t remember them because of a concussion, or some sort of brain damage. That 
was her fear now, that everything about her home seemed perfectly normal. Instinctively, she 
reached for her scalp, feeling around. Dumbass, it’s not like I’d still have a bump from hitting my 
head years ago at the boarding school, right? 


But Izuku noticed, and Toga suddenly had a brilliant idea. “I think I have a lump on my head, can 
you help me find it and scratch it? It could be a mosquito or a spider bite, not sure.” Izuku 
wouldn’t find anything, but it was a good excuse for him to play with her hair, and a dark grin 
flashed across her face as Izuku dutifully started running his fingers through her golden locks. 


It was heaven. Her scalp felt so sensitive under his touch and he was so careful...Toga let out a sigh 
that made her immediately straighten up and look around, to see if anyone else might have 
misinterpreted it. Both teenagers exchanged a glance, Izuku looking bashful but happy, Toga about 
to burst with how fun it was to share a little secret, to be so close. 


“T’ll cover my mouth, I guess, but keep playing with my hair.” Toga said, undoing the big bun she 
had bunched her hair into. It had been a departure from the usual style, but it helped to be better 
hidden, especially if she would be using her own face. The rest of her clothes were extremely 
nondescript; jeans, boots, a jacket over a hoodie, all in drab colours. Not too cute, but not 
noticeable either. 


In the privacy of their bus seats, she had taken off the face mask. She wanted Izuku to see her face, 
to see the true Himiko Toga. She had been looking for that feeling for so long. So damn long. But 
now, she felt it, she truly did. Izuku saw her for who she was, truthfully, completely. And he saw 
some good there. She would prove him right. Even if it meant going willingly to jail. 


Izuku kept brushing her hair, his fingers surprisingly nimble and precise. At one point, he found a 
rather enjoyable spot and Toga motioned with her hands for him to scratch there, and she closed her 
eyes, just focusing on how nice it felt. It was great, and slowly Toga cuddled up more and more 
into his space. 


If Izuku was uncomfortable, he did his best not to show it. But his breath was quicker, as was his 
heartbeat, that Toga could feel now that she had her back pressed against his chest. And goddamn 
was he warm and inviting. 


But even this comfort, even this bliss, had to stop, as the arm rest that Toga had moved aside to 
cuddle in was now digging against her shoulder blade, rather painfully, and every bump on the 
road made her wince in discomfort. With the impossibility of being that close, she settled for 
laying her head against Izuku’s shoulder. 


Toga knew it was too fast for such a thing. All the romance manga she had devoured to feed her 
daydreams would never have characters falling asleep on each other’s shoulder until at least the 
school trip arc, and that always happened in the summer, or in the fall; at that point the couple that 
wasn’t yet a couple were already well acquainted and it was a sweet moment, not a creepy one! 


But time felt strange with Izuku. She rushed out of fear of missing out, and the next moment she 


was alone, Toga half regretted it. But her better half was happy for taking risks. She could very 
well die any day, and she’d die happier with every moment with Izuku in her mind. Though she 
guessed her death would be quicker, messier and leave her no time to think, regret or anything. 


“Ummm Himiko...I had a question?” Izuku asked out of the blue. Toga felt his voice vibrate when 
he spoke, and it was such a pleasant feeling that she only nuzzled closer and more comfortably on 
his shoulder. 


“Yeah?” What are you gonna ask? Is it if I love you? I do! I really do! 


“How did you find me, the other day? When I went to our warehouse and was so upset?” he asked, 
gently but with a clear concern. He thinks I was stalking him the entire day, is it? Would he be 
creeped out if I admitted I did stalk him from the moment I saw him at the UA train station? 


“T saw you walking this way and thought I would give you some space but...I got worried and I 
followed you. I really only approached when I saw you went to the roof. You’ve helped me, I 
wanted to...[ wanted to help you, too.” Toga said, feeling a bit awkward admitting it. guess I 
didn’t word it in the worst way possible, so well done, Himiko Toga! You were not as creepy as 
possible! 


“That uh...that makes sense.” Izuku said, “I’m really thankful we talked, you know? I feel like 
I...like it really helped me. Thank you, Himiko!” 


“What will we do once we get there? We’ll likely arrive by 11, and I don’t know jack shit about 
the area, doing a proper looksie at the place would take the whole day...” Toga mused aloud, 
wanting to change the subject, while making herself comfortable on Izuku’s shoulder. He really 
was the perfect height for her to rest her head like that, not too tall, and with just the right amount 
of shoulder muscle to really have a good rest! 


“T don’t really know the area too well. My grandparents live in Shimada but we didn’t really visit 
them that much. They are from my dad’s side and...[ don’t think he was the favorite child. I wasn’t 
the favorite grandkid, either. Mom didn’t really have a lot of reasons to visit them.” Izuku 
shrugged. “Pll find us a place to eat and rest a bit, that is close by, and then we’ll go? If they 
decide to talk with us we can stay for dinner and return on the evening bus!” Izuku said, before 
rambling on, muttering about different options as he looked for a place to eat on his phone. 


He sat on the aisle seat, instinctively. Toga knew it was to protect her from people noticing her. 
And now that he was using his phone, it made even more sense; if he had been on the window 
seat, Toga would have been leaning on his right arm! 


They didn’t talk too much on the journey. Toga watched the countryside roll on and on, the houses 
changing, the mountains and hills going by. She followed an electricity cable with her gaze, 
imagining that a tiny ninja was running along it, perfectly balanced, sprinting as fast as the bus 
went. The little runner she imagined was dressed like the Hero Killer Stain, but he had Izuku’s 
face. And a really cute butt that jiggled as he ran. 


The hours passed slowly, but Toga wasn’t bored. She was alright with living in the moment, letting 
her five senses enjoy: how real Izuku felt as she snuggled up to him; the taste and scent of the meat 
buns they had eaten, still lingering in the tongue and nose, as well as the crisp scent of cologne, 
that made her realize that Izuku really had prepared to meet her, almost as if it was a date; the sight 
of the road beside her; the quiet sound of the bus driving fast and of Izuku’s soft, rhythmic 
breathing. 


The bus stopped a total of seven times, and each stop took about six minutes, so they arrived in 


Shizuoka at 11.35, pretty close to their estimate. In the city they took a taxi, and in the back, Izuku 
explained that he had found a fast food restaurant just a block or two away from the Toga house, 
that looked clean and had pretty big windows. He’s already thinking of looking at this place 
carefully, just like I would do. It is basic recon, do they teach that in hero school? Oh Izuku, it 
would be so heavenly to stalk a target with you by my side...and then kill them. So much blood! 


The taxi driver was particularly silent, for which they were both grateful, and only when they got 
down the cab did he reveal why; his Quirk made his voice sound extremely low, and he couldn’t 
quite communicate with people except via text or sign language. 


Toga could empathize with a Quirk that made a life difficult. It was her first instinct to give the 
man a tip, which he was grateful for. Izuku doubled the amount, and the man quickly scribbled in a 
notepad that he wished “the young couple” for good luck at Shizuoka. Izuku’s shaky, embarrassed 
smile was priceless, but the fact that he made no move to correct the man was even better. 


The restaurant they had been dropped at was an American food chain that Izuku seemed somewhat 
knowledgeable about. Toga knew next to nothing, and saw it objectively; a white and orange 
colour scheme, a big stylized W as the logo, half the burgers being themed after Texas... 
“Whataburger.” Toga said. The English felt familiar in her lips, even if she had no memory of 
learning the language. 


“Yes! They recently became popular because they sponsored the number one hero in the US, Texas 
Sized! He has a size change Quirk, and he has a theme about Paul Bunyan, some sort of folk hero 
from American myths! He is no All Might, of course not, but he seems cool...I wonder if I can meet 
him one day?” Izuku said, with the same joy he always had when speaking about heroes. His 
passion truly moved Toga. 


“The house should be over there.” Toga said, looking down the street without acknowledging it 
overtly, exchanging a glance with Izuku. He nodded and pointed at a table that looked to have the 
right view to quietly survey the house. And even better, that table was a booth and the seats looked 
puffy and soft and comfy. 


“Burgers it is then, Izu-Izu!” Toga declared with a grin, examining the menu. Double meat burger, 
triple meat, fries, bacon everything, sodas, shakes...looks delicious. 


“Herro, howa arrr yuuu?” The cashier’s attempt at speaking English was completely adorable. She 
was a short girl, a few years older than them and her greeting was really enthusiastic. Either it is 
her first few days on the job or she has optimism to spare. Her Quirk apparently had to do with twin 
dimples on her cheeks that switched from green to yellow to red, but she wasn’t sure what it could 
do. Brown eyes, black hair, a couple teeth a bit crooked. 


“Hi! Good day!” Izuku said, his simple politeness a helluva lot cuter than the cashier’s. “Himiko, 
do you wanna order first?” Oh fuck, shit, shit! FUCK! You can’t just be such a perfect gentleman 
without giving me a warning...and I could get used to it! 


“Yeah, sure! [’ll have a double Whataburger with no pickles, in a medium combo, with a root 
beer!” 


“T’ll have the same!” Izuku said, “I want to see what your taste in food is, Himiko.” That last he had 
said in a quiet tone, so only Toga would hear. That is so sweet, I love you so much, Izu-Izu. 


The cashier gave them a plastic triangle, embossed with a big red “21” on it, that they placed on the 
edge of the glossy white plastic table. The booths were made of fake grey leather, and they looked 
quite old fashioned, as well as nice to seat at. 


“Tt is right there. I can see the number at the door, I can see the car parked, just like in the maps. 
Looks like there’s even a welcome mat...It’s strange, isn’t it?” Toga said, as they waited for the 
food. Izuku was looking out the window as well, frowning. 


“The car on the house next to it...it feels familiar. I’m sure I’ve seen one like it.” Izuku pondered 
quietly, pointing at a dark blue SUV. It was dirty, from the morning dew drying on top of it, and 
the dust showed that some big decals had been removed from the doors. 


“Tt had stickers on the doors earlier today...” Toga pointed out. Some kind of taxi? A company car, 
but for what company? 


“Beside it, I don’t see many cars, Himiko. It will be quiet around there.” His voice was guarded, 
his eyes narrow. “It looks like a nice place to live and the weather isn’t too bad...why aren’t there 
kids out playing? Why isn’t there some kid showing off their Quirk, or a football game in the 
street? The cul-de-sac is just a bit further...” Izuku frowned a bit harder, thinking deeply. 


“Either my family lives in a weird place...” Toga couldn’t finish, as she heard a waiter start 
walking their way. He arrived a few seconds later with their food tray, their burgers filling the air 
with a mouthwatering scent. Toga waited until the employee left, eyeing him suspiciously until he 
was well out of earshot. “Or there could be something weird going on.” 


Izuku nodded, keeping an eye on the target house even as he ate his burger. He smiled as he ate, 
enjoying the burger that Toga had chosen. Toga ate her own, her focus split threefold; the meal, 
the house, her love...He made such funny faces as he ate, his cheeks chubby with food, that look of 
concentration as he tried to see if anything moved at the house...He was very cute. The kind of cute 
that makes one want to hug until the cute thing explodes. 


The hamburgers were great, perhaps the best that Toga had ever had. It was undeniably a date 
now; eating at a restaurant was about the date-est thing possible. That or going to a movie, or to a 
festival. It was unlikely that they would find a proper festival, like a New Years’ festival, with 
games and yukatas and fortune telling in February... 


Fuck. 


Toga had forgotten Valentine’s Day. It was a disadvantage of living with nobody to watch her 
back, days just blurred into each other... “Izu-Izu! What day is it?” 


“February 9th, why do you ask?” Izuku answered between sips of his drink. 


“Oh! Umm...Nothing in particular.” Can I make chocolate for him? Can I find a kitchen for it? 
Maybe...if I add my blood to it, he would know that I’m his as much as he is MINE? No, that'd be 
kinda unsanitary...and it probably doesn’t taste good for him. Maybe my blood tastes like coppery 
water to him too? I know that is the reason I never have wanted to drink my own blood, it doesn’t 
serve any purpose! No, it shall be just chocolate. 


“Wait...” Izuku said, stopping the fires he had in his fingers from reaching his mouth, as he moved 
closer to the window. Umm...it was just a cat. Nothing important. Sorry.” He laughed awkwardly 
and rubbed the back of his neck...inadvertently getting his neck full of the ketchup on the fries he 
was holding. 


“Tzu-Izu, you dummy...hold still a second.” Toga said with a grin. She got up, shooting a glance at 
Izuku that cautioned him to stay right there, and she moved just a bit behind him. Goddamn I’m 
evil... With a quick little kiss, she found the ketchup, and with a little lick, she cleaned Izuku’s 
neck. 


The poor boy was completely overwhelmed. At the same time, the hair on the back of his neck 
stood on end, he flailed his arms and legs uncontrollably, trying to get away and get his balance 
back, and his face showed such a shock... “Tasty ketchup!” Toga said, licking her lips smugly. 


“Wha...what...what just happened?” Izuku said, after about a minute of staring at Toga, wide eyed 
and mouth agape. 


“T found out your neck’s sensitive.” Toga said, with a casual shrug and a light laugh. 


“That... mean...it felt...nice?” Izuku said, as he progressively hid more and more behind the napkin 
dispenser, so instead of Izuku’s handsome face, she saw that there were large fries on discount. But 
it was a definite win. She had made him feel nice! Maybe it had been a bit much, but with the 
knowledge, maybe now she could give him a neck massage or something! 


“Do you...[zu-Izu, why don’t you tell me about your week? Or something fun you’ ve done?” Toga 
asked, wanting a bit of conversation. Silence had been comfortable in the bus, but now, she felt like 
talking, and they both chatted away as they finished their tasty meal. Izuku even bought ice cream 
for them! DOES IT GET MORE DATE-ISH THAN THIS? 


But Toga felt like they were both stalling for time. They had to go to the house and confront the 
Togas. She didn’t know what to expect, but she had a feeling that she’d end up yelling at them. Tell 
them to fuck off, that they had failed her, had abandoned her completely. To cry and hug them and 
ask for them to tell her that everything would be okay. 


She wanted a family, she realized. She longed for one. A dad that would hug her, a mom that 
would sing lullabies, a brother to talk with. A family that would welcome Izuku as one of them, 
who would be proud of Toga, who would support her being her girlfriend. A family who would 
accept her...But these people might not be that, not ever. 


“Will we go now? I feel ready.” Toga said, and Izuku looked alarmed. His eyes grew wider, then 
narrow, looking at the house and the cars. 


“T...1 feel something is not okay. I will...1 will go check it out. Pll be okay, at most it will be 
awkward, but...’m going to go check out the place.” Izuku said, doubt turning to determination in 
his face. It made sense; in case something strange was afoot, he was not a wanted person. 


What if they betray me to the police? What if they say Izuku is my accomplice? He...he technically 
iS... 


Izuku reached for her hand, and lightly pulled. Toga took a step forward, so close...and Izuku gave 
her a quick, innocent kiss on the cheek. She was as shocked as he had been just moments before, 
her brain a mess; joy, excitement, a bit of fear, love, love, love! So much love! 
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No home, no past 


Chapter Notes 


This time, Izuku and Toga find out the truth in Shizuoka. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Izuku could feel something wrong. He was sure he had seen the SUV parked right next to the 
house they believed was owned by Himiko’s family. But where? What parking lot? When? Was it 
at UA? Maybe...the Sports Festival? I can’t remember... 


He was completely switched on the moment he walked out the restaurant’s door. Every step was 
deliberate, his gaze looking around carefully. The suburb was quiet, too quiet, and mostly empty. 
The cars he did see were not flashy. There was no one walking around. Himiko’s parents betrayed 
her. It has to be, right? They would know their daughter is a fugitive, they would definitely tell 
heroes or the police. 


Or maybe they are normal people. Normal, but not particularly good people. To abandon their 
daughter like they have, not reaching out even once...It is cruel. We need our parents, we need to 
have their support, if they don’t care... Izuku frowned, realizing how he was projecting his own 
issues with his father onto Himiko’s nonexistent relationship with her parents. 


He saw some people walking around as he moved closer to the house, a young adult couple, maybe 
in their mid 20’s. They were both tall, fit and dressed with polo shirts and jeans. Their shirts were 
tucked into the pants, which made them look like they were older. Their faces seemed a bit too 
disciplined as well. Off duty cops? Izuku made a mental note to keep an eye out for them, and kept 
on walking. 


If he discounted the eerie feeling he felt, it was a suburb like any other, just like the one in 
Musutafu where he lived. The houses had neat lawns, well kept driveways and the gates of each 
house were kept prim and proper, the fences all painted white. It was a very nice place to live. But 
why isn’t anyone living? Are they indoors for a reason? Are they gone? 


The Toga house had no outer gate, so Izuku walked right up to the door. It was two stories tall, and 
completely, utterly suburban. Izuku was pretty sure that the backyard had a grill and some lawn 
chairs, to spend a hot summer day at the garden. He pushed down an intrusive thought of sharing a 
beer one day with a man who looked just like Himiko and who smiled at him approvingly. Jf they 
hate her, I don't want her dad liking me in any way whatsoever. 


He couldn’t peer at the car next door without going back out the driveway, and he was sure that the 
house’s occupants would see him if he did. He had made a mistake, rushing to the door, and would 
not be able to confirm his theory. 


Izuku stilled himself to ring the doorbell. The circumstances were bizzarre, yes, but, objectively, he 
was about to ring the doorbell at a girl’s house! That itself excited him, and made him afraid. Not 
that he particularly cared if Himiko’s parents hated him; if they had forsaken her, Izuku did not 
care for their opinions. 


His finger pressed the small plastic knob, and he heard the bell’s chime, ringing somewhere inside. 


He quickly checked his hair and appearance in his reflection on the brass doorknob, and was 
satisfied that his hair looked somewhat decent and he didn’t have anything on his face; that 
ketchup Himiko had removed from his neck had been awkward already, he didn’t need more 
awkwardness with the people that he didn’t want to think as something like parents in law... 


Izuku heard three sets of footsteps coming to the door, all of them sounding like adults. One had 
light footsteps, making very little vibration with each step, one was clumsier, the third was 
absolutely thundering. Makes sense if some of Himiko’s ability for stealth runs...or more 
accurately, sneaks, in the family. At least the quiet family member, I guess. Izuku grinned at his 
dumb joke, eager to tell it to Himiko as soon as he cleared their doubts. 


As the doorknob started turning, Izuku felt so dumb. /t’s just gonna be a normal family, they will 
be regular people. Maybe they’ll be absolutely terrible, but there won't be a fight or anything, they 
are just... 


“Mt. Lady?!?!” Izuku couldn’t help but shout in astonishment. 


“Kid, shadup! Quiet down!” Mt. Lady shushed him. Or rather, Yu Takeyama was the one who 
brought a finger up, silencing him and preventing him from saying another word. This is wrong. 
Very wrong. 


Yu Takeyama was dressed like a senior college student, comfortably yet stylishly, but she was 
clearly hiding her identity. Izuku nodded and kept quiet. What is SHE doing here? Did Himiko’s 
parents do this? The door opened further, and Izuku instantly connected the person he saw with the 
light footsteps he had heard. 


“Number 4 hero Edgeshot!” Izuku managed to yell before Mt. Lady’s exasperated, piercing stare 
forced him to cover his mouth. Edgeshot was dressed in a light grey coat, dark trousers and boots, 
and he covered his distinctive, sharp hairstyle with a snapback cap. His usual facemask was 
replaced by a very urban looking one that showed the lower half of a gummy bear’s face. 


And behind the two incognito heroes was their teammate, Kamui Woods, hiding the wooden mask 
of his costume in the shadows of a dark red hoodie. Himiko’s family...this is wrong. 


“T umm...sorry, I was supposed to...” Izuku began saying, trying to make time with his words, for 
his brain to catch up. He needed to get back to Himiko. Two of the top ten heroes were just a street 
away from her, and the third hero could cover the distance to Himiko in less than twenty steps. 


“Who is that kid, Yu?” asked Kamui Woods, approaching the door. Oh no. Kamui and Mt. Lady 
were from Musutafu, they have met me, they have been at UA events, they will recognize me. I 
can’t give away who I am if I can hide it somehow... 


“Yeah, kid, who are you? Some kind of kid paparazzo?” Yu said, her eyes narrowed. Does she 
recognize me? Izuku realized now where he had seen the SUV; it had last been wearing decals that 
showed it belonged to “The Lurkers”, the team made up of the three heroes there. 


“No, I ummm...I think I have the wrong house? I ehh, I bought a...” Think, Izuku, think! “I bought 
a shirt from that online market store, and well...” Perfect. Izuku fished into his pockets for a 
compressed flannel shirt that Mei had given him the day before, to replace the one he had given to 
Himiko. “I didn’t...check the size? Look, it is just the size of my palm. I asked the seller for a 
refund, and they said this was the place. I’m looking for a...ummm, let me check?” 


Izuku fiddled on his phone, pretending to look for a name. “Mr. Yoga. That is what it says on the 
mailbox, right?” 


The Lurkers started to lower their guard. A few seconds before, he had been someone who 
recognized them even when they had gone to some length to hide their identity, and now he was a 
dumbass kid who had bought a doll’s shirt instead of a person’s, and they could relax a bit. 


“Tt says “Toga’, boy.” said Edgeshot, his voice calm and stoic and completely awesome, but Izuku 
didn’t have time to indulge in fanboying, not when Himiko was in danger of getting arrested. Js it 
possessive or jealous that I won’t let anyone else arrest Himiko? I feel I don’t care. 


“T-toga? Oh...I was sure I had the correct...Are you this “Mr. Toga’, sir?” Izuku asked, bowing his 
head respectfully as he asked, mostly to avoid showing his face as much as he could. 


“No.” Edgeshot answered, his sharp eyes suddenly widening, realizing quickly that it might have 
been a mistake to say that. He seemed to want to start talking again, but Izuku interrupted him. 


“Ah, that makes sense. I don’t know of any Togas that are...Oh. Ummm, then it must be you, sir! 
The one with the hoodie!” Izuku said, not actually looking at Kamui Woods. They can at least 
confirm if Himiko’s family exists... 


“Sorry, dude, there aren’t actually any Togas here, it is an old sign. They must have given you the 
wrong address.” Kamui Woods said. “You know...you remind me of someone. Back in Musutafu.” 
Kamui Woods stared intensely at Izuku, pulling back his hood and moving closer. “That 
knowledge of heroes, that energy, that green hair... Yu, do you remember that kid?” 


Mt. Lady shrugged, “Nah, not really? Shinji, ’m kinda focused on the case we’re working on? Not 
some random guy we met some time?” 


“T have a common face!” Izuku said, a small grin on his lips. They don’t remember me. “So, no 
Togas?” 


“Just the one on the news, kid.” Edgeshot said, before catching himself. “Or maybe there’s many, 
who knows, I guess we’ll never find out.” Aren’t ninjas supposed to be good at keeping secrets? 


“Oh. Okay. I... guess that is seven thousand yen I’m not gonna get back again.” Izuku said, a fake 
dejected tone in his words. He started making his retreat, waiting for the Lurkers to close the door, 
and then he rushed back to the door, One for All quickening his step. He placed his ear to the door, 
listening as much as he could. 


“..how do we know that guy wasn’t Toga using her Quirk? She got the best of us last time, she 
could be even readier now. We can’t be sure. We need to act, now.” The voice was Edgeshot’s, 
and was full of stern authority. 


“If we screw up, maybe hire some actors for the fake family next time? No?" Mt. Lady gave a 
frustrated hum when nobody said anything about her suggestion. "Okay. Spring the trap, boss.” 
Mt. Lady said, with a sort of grim satisfaction. Trap??? 


Edgeshot spoke again, less muffled now that he was talking to a radio. “All units, we have a 
possible match. Look for a green haired boy. Stop him for questioning. Don’t engage violently, but 
beware, it might be Himiko Toga in disguise. Operation is a go.” 


The situation had worsened quickly, a little too quickly. The police were looking for Izuku now, 
thinking that he might be Himiko. And there was an unspecified amount of cops around, all ready 
and coordinated to arrest Himiko. There had never been a home here for Himiko to return to; it had 
all been a scheme, a trap, using the house as bait, dangling the information just in front of Himiko, 
expecting her to return to confront her parents. 


“Bastards.” Izuku muttered. They’ll have to catch me first. And when they do, they’ll figure out 
who iam. Maybe it’ll end my career if they spin it some wrong way. So no. They won't. They can’t 
catch us, at all. 


He started running, from cover to cover. He was quick and nimble, One for All took him right to 
the restaurant’s door in instants, and a couple seconds later he was by Himiko’s side. “It’s a setup.” 
Izuku said, catching his breath after the sprint. “It’s full of heroes, not your family. They made it all 
up, it was fake! It is all a trap!” 


Himiko’s face shifted quickly. An instant it was so clear that she was heartbroken by the news, that 
she was raging against being played like a damn fiddle. And the next, her eyes were cold, calm. 
“Let’s go. Follow me, and stay very close. I can get us out of here.” 


Izuku nodded. He would put his safety in Himiko’s hands, and hope for the best. If they were 
caught now, he didn't know what would happen. He would not lie to a judge but...was he making a 
mistake? [t will only matter if we are caught. 


Quietly, Himiko got up from the table and slowly, so slowly, she walked outside. Izuku couldn’t 
hear her footsteps at all, and her face was completely focused on her movements. Even her 
breathing was quiet, almost imperceptible, deep breaths she held for a long time. Izuku felt clumsy 
beside her, loud. But they managed to get out of the Whataburger without attracting a second 
glance. 


Himiko led them to a side street, next to where the restaurant had its dumpsters and cargo loading 
area. It smelled like garbage, as expected, but it didn’t slow them down. They walked quickly, 
aiming for an alleyway. “Izu-Izu, can you check their comms in some way?” Toga asked, as they 
stopped behind a low wall. 


Izuku had not thought about using the Hero Net to his advantage, to escape. He had never 
imagined he’d have ended on the wrong side of a hero manhunt, and it was all he could do to stay 
calm, but he had no idea how to escape, not like Himiko did. “Oh, right! Let me check...” Izuku 
switched on the app on his phone, making sure that it would not show him as active, and saw that 
the Lurkers had all marked their positions. 


“They are still at the house. I guess they are getting dressed. Mt. Lady is tall enough to spot us 
almost anywhere in these suburbs, but she can’t move much in streets this narrow. Kamui Woods 
and Edgeshot have mobility, combined with Mt. Lady spotting, they’re good at finding people.” 
Izuku said. He may not be experienced in sneaking away from anyone, but he knew these heroes 
very, very well. 


“How large do you reckon their search area will be? Did they spot me? Or do they just suspect?” 
Himiko looked more excited by the second, a slightly unsettling smile growing on her face. 


“They suspect, but they haven’t seen you.” 


“Then we have the advantage! If we get away, we can be sure they won’t try something like this 
again.” Himiko said, giddy with hype. “You know...I always wanted to sneak around with you like 
this...” She gave him a wink, “It’s so exciting, isn’t it? Should we hold hands as we run away?” 


Izuku hesitated for a moment, thinking. Well, it will help us not get separated... He reached out and 
took Himiko’s hand in his, linking their fingers together. It was such a simple action, completely 
pragmatic...and yet it felt good. Himiko’s smaller hand was soft, even though it had dozens of 
small scars, mark of exactly how dangerous knives were to use. Her palm was warm, and started 
getting a tiny bit sweaty as they moved, and her fingers trembled slightly, but Izuku couldn’t have 


asked for a better feeling. It is like our hands had been made purposely for this! 


Sadly, they had no time to keep enjoying the simple act of holding hands, they had to move. Hand 
in hand, Himiko took Izuku down alleys and side streets, halting whenever a patrol walked near. 
The tension grew and soon, Himiko’s hand was the only thing comforting Izuku and preventing 
him from falling to despair. 


But then a police squad split up and blocked off both ends of the long alleyway they found 
themselves at. There were wooden fences to both sides and a few dumpsters to hide from view, but 
two officers on each side were already approaching. And in the Hero Net, Izuku saw that the 
Lurkers were on the move, with Edgeshot himself rushing their way. 


“Over the side! Through the gardens!” Izuku said. It was left or right, and no choice was better. It 
was a gamble, 50/50 chance of running into another patrol. They went left, clambering over the 
fence and dropping unto the garden. Izuku was amazed at Himiko’s agility; whereas he landed with 
a quick roll to keep his momentum, Himiko landed lightly on her feet and kept running. 


“What is Mt. Lady doing?” Himiko asked, as they landed on the third garden on their little free 
run. 


“She’s running for a roundabout at the street, she will have enough space to grow and spot us!” 
They had to hurry, rush up to wherever the suburban gardens ended. They ran through flower beds, 
neatly manicured lawns and dried grass patches, through kids’ playgrounds and men’s grills, over 
lawn chairs and under decorative stone arches. It was a mad rush, and they had needed to let go of 
their hands in their haste. It was simply impossible to run as they did, with their hands interlinked. 


The more they ran, the more signs of habitation they found. The Lurkers had likely evacuated all 
the citizens for several blocks around, but without an active villain threat, they could only do so 
much, and, a few minutes later, Izuku and Toga came upon people again. 


It took all of Izuku’s speed to correct his course in the last instant and not run over the child. He 
hadn’t seen the little boy, being so focused on the escape. But Izuku managed, and he jumped 
away right in time. The boy’s face had not been afraid, he had been thrilled, and that changed 
everything for Izuku. 


Yes, I am running away from heroes I admire and the police that are supposed to keep everyone 
safe, to protect a girl who has done so much wrong...but I am certain I’m doing the right thing! 
Izuku smiled as they leapt over the last fence, and finally reached the edge of the suburb. 


The sounds of pursuit and police activity were far away, muffled by all the homes they had put 
between them. This time Himiko’s hand reached for Izuku’s, and he didn’t shy away from the 
touch. Both were sweaty and their hands were full of dust and dirt, and yet, it still felt good. 


But reaching the end of the houses was not yet reaching safety. There had to be a road close, where 
they might take a taxi and find the bus back to Tokyo, but they still had an obstacle to pass; a 
graveyard. 


Toga felt Izuku’s hand clench her own a bit tighter, his entire body tense, as they took a single, 


tentative step towards the cemetery. To think I have sent four people...maybe more if the people 
I’ve stabbed bled out, to their graves and I have never been in a place like this... 


The place looked familiar. There was something about it that drew Toga in. Maybe, just maybe... 
“Tzu-Izu, I have a hunch. I think...I think my family could be here. My real family. Not whatever 
trick the heroes were trying to pull off. I just...I think I remember this place.” 


The cemetery I see now, on a dark, rainy day. The sakura blossoms floating among puddles. My 
reflection in a puddle, so little...People crying, sobbing. Everyone dressed in black, with dark 
umbrellas. More and more rain, my shoes and socks getting soaked through. The feeling of utter 
confusion, of not knowing why I was there, or why I was with people I didn’t know. 


Tears, so many, many tears. How I tried to run towards the group of people dressed in black, to 
yell, but strong hands held her mouth and stopped her. Close enough to watch the entire ceremony, 
but far enough not to be noticed. The raspy whisper of a man’s voice...the voice was Doctor 
Ujiko's, “You’re one of us now, girl. Your new home awaits.” 


“Himiko? You’ve been here before? What do you remember?” Izuku turned to her, his eyes wide, 
pleading. You want to learn the mystery of my past as much as I do, don’t you? 


“Actually...maybe it was just a similar place I dreamt sometime.” Toga lied. She had indeed visited 
the place in her dreams, always vague, nebulous, but always the same. The entrance archway, the 
sakura trees that were currently barren in winter, a big mausoleum at each corner for especially 
large or rich families, wooden pagodas with dark red posts and black roof tiles, marble slabs 
inscribed with the names of the dead. 


In her dreams she had never been alone, but the presence had seldom spoken, and had always 
stayed just behind her, and to never see the being breathing down her neck had made those dreams 
difficult to bear, to say the least. 


“Ah...[ see. We have to get through this place to get to a taxi and take the bus back, but I think we 
lost them. Want to check the place? See if you’re right?” Toga nodded emphatically at Izuku, and 
they started to walk towards the cemetery. It was a quiet place; beside the sound of their breathing, 
Toga could only hear faint sounds of sobbing in the distance, and the wind rustling through the 
leafless trees. Why would they put sakura trees in a graveyard? They are associated with new 
beginnings, with spring...I don't get it. Is it to comfort the grieving? Is this hinting at rebirth, 
reincarnation? A life beyond? 


Toga took the lead, walking through the entrance arch and bowing respectfully, in case anyone saw 
them. Nobody did. With a quiet movement, she rummaged around in the bag she had brought and 
produced a beanie hat and some aviator sunglasses, as well as the facemask she had worn when 
they had met at the bus stop. Her hair and face thus covered, she was just another girl, and nobody 
would recognize her. 


Izuku bowed as well as he walked in, muttering a quick prayer for those buried there, that their 
spirits would be in peace. From what Toga knew, he was not religious, but it looked like he felt it 
was the most appropriate thing to do. 


The two teenagers started walking, making a beeline for the opposite entrance, strolling through 
the headstones and the little shrines. Some had flower arrangements, some had food set out, many 
had scrolls rolled up and placed in front of them, poems or charms, perhaps. As they walked, the 
sounds of sobbing intensified. /t’s just like in the dreams, but instead of some wack sleep paralysis 
demon breathing on my back, I have Izu-Izu beside me. It feels...good. Like I’m conquering the 
nightmare itself. It’s just a...a place. No ghosts, no demons. Nothing. 


Toga glanced at the names on the sotobas; Shiranui, Nagatoro, Komi, Takeuchi, Nishikawa, 
Kojima...For some reason, Toga’s attention was immediately drawn to the Kojima family graves. 
She saw them from a distance, and felt a small headstone pull her eyes towards it. J wonder who is 
buried there...Did I kill this person? Is she...no, the girl I killed was named Ishikawa. Mari 
Ishikawa...hope your rotten soul enjoys hell. But...why can’t I stop looking at this grave? Why? 
WHY? 


But before she could approach, a man walked up to the graves, holding bright flowers in his hand. 
He was a large man with light hair in a dark suit, and he didn’t care about getting his knee dirty as 
he knelt before one of the graves marked as Kojima. He was accompanied by a sweet-looking 
English bulldog that yapped at Toga as it passed, and then joined its master at the headstone. It 
was a man that Toga felt was very familiar, that she had seen before, a man that she felt in her 
instincts that she could trust. A man that Izuku seemed to recognize. 


“Sir?” Izuku asked, approaching the man tentatively. He turned around, and Toga saw that the man 
had sharp eyes and sharper fangs, a square jaw and a thick neck. His hair was platinum blonde, 
almost white, but Toga didn’t think it was due to age. His face was built to be imposing, even 
scary, but his expression was one of kindness and sorrow. It looked like he still deeply mourned 
whoever he had come to visit. 


“Midoriya?” said the man, and Toga thought she recognized the voice as belonging to the pro hero 
Vlad King. She had seen interviews and videos on every UA teacher, to try and understand them, 
to fight them if necessary, all for the goals of the League, and in her research she had always felt no 
desire to attack or kill Vlad King. Was it some kinship because both had blood related Quirks? 
Because he looked a bit similar to her? Because he seemed genuinely decent? “What are you doing 
here?” 


“T ubbh...[ am visiting my friend, unmm...Rumiko.” Izuku said, clearly improvising. Really, Izuku? 
Ru miko? As much as Toga adored him, he couldn’t act worth a damn. Just you wait, Izu-Izu, I 
will demolish you at charades. He reached out and gave Toga a little squeeze on her hand, asking 


for a little help with bullshitting their way out of the situation. He was in luck, as Toga relished in 
such kinds of bullshit. 


“He is.” Toga said. She expected her voice to be known, but vocal cords were a truly magical 
thing, and something as simple as an accent and deepening her voice should do. The first accent 
she imagined was a Hokkaido drawl, the northerner dialect easy to imitate. Ya kno nothin’, Izu- 
Izu... Izuku stared, half puzzled, half thinking...did he think the accent was sexy? That she was 
using a huskier tone of voice and rolling her r’s? “Me gran, she’s somewhere ‘ere.” Toga 
explained, letting her shoulders slouch, as if she truly was grieving. “I missed the funeral, but I 
wanted to... wanted to say goodbye.” The I’s almost sounded like her saying “oi”, and Vlad King 
didn’t seem to suspect a thing. 


“Oh...[’m sorry to hear that, child. Midoriya, miss...I’m sorry, I didn’t get your name?” 


“Ishikawa, sir.” I already stole your face one time, Mari...you goddamn street trash. Mari Ishikawa 
had been a street punk she had once met, and for a few days, she had imagined they were friends. 
A runaway from a wealthy family, Mari thought she had a lot of street cred because she’d mug 
highschoolers for thrills. It had only taken a week for Toga to realize Mari wasn’t a kindred spirit, 
she was just an idiot gyaru who thought she was a villain. 


And who had made a giant mistake attacking Toga. A baseball bat was a poor match for a good 
tanto knife. 


“My condolences for your grandmother, Miss Ishikawa. I’m here visiting my sister and my niece. 
They are buried here, my brother in law too. I...I really miss them a lot. I brought spider lilies for 
my sister, she used to love them...” As Vlad King explained, his eyes had left them, reminiscing of 
gone days. There was a certain...peace, in his words; Vlad King had already accepted his sister’s 
demise long ago. 


Izuku made a move to approach the UA teacher, and Toga followed. She looked at the grave 
where Vlad King placed the bright flowers, the spider lilies. Their scent was familiar, so familiar 
that she had to stop for a moment, her mind filled with vague images and pleasant, half- 
remembered sounds. Spider lilies in a glass vase full of clear water. Uneasy, clumsy steps, and the 
sound of a kind woman cheering her on. Strong hands lifting her and hugging her. 


The grave read: Isana Kojima. Beloved mother, wife and sister. Taken from this world too soon. 
2077-2107. Toga felt her eyes begin to water as she read the name, and the dates carved into the 
sotoba. Why? Why does this woman...who the fuck are you, Isana Kojima? Why do I...why do I feel 
like I have already seen your grave? Why, why, WHY? Who were you? The dreams? Was 
that...your grave? Were all of these the ones I saw? 


She had been a mother, the grave said. Had she been good, kind and noble? Had she been warm 
and strong and protective? Had she died with regrets? 


Her gaze moved to the headstone of Isana’s husband, Noriaki. The kanji of his name had been 
lovingly rendered unto the wood, a final goodbye in his sotoba. And there were plenty of flowers 
and charms offered by his grave, as much as for his wife, as much as for his daughter. 


Were you a good father, Noriaki? What kind of man were you? Were you good, like Izuku? Were 
you a deadbeat piece of crap? Or was your family important? If...if I was your daughter...would 
you forgive everything I have done? Would you...like my Izu-Izu? Why am I even talking mentally 
to your grave, Noriaki, why does it feel right to do so? 


“Taken too soon, this one says too.” Toga read aloud, her voice barely a whisper, still keeping the 
Hokkaido accent. The graves of the two parents had filled her mind with sights, sounds and scents; 
the feeling of grass in her little feet, the classical music that had so affected her when dancing with 
Izuku, the honest laughter of a wonderful man who appeared and disappeared behind his hands... 


Vlad King had heard Toga speaking. “Yes. It was...Midoriya, I know you are a good, honest kid, 
and I trust you, I trust your friend too, she seems...like a good person.” Jf only you knew...but I 
would like to be one, maybe. “I don’t think Isana would have wanted me keeping her murder a 
secret. My sister, my brother in law, Noriaki; they were murdered in their house, in cold blood. 
Little Ako, my niece, she was taken, and I...I think she was killed.” The grief, which had sounded 
muted just seconds ago, was back in full force. Vlad King might have accepted that he couldn’t 
change his sister’s murder, but it definitely looked like he blamed himself for it. 


Izuku started walking forward to meet his teacher closer, but Toga drifted to the side, to the grave 
of Ako Kojima. If what Vlad King had said was true, then the urn in the little monument was 
empty, and the sotoba had been inscribed with the name of someone who might very well be 
alive... This is wrong. So wrong...It is a mistake. It shouldn’t be HERE. No, no, no... 


It drew her in. The bold carved letters held her gaze like a vial of fresh blood would. She knelt 
before the sotoba, as respectfully as she could, all the while the hair in the back of her neck was on 
end and her breathing quickened. She could hear her heartbeat in her eardrums, fast, loud. It was 
like staring at a ghost, a ghost that looked right back at her in a mirror. 


A ghost with gold eyes, fangs, and her childhood, her dreams, her entire life taken in the night. 


It was intense. Too intense. She wanted to leave, to never again see the grave of Ako Kojima. J am 
Himiko Toga. TOGA. One three two seven ninety-eight. TOGA. Himiko Toga. Nobody else, never, 
never! Her head was starting to hurt, her thoughts were becoming faster and faster. 


Izuku was turning around, noticing her distress even as he had been quietly talking with his teacher, 
but Toga did not want to worry him. With a deep breath, she steadied herself, and rose back to her 
feet. “Rest...rest in peace, Ako Kojima.” Born August 7th 2102...the same as me...WHY THE 
FUCK WAS SHE BORN THE SAME DAY AS ME? “So little...?m sorry, sir.” Her voice was 
quavering so much that she could barely hold the accent. She was angry, upset, shaken to the core. 
There was something extremely wrong about Ako Kojima, and Toga had to leave, now. 


“Sir.” Izuku said, offering the teacher his hand for him to shake. The man took it, the saddest smile 
Toga had ever seen gracing his lips. The little bulldog barked happily at Izuku and Himiko, which 
made Izuku smile. 


“T’ll see you back at UA, Midoriya. Have a nice day with your friend.” Vlad King said softly, 
turning back to the grave of his sister. As Izuku and Toga left him to his grieving, they could hear 
his whispers. “...you’d be proud, Isana. Koichi is growing well, he is a good boy. I...I love him like 
a son, you know. I’m just sorry that...that we never found Ako.” They never found her. She’s still 
out there, I FUCKING FEEL IT. One three two seven ninety-eight...No. She’s dead. Very much so. 


Izuku stopped her a few minutes later. Toga was drifting among the graves, lost in thought, 
completely inside her own head. But the moment he spoke, she felt the chill air on her skin again, 
she heard the wind rustling through the dry leaves. “Himiko, are you alright? It’s like...like you 
saw a ghost, at that grave.” 


Toga couldn’t stop her hand from shaking, “It...it felt...wrong. That grave was WRONG!” Toga 
couldn't hold back and she yelled the last part, which startled Izuku, but he didn’t pull back. “Ako, 
that...” Toga felt the world around her grow dim and distant, and tried widening her eyes to see. 
She felt dizzy, and suddenly very frightened, but too weak to do anything. /’m fucking passing 
out... She was falling, and she felt muffled, far away as Izuku caught her. 


Izuku held her in his arms for some time. Toga wasn’t sure if it was a minute or a century, but she 
felt week, defenceless, about to drift off...But in time she recovered. Her head was hurting, the pain 
located an inch inside her head from where her nape was. She had never experienced such a strange 
feeling of dread, and never had she started to pass out like that, but in Izuku’s arms, she recovered. 


“Tzuku, I don’t...I don’t know why that grave gave me such a...bad vibe. It...it makes my head hurt. 
It makes me feel so...lonely. Please...please let's just leave.” 


Izuku nodded. He held her in a hug until she stopped shaking, and a bit later, they walked on. 


The graveyard was big, and the urgency of the chase was now gone for good. Still curious, Izuku 
kept giving a few glances at passing sotoba. Names old and modern were inscribed, some with 
whole families, some with a single person. Takano, Higashikata, Asakura, Kawashimi...and then, 
unexpectedly, Izuku saw one that they had been fearing to find. 


“Toga.” 


“Himiko, look!” Izuku said, moving closer to the sotoba inscribed with the name. Several other 
shrines were near it, all of them with the last name. You fucking idiots, team Lurkers. Did you not 
think this through? Letting me find these dead relatives? Or...you fuckers. You researched it. You 
set up your trap somewhere that there were Togas. Even if they were six feet under. It added to the 
realism? Fuck...those bastards played me. And I brought Izuku here. 


“T don’t...Do you think I’m here?” Toga asked, feeling the beginning of despair. What if I really am 
here? What if I was dead all along, in the eyes of the world? 


“No, you can’t be...you have a birth certificate, you have an arrest warrant...it is all there.” Izuku 
kept going, it probably made no sense in his hopeful, almost innocent mind. He didn’t think about 
how easy it would have been for a doctor to forge the papers, for someone corrupt and slimy, with 
no scruples and with a medical license. Someone like Ujiko. Izuku was too pure to see what Toga 
now suspected. 


She started going through each grave, reading aloud, “Amaya, Kumiko...Akira, Yuudai...oh fuck. I 
don’t...Izu-Izu. Look.” 


Toga stopped in front of a headstone, falling to her knees. “Himiko.” She punched the stone shrine, 
pushed away the few scrolls that had been placed there, crumpling in the sun. Nobody had placed 
an offering there in years. “No.” Himiko yelled, “No...that...that can’t be. I don’t want...Fuck! 
Why?” 


Himiko Toga had died in the year 2107, after living four hours. There was a newspaper clipping 
among the papers Toga had scattered, bleached by the sun until Toga couldn’t read most of it. But 
some text remained, just enough to glean the story. “Suffocated. Doctor Tsubasa pronounced her 
dead.” Tsubasa... UJIKO! YOU BITCH! HOW? What is the connection? What the fuck? It makes 
no sense at all... 


Toga was upset. She was angry beyond words, and she yelled incoherently as she abused the grave, 
kicking and punching it for minutes, till her knuckles were raw and her anger was spent. With a 
final scream to the heavens, she turned and left Himiko Toga’s grave for good. It is just a fucking 
coincidence. I’m not dead, god dammit. Turning, Toga embraced Izuku. “Did they...did they name 
me after a dead girl, Izu-Izu?” 


“T don’t know. I don’t know anything. I’m...[’m sorry.” 


“T am not this Himiko Toga, she’s fucking dead. I’m not that girl Ako either.” Toga wasn’t sure 
why she had said the last, but a part of her felt pleased when she did. “I’m alive, for fucks sake. For 
whatever it is worth. Let’s...let's look for my parents. Their names...their names...” Kosaku. 
Hotaru. That’s what my birth certificate says...and yet I’ve never said those names aloud. Why is 
that? 


“Here.” Toga said, finding Kosaku Toga. “Died in 2108. And over there, Hotaru Toga. My record 
says she’s my mom...died in 2109. I don’t think...maybe they changed my name? Kurogiri told us a 
story once...about a lord in a far away, ancient land. He changed his name because his brother had 
been killed, and the heir to the land always had to have the same name...Maybe they did that with 
me. But it doesn’t make sense. I was born in 2099, and this Himiko...she didn’t. Maybe they 
changed my name after this girl died..yeah. That has to be it.” 


It was the only thing that made sense. It needed to make sense. Or if not, she’d have to accept her 
whole life had been a lie. Izuku was speechless, but he didn’t need his words to help Toga process 
it all. The simple, warm touch of his hand did more for Toga than a thousand words could. Maybe 
he didn’t understand any more than Toga did, but he was with her. And that made all the 
difference in the world. 


“Well, if anything, I guess this explains some things, right? My parents were probably some 
weirdos who gave me a sister’s name out of the blue, then died, I ended up in some foster home 
and then a boarding school, and the rest’s just, well...crimes. Not exactly cathartic. I...1 expected to 
have someone to give a “fuck you”, but...they were dead. And I guess now I'll never know a lot of 


things.” Toga said. The trip had not been in vain, at the very least she had found out that she was 
well and truly alone. All she had was herself, and the change she wanted. J can become a good 
person. I can turn it all around. I will face justice for all I’ve done. 


It was only after they had left the cemetery and were waiting for a cab that Izuku spoke again. 
“Himiko, even if you don’t have that family, even if it was all a trick, a trap to get you here, I 
promise you something; I will not leave you when they put you in prison. We are...friends now. 
And you’re not getting rid of me so easy!” His simple enthusiasm moved Toga, and she trusted. 
Maybe I am alone, but I also have him. 


The taxi arrived soon, charging the fee directly with an app on Izuku’s phone and his debit card, 
which he showed off proudly, “This one’s where the government deposits my standard hero license 
pay. It is a base amount that all heroes are given, all we have to do is keep our papers updated! The 
police also give extra bonuses for villain arrests and cases solved, and for charity events, as an 
incentive. And uhh...Mei also gives me my cut of Hatsume Industries earnings there! [ve 
been...’ ve been thinking of some umm...philanthropy.” 


Izuku could barely contain his energy as he spoke. Toga could see that this was a dream he’d had 
for a while, and it had just taken a life of its own recently. And just maybe...she’d had a part in it. 
And that made her impossibly happy. “There are these uhh...human rights groups. I have been 
researching them for a bit. I had always thought of helping Quirkless children, making sure they 
had better lives, better childhoods, that they weren’t treated differently. Through...through 
education. Through action. Quirkless people are just as smart, just as brave...[ don’t want for 
people to keep seeing just...just the powers people have. And then I met Hitoshi, I met you...I also 
want to support a group that fights stigma.” 


“Stigma?” Toga asked, tilting her head slightly. 


“When they talk about “evil” Quirks...it is dreadful. Quirks are something that nobody decides to 
be born with. It is like growing up to be tall or short, or what colour our hair is...well, the hair is a 
bad comparison, it can be dyed, of course, so... Anyway, a Quirk by itself isn’t evil. It can be used 
for evil, yeah, but that is all up to the person. And if I can help kids feel less judged by something 
out of their control, if I can help reduce this discrimination, I promise that I will.” 


That passion, that dream... [zuku Midoriya, I promise that I will marry you. The driver just shook 
his head while he watched them in the rearview mirror, his reptile eyes rolling jadedly. Oh fuck off, 
you cabbie fuck. If you don’t support my Izu-Izu’s dream, I hope a fat bird shits on your crappy 
sedan. 


They were dropped off at the bus stop, and within minutes, the bus arrived. It was not the same one 
from before, but in almost every aspect, it was identical. Same seats with weird patterns in the 
cloth parts, same uncomfortable armrest in the middle, same dust covered windows. The only real 
difference was the driver, this time a woman that angrily spoke in Korean into an old phone, telling 
the person on the other side of the line to “buy the fucking fish”. Toga had no idea when she had 
learned to understand Korean, maybe through all of Shigaraki's multiplayer games, but she was 
pretty sure that the other person absolutely needed to buy the fish. 


There were more people on the way back, so Toga and Izuku were more discreet than in the trip to 
Shizuoka, no hair massages this time. But it wasn’t necessary. Both had a lot on their minds, both 
were tired from free running through a goddamn suburb, and both wanted their rest. In a wordless 
agreement, they quietly held hands, and slept. 


Toga woke up first, as the Tokyo metropolitan area started to appear in the horizon, skyscrapers 
visible in the distance, cut to a stark shade by the sunset. An entire day together. We learned much, 


ate together, napped together, held hands. First dates don’t usually end with one learning they are 
an orphan, but all things considered...Oh well. Too bad Ujiko is already dead. That bastard owes 
me so many answeTs... 


And by the time Izuku woke up, and they had gotten off the bus, she had already thought out her 
next move. 


“Tzu-Izu...if it is possible...can you arrest me next thursday? There’s 2x1 sushi at this place I found 
on wednesdays, and I wanna eat so much on my last free night...” It was only partly true. Toga 
didn’t want to admit it, but more and more she was struggling with the idea of going to prison. The 
more certain she became that it was the right thing to do and that Izuku would be there for her, the 
more she resisted unconsciously. She wanted to keep living like she had today, a forbidden, secret 
romance, even if it meant hiding from everyone... 


But it simply wasn’t the best way forward. She’d prove Izuku right, and every other person in the 
world wrong. Himiko Toga would pay for her crimes and be a good person. 


“Yeah! I think we can...of course! Thursday it is!” He tried to sound confident, certain that he was 
doing the right thing, but he seemed hurt. Maybe this is also difficult for him? 


“Then it’s settled! I will eat all the sushi on wednesday, and then you put a pair of naughty 
handcuffs on me and then you have your way with me!” Toga teased, enjoying very much how 
embarrassed Izuku got. 


“T...ummm...[ would never do anything to you, anything like that...no...But, ummm...ummm will 
you...will you go to the sushi place on your own?” Oh god oh fuck, is he gonna? Is he gonna? 


“Do I look like I would go there with some other guy? With my amazing and totally not imprisoned 
squad of friends?” Toga said, sarcastically, just winding him up for the big moment. 


“No, L..shit, shit, shit... mean...can I go with you and have dinner together?” Izuku’s entire body 
was shaking, and tears were welling up in his eyes...and it was probably the first time Toga had 
heard him curse. She herself could curse as well as any Roanapur gunslinger, but Izuku? When he 
did, it was adorable. 


“YES! Let’s have dinner on my last night as a free girl!” Toga was so giddy with excitement that 
she skipped all the way around Izuku, and then stopped in front of him. “Talk tomorrow on the 
phone?” she asked, and Izuku gave her a big, satisfied grin and a nod. “Then bye-bye, my love!” 
Toga said, and then, like the dreadful criminal she was, she stole a quick kiss from Izuku’s lips, 
before rushing away, and melting into the night. 


She was perhaps the first person in history to skip and giggle all the way into the shadows and 
vanish. 


Chapter End Notes 


Well that was quite bittersweet, wasn't it? Thanks for reading! 


Ready or Not 


All for One’s dreams were strange. With so much time to live, one would think he would have 
mastered lucid dreaming to stave off boredom, but he had never attempted that. He had always had 
too much to do, too much to see. Even for an immortal, sleep felt like a waste. 


It was indulgent to sleep. With the Quirks he had possessed back then, he could have survived in a 
deep slumber for decades, and emerge to a changed world. But it was just a fancy. If he had slept, 
the bearers of One for All would have found and killed him. He had to stay awake, at least until his 
brother’s meddlesome Quirk was eradicated. 


But still, he had the physical imperative to sleep, and with sleep, came dreams. Vague or vivid, 
filled with the unknown or depicting faces of his past. No two dreams were alike, and some...some 
were nightmares. 


Their clash had started years before the final showdown, before All Might caught him in Iki. One 
by one, all of AFO’s lieutenants were beaten. Every man that had played a part in Nana Shimura’s 
death, every man that AFO trusted, hunted down. All Might had a rule for not killing his 
opponents; as the strongest man in Japan, perhaps in the entire world, he was proud of the expert 
control over One for All’s power, and the skill to take his enemies alive was part of his charm. 


But none of these men survived. Of his lieutenants back then, just Kurogiri and Ujiko survived. 
The Shinigami squad, the Green Dragon, the Flame of Fate...All Might’s revenge had been 
ruthless. And he had at last found All for One in a safehouse in the isle of Iki, off the coast of 
Fukuoka. 


All Might could have ended it quicker, but he had to take collateral damage into account, and had 
driven AFO off from Iki and onto a small islet across the bay, a true playground to unleash their 
Quirks to the fullest. 


It was glorious. It was dreadful. All the Quirks he had gathered for over a century, were not 
enough, and yet, he had made All Might bleed. The wound on his side...no one should have 
survived it. But there he was. 


All Might stood before him. Not the shell of a man he had faced in Kamino, but the glorious hero 
that had tracked All for One down, and broken him. There was no smile, there was no pity in those 
striking blue eyes. No mercy. 


But this wasn’t a memory. It was a nightmare. All Might’s face twisted from anger to satisfaction 
as he punched AFO’s face. The pain...nothing had ever compared to the superhero’s knuckles. As 
he reeled back in pain, AFO noticed the change; All Might’s wound was gone. He had been limited 
in life, but in the nightmare, All Might was free. 


His fists rained down on AFO, too quick to catch, too powerful for his healing factor to correct in 
time. It hurt, so much more than it had in life. AFO’s eyes were the first to go, burst to atoms. The 
panic of losing his eyesight was great, and every further injury happened so quickly; internal 
organs collapsing into each other, spilling blood and fluids all through his insides. 


His legs breaking in thousands upon thousands of splinters. His arms ripped off and thrown 
kilometres away by Toshinori’s rage. All Might’s tears were the last thing his eardrums heard 
before two giant hands clapped against them, collapsing his skull and destroying his hearing. 


The healing Quirks had no time to act, and All for One was dying. And, even worse, the attacks 
were not what he remembered, there was new panic. All Might clasped his teeth, holding on to 
AFO’s lower jaw, and ripped. His entire mouth was reduced to just his upper teeth, and there was 
warm blood all over his neck and chest. 


The healing factor then finished with his eardrums, just in time to year Toshinori speak, “She was 
like a mother to me, and you killed her! This. Is. For. NANA!” All Might then reached both hands 
inside AFO’s throat and pulled. It was a quick yank upwards, and nothing, not in life, had ever 
been as painful, as his head being pulled out of his body, dragging his spine along. 


To be reduced so, even in a dream, was too much. AFO wanted to scream, to wake up, to stop it all. 
He had to wake up, it was just a nightmare, he was in control. It was a nightmare, and it would end 
any second now that he knew what it was...but it continued. 


Sight was restored to his eyes, and everything had changed. It was not All Might anymore, it was 
Izuku Midoriya. Green lightning surged all along his body, making his green hair stand on end. 
His eyes were cold and determined as he held AFO’s head by the spine with both hands. He 
smiled, but it was not the comforting smile that All Might gave his people, no. It was the smile of 
death. He is the fourth horseman? 


But Death stayed his hand. The dream froze solid, and relief flooded All for One’s being. Izuku 
Midoriya faded, and AFO was whole again, eyes and all. A shadow had appeared, and placed a 
comforting hand on his shoulder. “I did not mean to interrupt.” 


“It was nothing. Do you have anything to tell me, Dima?” Pestilentia’s glowing red eyes never, 
ever betrayed any emotion, letting his voice convey everything. But, unexpectedly, his shadows 
were lifted, and the man stood in front of AFO. 


He had grey hair and a stern, commanding face, lined by decades of smiles. Not smiles of 
happiness, no, smiles of grim, well earned satisfaction. Smiles born out of successfully playing 
god. 


“A little information. And a new asset. He already knows you. Or rather, you have seen each 
other’s faces. My man in the Triads got in contact, as you asked...everything will go according to 
plan. We have our source.” 


“Good.” AFO answered. ‘Search’, the Quirk that had once belonged to a hero by the name of 
Ragdoll, had been all it took, and a single man to later approach their new asset, armed only with a 
syringe full of Pestilentia’s dream influencing fluid. Fear...so much fear. “ll get in touch with 
Nine. The plan is now a go. My hideout must be revealed to the world, and the fight has to begin. 
And when it’s done, my conquest of Asia begins in earnest, my friend.” 


There was a lot behind the dreadful red eyes of Pestilentia. Death, cruelty, duplicity. He was All for 
One’s friend, but up to what point? At which point did their objectives for the world contradict 
each other? 


Dima kept his secrets. There were plans AFO would never know about, and yet...he was helpful. 
He was loyal. He was an equal. They were useful to each other, their networks too entangled with 
each other. If Pestilentia turned on AFO, there would be no place in hell or Earth safe enough to 
hide, and yet, if Pestilentia turned, there was no way to know. 


But if he did, the connection between their minds was more than enough to kill. Pestilentia knew it, 
AFO knew it. With a certain combination of Quirks, it was just as simple to fry Pestilentia’s brain, 
as it was to kill any man. 


Their goals may yet be opposed. They both craved control, but differently; All for One would take 
from the world, enough to starve the people, make them desperate. He would be the saviour of the 
destitute, there to give and take Quirks to the people who wished for a morsel of power, for a lie 
that made the despair go away, to the people who had been starved out of any other option. The 
truest form of Famine, that would make him king above the survivors. 


Pestilentia wished to rule through disease. To infect minds and spread poison, until everyone was 
corrupted by him and would follow loyally, as if he was an unquestionable god. AFO was a thief, 
Pestilentia was a cancer. 


“All for One, I had one more thing to add. There’s someone I want you to meet. I’Il set up the call 
tomorrow, through my men, but meanwhile, you might want to take a look at this file. I think we 
have our third Horseman.” Pestilentia offered a folder that materialized from a thin fog into his 
hands. 


It had the information of a woman, one rising in power every day. A General in the US. There was 
ambition, drive, and no mercy at all. A woman who would use war for her ends, for her own desire 
to control. And she was just the kind of person that All for One had been looking for. 


“She'll do rather nicely.” 


Pestilentia grinned, “I thought you’d agree. She has her own plan, her own moves. Soon, the entire 
world will see them. I think that she might be of use against... them” 


There was no more need to talk, not about that threat. Pestilentia nodded, seeing that AFO 
understood, “Ill let you return to your dream. It was all under control, right?” 


“Yes.” All for One lied, and his friend was gone the next instant. 


The world spun, and he was in an operating table, held down by thick leather cords on his arms and 
legs. The pain as Doctor Ujiko stitched his body back together...there had been few experiences 
like it. Lesser men would have been broken, mentally. No one else would have survived 
physically. 


Thirty days of medical operations, only paused so Ujiko could go to sleep. And in the dream, they 
happened in seconds. The desperation, the uncertainty, the helplessness of being unable to move, 
to see, to hear, the only constant being the excruciating torment... 


It was enough to wake him up. 


Deku was completely out of it. Aizawa had asked him three questions already, and all had been 
wrong, completely wrong. His attention was elsewhere, and Katsuki could see him frowning and 
mouthing wordlessly. There was something troubling him, and Katsuki was pretty certain that it 
was not All for One. Perhaps it was that the intern weeks, which they could take after every few 
class weeks, would soon begin again. 


Katsuki had a hunch that whatever was bothering Deku was directly related with whatever he had 
done the day before, when he had left before anyone had awoken and spent a day without a single 
one of his friends knowing his whereabouts. He had returned in the night, sneaking in like a thief. 


I shouldn’t care. He and I are the closest we have ever been to peace. I don’t hate him as much as I 
did, he has started to forgive me. Things are going better. I'm not worried for him, or whatever is 
going on in his tiny brain. But if I will trust him to watch my back, I need him to be at 100%. 
Katsuki gave a huff and looked back at his notes. Half were notes on the specifics of de-escalating 
situations against low-level villains, half were doodles of what his hero name logo could look like. 


After two years, he finally had one. It was only a tiny bit cooler than Lord Explosion Murder, and 
it wasn’t a dumbass idea like what his mother and father had suggested. When Masaru had offered 
“Blasty McSplodeface” with that kind, gentle grin of his, Katsuki had almost blown up the coffee 
machine in anger. 


But of course, he wouldn’t just reveal it to anyone so soon. He wanted to tell a few people first; 
Best Jeanist, who had mentored him in first year for a short time, and whose words had recently 
found new meaning. All Might, the man he had always wanted to be better than. Eijirou, because 
keeping secrets in relationships was for losers, assholes and whiny babies. And Uraraka, because 
fuck it, he felt like it, she was cool. 


Afterwards he would get registered with the name, and, if Deku decided he was done with his 
endless time of being sad and unfocused, he’d tell him too. J can already see their faces and how 
stupid they will feel for not imagining such a great name before I did, nobody will be cooler than 
Gr... His phone vibrated. 


In his desk, Deku tensed as well. It was a surefire way to get Iida to scold one to check a phone 
during class, and Katsuki had no particular desire to get yelled at by that robotic dumbass, so he 
didn’t check his phone. But he looked to the front of the classroom, and he saw he wouldn’t need 
to. 


Aizawa was checking his own phone, his eyes quickly registering the information. “lida, 
Yaoyorozu. The class will finish activity number 2.33 on page 76. Keep an eye out on everyone, 
answer any doubts that arise. Midoriya, Bakugou, follow me.” 


Aizawa didn’t wait for them and started walking. Katsuki glanced at Deku casually, and he was, 
thankfully, switched on again. Whatever was troubling him was less important than the text, from 
hero leadership; ‘Meet with Hawks and Commissioner Tsukauchi for debrief. Operation 
SKYWALKER has begun’. Bring it the fuck on! 


Katsuki felt as ready as he’d ever be. The new gear Hatsume had designed and his support 
company had manufactured worked like a dream, giving him new options for fighting at longer 
distances. And they’d been extremely easy to adapt to, almost as if someone had seen his Quirk’s 
evolution, written extensively about it and then given the info to his, admittedly genius but mostly 
just insane, friend. Katsuki should probably thank Deku for the support items at some point, in the 
far future. Maybe he’d buy him a plate of katsudon. 


Deku himself likely had a gadget or ten made just for the mission. Hatsume had been talking all 
the goddamn way when they had visited the government facility in the countryside where they 
currently had Shigaraki, and from what she said, she had pretty much made Deku’s entire suit over 
again with stronger, lighter and, for some reason, slightly darker coloured materials. Katsuki 
approved, as Deku’s first suit had been an infuriating mint green piece of crap. 


Aizawa walked them from the Class 2A homeroom all the way to the parking lot, and started 


talking when they were clear of any possible student ears, “Do you know why I gave my approval 
for this? I could have vetoed the whole thing. As the teacher responsible for your class, it is only 
logical I get the choice for that. It doesn’t matter if the police and the government are okay with it, 
if All Might and Gran Torino vouch for it, nothing. As your teacher, a simple “no” from me, and 
this would all be given over to someone else.” 


“Why did you let us do this then, sensei?” Deku asked. Katsuki was thankful that it hadn’t been up 
to him to speak aloud the rhetorical question, as he might have chosen to say ‘It was OUR choice, 
you had no say!’. 


“IT know about the little fight between you, after Tartarus. I know about your training with All 
Might. I know about all the history you share...I did my research. After last year’s fight, I expected 
it to get solved eventually, gradually, but instead you were at it again. So this decision isn’t about 
All for One. You are among the best students I have ever taught, and the authorities think you have 
a chance at actually winning this. But the reason I am letting you do this is that I expect great 
things from you two, and Japan can not prosper if two of its top heroes hate each other. This...you 
two have talked with your parents, right?” 


“Yeah.” Deku said, looking very, very sad. Katsuki was pretty sure that Auntie Inko had cried her 
eyes out. “All Might helped explain everything. She...she understands why it has to be me.” 


“T...1 told my dad. He probably told the hag. Talked last Sunday. They understand.” Katsuki 
muttered, shoving his hands down his pockets and letting out a pissed off sigh. They had been 
afraid, terribly so. All the pride and confidence they had on their kid’s power, gone in an instant. 


It had been just like when meeting the teachers after his kidnapping. Mitsuki had feigned a brave 
face, unbothered as Masaru had told her, but the instant she had been alone with Katsuki, she had 
broken down. It was never easy to see someone as powerful, as strong, as proud, as confident as 
Mitsuki Bakugou shed a tear, and, when she had talked with Katsuki about fighting that battle, she 
had shed many. 


Katsuki could still hear her quiet words, after his mother had wiped her eyes. “You don’t have to 
prove yourself like that, Katsuki. Nobody will think you are weak if you sit out this fight. We all 
know you are worthy. I can’t convince you, you’re...you’re like me. So stubborn...I know I would 
be itching for that fight in your position...Just...be strong, okay? Don’t be fucking idiot, stay right 
next to Izuku. You’re friends again now, yes?” Katsuki had nodded, even if it had not been entirely 
the truth, “Good. Only someone as blindsided with his own power as you could let go of someone 
that loyal. You watch his back, he’ll watch yours. You’ll return, right back home. Oh, and when 
you see him, Inko told me to send word that Izuku needs a fucking haircut! Fuck! It will get caught 
in a branch or something and then you’ll both explode!” 


She had laughed then, and she had hugged Katsuki. He had not been sure exactly why, but he had 
hugged her back. It had been so many years since he had done so. So many years since he had 
hugged his mom. So many years since he had let himself cry and be soothed by the impatient, 
almost aggressive hugs Mitsuki gave. 


“Still, it will stain UA’s image if you die, so Pll be direct with you.” Aizawa abruptly brought 
Katsuki’s attention back to the moment, and he noticed that they had reached the parking lot. 
“When I was your age, I was doing some internship work. It...my best friend died that day. I was 
overconfident, not prepared enough, and...it simply was inevitable.” 


Katsuki had seen Aizawa tired before, he had seen him exhausted, battered, injured to the point that 
his entire body had been covered in casts and bandages. 


But he had never seen Aizawa’s eyes so tired of life itself: Not as he did now, that he revealed his 
best friend had died in action. “Keep each other alive. Like I should have kept Shirakumo alive. 
And that is an order.” 


In a blink, Aizawa was back to normal; stern, demanding, physically tired but mentally sharp, with 
high expectations for the future. Js this his “dad talk” to us? “Don’t repeat my mistakes?” 
Adopting Eri made you a bloody softie, Eraserhead...but we will fucking try and stay alive. And 
when we return, you better fucking smile and acknowledge I’m number one, Aizawa! 


Though it wasn’t like he cared about the teacher being proud or anything like that, never. “We’ll 
win, sensei. Just you wait.” Katsuki said. 


“You better. Eri would miss Midoriya, and the factory that sells my noise cancelling earbuds that 
let me sleep when you’re yelling would close down if I no longer needed to buy any, Bakugou. I’m 
not sure what Hawks and Tsukauchi will tell you, but be ready to grab a bag and leave the instant 
you are done. And, if you have to leave today, I will cancel class. For just this time, got it? 
Because...Shirakumo never got a chance to say goodbye to anyone. You’ll get your chance. Don’t 
waste it.” Aizawa said, barely hiding his emotions. Not such a stoic fucker, huh? 


Aizawa left, picking a call as he walked, and even through the phone’s little speakers Katsuki 
could hear Ms. Joke’s loud, obnoxious voice and dreadful laughter, “...1’m making macaroni and 
cheese! Haha! Yes! Eri is helping! WAIT...THE FLOOR!!! NOOOOO!” That little brat Eri was 
probably covered in yellow cheese now, by the way that Aizawa completely bolted in the direction 
of the dorms. 


A car arrived, a black sedan marked with police insignias, and from it emerged Tsukauchi and the 
number 2 hero, Hawks. Yet another fucker I have to surpass, huh? I'll keep my eyes open. 
Tsukauchi had switched his usual tan trench coat for a dark blue bomber jacket, with the Tokyo 
Police Department symbol embroidered in the left side of the chest, and looked quite suave with 
some aviator shades. Hawks looked to be incognito, with a fugly “Hosu Memorial Children’s 
School-Miss Todoroki’s Class” hoodie, which looked cheap and not particularly well printed, but 
the winged asshole looked proud of it, and happier than when dressed in those amazing coats and 
jackets from all those photoshoots. 


The two approached, and Katsuki’s hands dug even deeper into his pockets. Tsukauchi was alright; 
after spending his evenings going in patrol cars, en route to arresting drug dealers, weapons 
smugglers and other low level scum affiliated with AFO, Katsuki had plenty of chances to talk 
with Tsukauchi. Deku had been sent with Tsukauchi’s second in command, Lieutenant Sansa, a 
guy with a cat’s head and a surprisingly deep voice. 


With Tsukauchi it felt easy to talk, to tell the truth, to vent. For all Katsuki knew, the cop had some 
shitty Quirk, but, for some reason, he still respected him. Thus Katsuki had been telling all of his 
doubts about the mission, about Deku, about Shigaraki, about how his parents had been worried, 
hell, even about UA exams to the cop. It was...decent, to have someone who listened like that. 
Maybe they all are right and I should go to fucking therapy. 


“Midoriya, Bakugou, we have new information! I wanted to tell you in person, it’s on a need to 
know basis.” Tsukauchi said, pulling out a manila folder from his briefcase. 


“Then why the fuck is that guy here?” Hatsuki asked, pointing at Hawks, who had produced a little 
bucket of fried chicken and was devouring a wing. You fucking cannibal. 


“Oh, me? I was just passing through, don’t mind me a lot. I’m just, let’s say...consulting. Endeavor 
asked me to tell you two a couple things. He also told me to find your pal Shouto and scream his 


name as loud as I can. I think it’s some sort of father in law test. Actually...if any really big secrets 
are about to be said, let me know and [ll cover my ears and yell incoherently .’” Hawks looked 
chill, but it was all such a studied, well acted mood, that Katsuki thought it was completely fake. 


“Whatever. Deku, you okay with that?’ Deku looked surprised, even shocked at how Katsuki’s 
tone had not been as harsh as usual. 


“Yeah! Please tell us the news, commissioner! That way we can go back to class!” So you can go 
back to daydreaming like an idiot, again, you mean. Stupid ass Deku. What the fuck was even so 
important that you’d miss out on playing with the little brats Eri and Kouta? It better have been 
worth it because you missed out on everything. 


Katsuki had been dragged to the little brats’ party by Uraraka, of all people, and he had mostly sat 
back and eaten their food, hanging out with Kaminari who was being less of an idiot than usual, 
and Uraraka herself. It had been fine, he guessed, but he didn’t particularly want to play with tiny 
children, not like Kirishima, Asui or, surprisingly, Shinsou (who acted completely like a big 
brother to Eri). And Katsuki knew that Deku truly cared for those kids. So why had he missed it? 
You missed out on the motherfucking pinata, you asshole. It better have been worth it, your little 
friends missed you very much. 


“Right. Take a look at these.” Tsukauchi showed them some printed photos, one by one. They 
showed some sort of mountain temple that looked to be in ruins. It looked like a god had punched 
the place and then shat on it, that is how destroyed it was. There was snow, lazily shoved to the 
sides of a courtyard, and a bunch of bald dudes in ratty orange robes standing around, some 
wearing military gear over their clothes, some holding rifles. 


And in the centre, was All for One, his old helmet on, wearing a fine as fuck suit. As both his 
parents were designers, Katsuki probably had more understanding than most about aesthetics, and 
he could tell that the tailoring in the suit was completely deliberate, that the materials used were 
not regular silks. At the very least, that shit’s bulletproof: Not that he needs it. Cut proof, maybe. 
But enough force and it'll tear, just like at Kamino. 


He looked at the helmet, how picture by picture the supervillain moved his head upwards, until the 
last one had AFO staring directly at the camera. It was just a picture, and Katsuki could still feel 
the presence, the aura of pure evil. Whoever took this pics...that must have been a fucking 
experience. 


“So...he had a new helmet made. Looks like a titantum-magnesium alloy, with tungsten structure 
and...”” Deku’s voice, definitely speaking Hatsume’s words. Katsuki rolled his eyes. Deku should 
be focusing on the fact that the helmet by itself would be intimidating, but what really mattered 
was that AFO knew they both had seen the helmet. /t’s a goddamn scare tactic, I fucking know it. 


“..and the suit’s some strong stuff too.” Katsuki interrupted, before Deku kept on going about 
every tiny detail. “He’s standing tall, but how long can he keep that up? Asshole probably sat the 
whole day after that. Where the fuck were these taken?” 


“Hold up, let me try to pronounce it... “ Zhangyjiajie’, or the floating islands, in the Hunan 
Province of China. Shigaraki was right, he is holed up with those Monastery of Famine people. 
Lieutenant Sansa is with Hadou to talk to him. We’re beginning this at midnight, tonight.” 
Tsukauchi said, with a grin. Pretty proud of not fucking up that pronunciation, huh, officer? Or 
setting up this entire thing? I gotta admit, it ain’t a mean feat. “This...this may be the biggest 
operation I’ve ever been involved with, and I cleaned quite a few of Toshinori’s messes. None of 
them needed translators, though. I trust that it is enough time to get any supplies you need?” 


“To...tonight?” Deku asked, looking as if he’d been suddenly punched in the gut. He’d looked 
distracted all day long, sure, but he’d been in high spirits anyway. This...it looked like it upset him 
greatly. What the fuck is going on, Deku? Are you gonna miss the All Might cartoon or some 
bullshit? Boo hoo, get over yourself. We have a fight to win. Or...is it something serious? 


“Yes. We can’t let the opportunity pass us by, every second of delay works against us. Our 
position with the Chinese is...uneasy. The officer I talked to seemed reasonable, but as of today he 
has been replaced by another man, some commander or major, I think. Speed is of the essence.” 
Tsukauchi said. 


“Tl just ask one thing.” Katsuki said, “Are. We. Rushing. This?” 


Tsukauchi shook his head, but it was Hawks who answered, intervening for the first time in the 
conversation. “You spent weeks planning your fight. You got Shigaraki’s deal. Tsukauchi got you 
all that Chinese support. Endeavor and I will make sure that whatever happens over there, we still 
win. What more do you need? Gear? New underwear? A haircut?” He smirked, poking at Deku’s 
too-long hair, to Deku’s dismay. 


“JT... haven’t had the time...” 


“[’m just teasing you, dontcha know that’s my favorite thing to do? Hahaha, you’re fun, kid! Fun, 
yeah, and full of potential. If you survive this, you’ll be good.” Hawks stretched a hand to mess 
with Deku’s hair, but stopped. “Better not jinx it. When you return, you’ ll be good.” 


“We'll win, Hawks.” was Deku’s only answer. 


“You better do, kid. Now, I have a few words of advice, some mine, some Endeavor’s. We have 
also been thinking about the fight, and some of it might be of use. Mine’s this; speed and precision 
win against brute strength nine times out of ten. You two are short dudes, just like me, so you’re 
small targets. Use that. He’s a fast fucker, though, so watch out. I’d tell you to poke out his eyes, 
but All Might did that already! Fight dirty. Kick him in the nuts, tear out his limbs, do your worst.” 
Hawks said, offering ruthless tips as cooly as if he had been suggesting a bit more salt on a plate of 
fried fish. 


“We will do that.” Deku said, seriously, but Katsuki could see that his mind was already working 
fast on something that was not the conversation at hand. Jt is what you are missing out, isn’t it, you 
predictable fuck? 


“Trust me, Hawks, if I get a chance to rip out his head, I fucking will.” Katsuki added, ““What’s that 
old weakling Endeavor got to say?” 


“These days?” Hawks laughed, shoving his hands down his pockets. I hate how casual you are, 
Hawks...maybe I should intern with you. “HAWKS! I don’t know if to kill you or make you marry 
my daughter THIS INSTANT!” Hawks said, making an impression of Endeavor, (rather decent, in 
Katsuki’s opinion). 


The #2 hero winked, before raising his hands in mock embarrassment, “Oh! You meant his words 
to you!” He scratched his stubble-covered chin, “He had some for each, and some for Tsukauchi, 
but I’m not sure if he actually meant for me to say them...Wanna hear, Naomasa?” 


“Sure?” said the cop, uneasy at being put on the spot. 


“Ehem...” Hawks said, scowling and making two of his feathers float to his upper lip and start 
waving as if they were Endeavor’s flaming moustache. Katsuki couldn’t help but give a short 


laugh at the sight. “Tsukauchi is still playing favorites with All Might and his kid...lets see how it 
turns out for him this time.” 


“T guess I earned that.” Tsukauchi answered, rolling his eyes. Hawks next turned to Deku. 


“Good call on not taking Shouto to an unwinnable fight. You do not need the number one hero 
wishing you luck, do you? Earn a victory, and you’ll have a place of honour in my agency, not as 
an intern, but as a full sidekick. And, most of all, thank you. You have helped my son become 
stronger than I could teach.” 


“Ts the agency offer from Endeavor, or you?” Katsuki asked, curious to see what Deku’s response 
would be. Deku knows that Endeavor’s a piece of shit. Most of our class know that. But he is still 
number one. What’s your answer gonna be, Deku? 


“Endeavor’s. I’ve already got good ol’ Tokoyami, and he’s quite enough teenage angst for me to 
handle, please and thank you.” Hawks said, giving both of them a quick, mocking bow. 


“T refuse his offer. I have my own agency, and I don’t care about joining another.” Deku answered, 
with pride and confidence that Katsuki had never seen. It was quite the thing to witness; even 
Tsukauchi and Hawks were taken aback. 


“Oh, well...I thought that...being a hero fan?” Hawks said, grasping at words. 


“T’m happy with my team. That’s all.” Deku said, but Katsuki was sure that there were a lot more 
reasons for his answer. “ Endeavor is a huge cunt” type reasons... 


“Right...So! Bakugou, he had these for you: ‘Tell that Bakugou kid that I respect his power and 
dedication, and he reminds me of myself at his age, and that I know he will be a decent hero. That 
he is exactly what our society wants from a hero.’ That was it. Neat, right?” Hawks said, already 
laughing as Katsuki felt rage build up and overflow from his body. 


“lM NOT LIKE ENDEAVOR AT ALL!” he yelled. Getting acknowledged by the number one 
hero was a thing, but that choice of words? Fuck that. Fuck him. Fuck everyone. In his anger, he 
had only barely noticed Deku’s expression darken the moment Hawks had said Endeavor’s opinion 
on Katsuki being what society wanted. 


“You have plenty of differences, sure. You don’t have a thicc ass or a flame beard, or an amazing 
daughter, or about thirty years worth of terrible, terrible, pretty much unforgivable mistakes...So, 
I’d say you could be a better guy in the end. Or maybe Endy can recommend the guy who operates 
his kidney stones for you!” Katsuki had decided that Hawks was too clever by half. 


“Shut up, Hawks. The fact you’re number two, just means you’re just one more person I have to 
overcome on my way to the top!” Katsuki yelled at the smug, winged asshole who couldn’t stop 
fucking laughing. 


“Oh man, oh man...that was pretty priceless...Endeavor might have even smiled if he’d seen it. Or 
maybe not, I have no idea what his smile looks like and I’d rather not imagine it.” Hawks 
shuddered and continued, “And, to be honest, I’d thought you’d liken the “number two” with, well, 
poop. Only the cruelest of Fuyumi’s students use that poop joke, and I gotta say it bruises the 


” 


ego... 


Katsuki just pointed at the hero with an angry finger, unable to come up with more arguments after 
that absurd diatribe. Hawks laughed again, ate more of his chicken, and started flying away. “Why 
the fuck did he even climb into the car if he’d just fly away?” Katsuki asked, to no one in 


particular. 


“He umm...well, I have no idea.” Tsukauchi said, rubbing his forehead annoyedly. “Get everything 
you need, say goodbye to your friends and family, and take the train for Yokota Airbase. Be there 
on time, we’ve got a jet for you. It’Il be quicker than flying commercial. The Chinese will send it, 
figured you can meet the heroes you’ll be working with, the Dragon Twins.” 


“We'll be there.” Deku said, calmly. Deku, those are the #1 heroes in China, you won’t even get 
excited about that ? 


“Yeah, count on it.” Bakugou said. Tsukauchi gave them a nod, and got back in his car. The sedan 
drove off quickly. /t’s fucking on...no time to make a big deal about my hero name, then, I guess. 
I'll tell everyone when I say goodbye. I need to see my old man and the hag, too. Maybe send a text 
to Best Jeanist with the name. Or a call. Whatever works best. Fucking hell, we’re really doing 
this. We’re going to war. 


“Let’s head back, Deku. We’re burning sunshine!” Katsuki was elated. Happy. Absolutely fucking 
terrified. Ecstatic. So stressed that he could puke, but so ready to kick some ass, to make his 
legend, to fucking fight. He was a gladiator, walking to the centre of the arena, walking towards 
either glory or death. 


“Pll be there in a bit, Kacchan, I’ve gotta make a call.” Deku said. Unlike Katsuki, who felt 
focused, aggressive and totally complete by the prospect of the fight, Deku seemed to be distant. 
He wasn’t shrinking away from a fight, or cowering, he simply was not there . 


Katsuki hoped that, whatever his call was about, it gave Deku enough peace of mind. If Katsuki 
was going to trust him completely, he needed Deku to give his all. 


Nejire's Promise 


Ryuko Tsuchikawa enjoyed running and being active. There was nothing like the feel of her 
favorite sneakers and the dirt of a mountain trail to unwind after a mission. And after that storm, 
she was more than thankful for the chance to unwind. 


The Wild Wild Pussycats had been sent south to an island called Nabu. It had been guarded just by 
a single team of four aging heroes, there was no true police presence in the area, and the coast 
guard force stationed there was quite insufficient to evacuate the civilians, a couple hundred 
villagers, fishermen and farmers. 


When they had arrived there, the old heroes had taken everyone to a castle on a hill, and the tides 
had already cut them off, so Ryuko, or rather, Pixie Bob, had made the sand rise from beneath the 
waves to get to them, and they had used Mandalay’s telepathic communication to guide the 
helicopters right through the clouds and unto a clearing on the castle island. 


They had rescued mostly old people, a few boring adults, and an absolutely gorgeous man; a single 
father of two adorable kids called Mahoro and Katsuma. He was called Yoshiyuki Shimano, he had 
a nice smile, a kind heart, and apparently knew Hawks from one time the winged hero had 
prevented a villain from attacking him. 


The Shimanos had decided to accept the Pussycats’ offer to join them in Musutafu. There the hero 
team had set up an office, as they had little Kouta to take care of, and the mountains were not the 
best place for a young boy to grow. Kouta loved his aunts and uncle, yes, but still it was good for 
him to spend time around people his age. And the proximity to UA made it so easy to get (free) 
babysitters all the time, so the Pussycats could still go on missions all the time and not worry. 


Thus Mandalay had offered the Shimanos a good deal in a condo nearby, safety, and a very easy 
new start for the family. Maybe it had just been Mandalay being an exemplary heroine, or maybe it 
had something to do with those gazes that Pixie Bob had spotted between her teammate and the 
single dad... 


Shino Sosaki wasn’t a particularly territorial cat, Ryuko knew, but the Pussycats were as close as 
they were because of trust and understanding, so Ryuko was quite happy to let her friend have her 
new and handsome friend, and possible boyfriend. 


Still, following the code of “Sisters Before Misters” could only take Ryuko so far before she 
started to get lonely. Tomoko, aka Ragdoll, had also fetched herself a rather amazing beau in 
Tensei lida, or at least that was what she told her friends. It was quite clear that the wacky girl was 
head over heels, and the entire rehabilitation clinic they both went to could see it, even if the 
couple weren’t official yet. 


Tiger was quite happy being single, sure, but Ryuko just longed for someone to cuddle with. She 
was thirsty! And lonely. And desperate. It wasn’t even funny anymore. The more she tried dating, 
the more hurt she ended, and the lonelier. 


When she wasn’t driving the guys away with how needy she had ended up being, she ended up 
ghosting them. Or the guys were weird. Not that she minded a little bit of wackiness, she dressed 
up like a cheerleading catgirl for her day job, after all, but some of the guys...dating sucked. Dating 
apps were terrible, and clubs...most of the people in nightclubs were younger. 


Ryuko sometimes felt like her time was running out. 


She wanted it all; the deep connection, the meaningful gazes, the shared secrets, the 
fucking...goddamn was she thirsty. 


But not in the literal sense. Her run was going at a good pace, and she didn’t need a drink just yet. 
All that mattered was the smell of damp earth, the feeling of her feet hitting the ground, her arms 
moving up and down in tandem with her steps. It was a good run, a glorious workout. The sun was 
finally out, and the night’s snow had melted by then, leaving behind an icy scent and puddles of 
water everywhere. 


The path she ran was about thirty minutes away from Tokyo, if she started timing the drive when 
taking the highway that ran next to Tartarus. She had seen that the repair crews were almost 
finished with their work, and the prison would soon be good as new. After a little while on the 
highway, she would take a detour and park her car, change to her shoes and start her way down the 
trail. 


She had done so hundreds of occasions, both alone and with her friends. The day’s run was no 
different, the route she had run so many times that every leaf and stone was like an old friend. 
There was a clearing, about eight kilometres into the run, that she loved for training her Quirk, as 
there was a natural formation of minerals in the soil that allowed her a degree of control and feel of 
the earth, that there was truly no better place. It had a small stream that passed by it, so she could 
make the earth wet and muddy, or let it dry, training herself for all types of soil like that. 


Ryuko sprinted the last hundred meters as she finally made it to the clearing, ready for a pause on 
the running, a big gulp of green Gatorade and a granola bar. And then, training. At least an hour of 
it, making golems and earth constructs of all shapes and sizes, and then smashing them against 
each other, combining them, manipulating them precisely. Her Quirk was not an art, not like the 
grace of Tiger’s Pli-a-body, or the expertise some showed with emitter Quirks, like Endeavor with 
his flames. But it was a tool, and one she was proud to keep useful. 


Losing Ragdoll’s ‘Search’ had been a hard blow to their capabilities as a rescue crew. So they had 
needed to adapt, and now Pixie bob had more scouting duties, where the perception her creations 
gave her was absolutely necessary. 


Ryuko was mentally preparing herself to focus on the feeling of wet earth, the way it resisted and 
then cooperated to her control, to further train herself in perceiving the vibrations in the soil and yet 
not letting it hurt her... 


“WHAT THE FUCK!?” Ryuko exclaimed. There was someone in her clearing, clumsily 
attempting to spear a fish in the stream. “WHY IS THERE A HANDSOME HOBO IN MY 
FOREST?!” Ryuko asked. She hadn’t intended to yell it, but it was true; it was a long haired, wild 
eyed man with a disheveled blonde beard, who seemed to be dressed in a wolf pelt and black 
spandex pants. 


“Huh?” the Jesus-looking dude looked up, and Ryuko saw confusion in his eyes. She also saw he 
had a big scar across his forehead, as if his skull had been cut open and then stitched back crudely. 
There was a certain charm about him, even though he was clearly some sort of mountain hobo who 
might be insane... 


“Oh, well, sorry to startle you but...are you okay?” Ryuko asked, placatingly. The earth around the 
man’s feet was already swirling with energy, ready to turn into a stone basilisk and wrap around 
his body, just in case he wasn’t some cave-dwelling hottie and he was a threat. 


“T’ve had all these...migraines?” the man said. His voice was deep, a bit gravelly, as if he had been 
a smoker some time back. And his eyes...there was so much intensity in them, as he stared directly 


into Ryuko’s eyes. There was a certain...hunger in his eyes, but it wasn’t just for the fish he was so 
uselessly attempting to catch. “I’m pretty sure I hit my head reeaaallly hard, cause I can’t 
remember a thing! Nope, not a thing! Well, there might be one, tiny thing....Oh wait, nope, it’s 
gone!” 


If anything, Ryuko liked his energy. “What’s your name?” she asked, taking one step forward. 
Would the other Pussycats believe her little Tarzan-esque adventure? She expected a few sarcastic 
remarks about hallucinations born out of lust, at the very least. 


“Oh! I remember that!” the man said, then he frowned, “Actually, I’m not so sure...I think...I think 
it was umm...Of course I remember! I’m unforgettable! I’m Jin, the man who forgot his last 
name!!!” He seemed to be both halves of a comedy duo, which Ryuko assumed was a side effect of 
living in the wild for who knew how long. And if he indeed had lost a part of his memories due to 
a bump in the head, this “Jin” might not have known that he was half an hour away from a 
convenience store. 


“T’m Ryuko.” she said, getting even closer and offering a hand to shake. He accepted. Jin had 
strong hands, scarred in a few places, with slightly yellowed nails. He had definitely been a smoker 
one time. “Ryuko Tsuchikawa. So, how long have you been out here?” 


“Hmmm...I think two weeks? Three? I’m not sure. There was a lot of rain for a while, but I found 
this nice cave...actually it was a dreadful cave. I survived there a while! But I really suck at hunting 
squirrels, and wolves taste like ass...Shut up, Jin, you enjoyed that wolf!” The more he went back 
and forth with himself, the more curious Ryuko found it. She wasn’t sure if it was a fractured 
psyche, born from a traumatic event, or just a side effect of loneliness, but she was thinking of 
finding out. 


“When was the last time you had a proper meal?” 


“Can’t remember!” Jin said with a grin. He seemed earnest, and not particularly threatening and 
yet, Ryuko didn’t quite feel at ease. Jin was very familiar, but from where? Where had she seen 
him? 


“ll give you a ride back to town and buy you dinner. Sound good?” She knew a nice diner on the 
road, and giving a cute guy a ride back home after three weeks on the wild was a good action, 
worthy of a hero. 


“Hold up...there’s FOOD there? Oh shit, oh shit! Yes, ’'m in. You can count on Jin! Pll tell you all 
about my survival! I’ve learned how to roast a squirrel, how to survive food poisoning from a 
badly roasted squirrel, and how to actually roast a squirrel! I have eaten some tasty snakes! Some 
days I fed on tree frogs! It was an ordeal, a trial to survive! But then I got...decent at it. No, I was 
CRAP! [ have learnt things about wolves that scare me more than the primal fear of splitting in two 
and then the two me’s fighting to the death...” Ryuko laughed; this Jin guy sure had a sense of 
humour, for a guy stranded in the woods! 


“Have a granola bar meanwhile, and a drink. Then let’s go back! My car’s just down the path.” 


Half an hour later, Ryuko was driving back towards Tokyo’s metropolitan area. She’d had her fill 
of running and training could wait for later, right now she’d found a man in need and she was duty 
bound as a hero to help. With a few texts, she had asked for a change of clothes, and Tiger had 
volunteered a shirt and a pair of shorts, which would ensure that they’d give Jin some food. 


In the end, the entire team had decided to show up and join Ryuko’s dinner. They enjoyed a nice 
meal, and Jin ate as much as the team, all by himself, enjoying an extra serving of pancakes on top 


of the chicken, steak and eggs he had ordered at first. As Shino gently teased Jin for taking 
advantage of Ryuko’s hospitality, Tomoko motioned for Ryuko to go with her to the bathroom. 


The former hero took her time; she washed her hands, she fixed her makeup, she even checked her 
phone and sent a few cute selfies to Tensei lida. Just when Ryuko was beginning to get impatient, 
and start thinking Tomoko had lost track of her thoughts, she spoke. “You don’t recognize that guy, 
right?” 


“Nope, should I? Oh fuck, please tell me he isn’t one of the dudes I ghosted...that’d be so 
awkward!” 


“No.” Tomoko was uncharacteristically serious, even grim. “That’s a member of the League of 
Villains. I’m not going to just forget them, even if he was always kind and respectful while I was a 
prisoner.” 


“Wait, what are you-” 


“That guy is Twice.” 


The Big 3 had finally ended their “punishment”, and they had been sent away from Abaddon 
Interim Prison for good. In practical terms, that should have meant returning to patrols, to the 
occasional team up, to the sponsorships that they were setting up for Tamaki and Nejire. But 
instead, they’d had one final task; bring Shigaraki to an airbase, and wait. 


None of them liked it as the cops Tsukauchi had sent with them had not seen them busy and had 
prescribed a metric ton of paperwork, “for the boredom”. It had made for a boring, terrible couple 
of hours, and none of them had been particularly pleased. Nejire had not even been motivated 
enough to tease Mirio’s absolutely dreadful handwriting. 


Mirio had good grades, but the fact that he could work hard on research papers didn’t mean he 
would ever like filing a police report or write a really long letter apologising for his “vigilantism”’. 
Tamaki liked being indoors, more than the other two, and he could make a nice poem on the spot, 
but the strict requirements of paperwork made his anxiety unbearable. 


And Nejire simply did not care. There were doubts in her mind that had not been there a few weeks 
before. 


Nejire didn’t struggle much with herself. She knew her strengths, she worked on her weaknesses, 
she was sure of her friendships and she trusted those around her. The few doubts that plagued her 
mind were related to her image, how everyone saw her as a ditz, a bimbo. A stupid girl whose only 
attribute was to be pretty. 


She knew she was pretty, and she knew that her focus wasn’t exactly the best. But even if she was 
absent minded at times, Nejire was not a dumb girl. She used it to her advantage; the more people 
believed she was the weakest out of her crew, the more they would underestimate her. The dumber 
they thought she was, the more they would be surprised when she out-thought them. 


Those doubts were simple, the source of advantage, even. But she had a different doubt today; she 
had to contend with the fact that someone was going away, and she was not ready for it. 


Tenko Shimura. 


She wondered why she hadn’t volunteered for the mission. If it was too late to ask. If she would 
see him again. 


Tenko reminded her of feelings she had given up on a long time ago. He had some similarities; his 
anxiety with people, the eyes that had never been fully accustomed to look into another person’s. 
But the rage inside them was very different. Tenko had been raised to hate heroes, and now his 
only outlet at finding out he had been tricked and manipulated all along, was to vent his anger at 
the biggest cause. 


Revenge was all too convenient a solution, and to aim it at All for One...Nejire wasn’t sure if she 
was Okay with a mission to kill, but, if anyone had ever earned it, AFO had. She just hoped that it 
wouldn’t end Tenko. That he would win and Tomura would leave for good. Maybe forgiveness 
was impossible, but for Tenko’s soul, Nejire wanted it to be someone else who delivered the killing 
blow. 


She imagined that people wanted the same for Deku and Bakugou. Their friends and loved ones 
would not want their hands to be covered in blood and yet...did Nejire think it would be better if 
one of them made the final move? It was difficult to think so. Painful, even. 


He trusted her, so it would have made sense to join the mission, to make sure everyone made it 
unharmed and it was successful...but she hadn’t. She didn’t know why. Was it because the mission 
to guard the captured villains was only lifted until the day that Tenko would go away? That she 
thought that responsibility was more important? She was afraid of AFO, sure, it made her shake 
just to remember facing him and yet she knew she’d fight him again if she needed to. It was not 
fear, and she didn’t think it was responsibility. 


Perhaps it was simple indecision, disguised as caution. 


Just like she had swallowed her own feelings two years earlier, to preserve the happiness of two 
instead of going forward and taking the joy for herself. 


Nejire thought she was completely over it. She was confident she had made the right choice. But 
she had been in love, completely, deeply, utterly. From the moment they had first spoken, she had 
been in love with Tamaki Amajiki. 


Not the first “conversation”, which had simply been him staring at the ground and Nejire getting 
right up in his face and asking a hundred questions. Or even the tenth time she had tried that; they 
were classmates, and she was really sociable! No, it had been after their first Sports Festival. They 
had fought each other, and she had seen the magnificence of his Quirk, she had seen his power and, 
when she had lost, she had seen his kindness, his understanding, when he had visited her after. 


It had been the first time she’d heard his voice. He had so much trouble expressing his regret for 
winning, when it had been well earned. Nejire had seen something good and noble in him that day, 
and had wanted the world to see it, but in the end, she had stepped aside. Tamaki had no idea that 
all her flirting was flirting, and he would never know the extent of what her feelings had been. 


But it was alright, because he had Mirio. They’d had each other from the start, and it had taken 
them years to know just how deep the connection truly was. And Nejire wouldn’t trade her 
friendship with the two for anything in the world, not even for a shot at falling in love with Tamaki 
again. 


Nejire realized that someone in the government probably wanted to see what would happen with 


Tenko. It was not Tsukauchi. It had to be someone who saw that the Big 3 had empathy and left 
positive impressions on people. Perhaps that woman from the Hero Public Safety Commission? 
Nejire didn’t know. But she had been tasked with watching Shigaraki, and had ended up caring for 
him far beyond what basic human decency would have required. 


She cared for Tenko Shimura. For the glimpses of good she saw in him, for the terrible past that no 
one should have endured, for how the innocence of a good, pure boy fought against the darkness of 
all his years as Tomura Shigaraki. 


She hadn’t intended to care so much. She had just wanted to show him that there were good 
people, and good heroes, and that all his old plans had been bad ideas. She had wanted to show him 
that there was another path. But here she was, sitting in front of him, unable to say the words she 
wanted. 


“Something’s wrong, isn’t it? You already told me that we are leaving today, that’s the opposite of 
wrong. Except for this...this goddamn loading screen. It’s so...boring.” Tenko said, without 
meeting her gaze. It was good, as Nejire felt it was difficult to do so herself. She couldn’t peer into 
those tortured eyes and not see all the pain, she couldn’t stare at them without a need to reach out. 
And today, she felt it would be the last time gazing at those crimson eyes, and she just couldn’t. 


“No...1t’s just...” Nejire hesitated. How to tell him? She didn’t even have the words herself. 


“Tt’s all over, Nejire Hadou.” Tenko said, grimly, and yet he grinned. He grinned like a man 
condemned, like someone who saw something wrong and was powerless to do anything but laugh. 
It broke her heart. “They will take me away now, you won’t need to babysit me anymore. If...if I 
survive, they’ Il just throw me in prison. I deserve it, I fucking do.” 


“Wait, Tenko...” 


“You'll probably be the last person to call me that so...” He looked away, and Nejire saw his 


revenge, yes, but what after that? I want to live, but for what? Why? For what reason? 
Just...survival?” 


“There are reasons. We can find them!” Nejire said, reaching out. For once, she didn’t touch his 
shoulder or hug him. She grabbed his hand and intertwined her fingers among his. The gloves that 
Hatsume had crafted were all that prevented Nejire from being dusted and yet, the gloves were thin 
and she could feel the heartbeat in Tenko’s hands, she could feel how her fingers and his fit 
together. How well their fingers fit together. 


For an instant, there was nothing else. The noise of planes coming and going in the airbase, the 
wind blowing her hair around with the draft that got in through the hangar doors. The way the 
evening light streamed about them, from the open gate and the windows. The sneaking fear that 
Tenko could die and she would never see him again and she would never tell him what she... 


It was all gone. Their eyes met, for the first time in that day, and Nejire saw a brief glimmer of 
hope...and she spoke without thinking. “Tenko...what if I go? What if I join the mission? What if I 
fight with you?” 


It was a terrible idea. She didn’t know if she could actually join, if there was a free seat in the 
plane, if... “I don’t...Nejire, that...please don’t do that for a dead man like me.” Tenko had blushed 
and looked away, and his hand shook, but Nejire didn’t let go. 


“Oh...If you don’t want me to... You...you will take care, right? You will live. You will win. You 


will return. And when you return, we will help you!” Tenko didn’t speak, he didn’t answer. “ J will 
help you.” Nejire said, and then he nodded. 


“T will return but...yeah. We don’t need to risk many lives. Midoriya is caught in the blood feud of 
Sensei and All Might, so he’ll go. Bakugou is an asshole, so if he dies it’s okay...” 


“Hey, Tenko! That was mean!” Nejire said, pouting and poking his chest. 


“Oh, right...that was still a bit of “Tomura” speaking, lemme rephrase it....Bakugou is an asshole 
so if he dies it will be a great tragedy, the loss of such potential...’ Tenko said, almost spitting 
Bakugou’s name. Nejire didn’t particularly like her underclassman, as he knew he was prickly and 
aggressive, but she had no hatred of him in any way. 


“You don’t like him. Why?” 


“He reminds me of me. The worst parts. I feel I made similar mistakes. When I wanted to make 
him a villain, it wasn’t cause I saw the potential he had for evil, I just saw...me. And it bit me in 
the ass, that decision. Deep down, however much we resemble each other, he kept firm with his 
ideals. So the decision I took was very, very wrong.” Tenko was pensive for a moment, quietly 
pondering. 


“Then again, maybe it was some kind of...destiny. If I hadn’t kidnapped Bakugou, All Might 
wouldn’t have fought All for One. He wouldn’t have been arrested. I would still be his pawn, he 
might have even turned me into another experiment of his...Maybe I should thank Bakugou? 
Maybe not. Maybe this is just bullshit coming out of my mind. Maybe I can’t focus because I’ve 
never...held a person’s hand...not after I got my Quirk. Maybe...maybe I’m scared.” 


“Maybe. But you know one thing?” Nejire waited a moment for his answer, which was just a 
questioning glance, “One thing I know for certain? It’s quite fun, actually! But it is a secret.” 


“Oh yeah? Crap.” Tenko answered, dropping his shoulders in disappointment. 


“Ah, to hell with secrets! P’Il tell you! If...no, when! When you return, I will visit every time I can, 
to check on you, okay? Maybe I can’t go with you, but...[ want you to know I will be wishing you 
the best, okay? I promise, Tenko. I won't leave you. You won't be alone.” 


Izuku couldn’t seem to type the phone number well enough. /t’s too soon, too soon. I don’t even 
have the whole day...Am I ready? How do I...how do I say goodbye to my mom? To All Might? To 
my friends? To Mei? To Himiko? 


Even as he fumbled so much with his fingers, he finally managed to type in the number. The phone 
rang one time before she picked up. “Izu-Izu?” 


“Himiko, it’s me.” Stupid...you’re the only one that knows that number. Think, Izuku, think... 
“They...they found All for One. We’re going...and it is tonight.” 


“They found the bastard? Nice!” Her voice on the other side was so happy, so cheerful...but then 
she realized the day Izuku had said, “...oh. Tonight?” 


“We won’t be able to have our dinner, Himiko.” Izuku said. J already knew I’d be separating from 


her, so why does this feel even more final? It’s just...it’s just a little bit longer. 


“And you won’t be here to arrest me on Thursday...” she said. Izuku could almost see her face, 
how hurt she’d be, how he’d caused her pain with the change of plans. It was horrible. 


“Can I...can we say goodbye? Before I...before I go?” 


“Yes, of course. I’m not letting you go without a goodbye, Izuku Midoriya, I’m not! I will... have 
to... You'll go say bye to your mother, right?” 


“Of course.” 


“Tll see you after that. P'll find you.” Himiko said, and Izuku could hear two things; fingers 
desperately clicking at the phone, trying to end the call, and a pained, muffled sob, as Himiko 
covered her mouth with her other hand. Then the call ended. 


Why does it hurt so much? She’s a villain, Izuku, a villain . Even if I still help her, even if I 
befriend her, even if I start to feel things for her, even if it all happened like in some fairy 
tale...how? How do I fix it all? And why is that so important to me? Why do I let it be? I have the 
biggest fight in my life, in my career, I don’t think I'll ever find anyone stronger than AFO. I have 
to be at my best...So why do I just want to run away? To cry? For someone to hold me in their 
arms? Why is the person I want to hold me the person that has tried to kill me the most? 


He was tired. So tired. He was not ready for AFO, but if he was honest with himself, he’d never be. 
The only consolation was that AFO was not at his prime, and that Izuku had allies. IZuku wanted to 
win, he wanted to end all the stress, all the expectations of the battle, he wanted to be done with it, 
he wanted to live. He wanted to live so badly. 


For his mom, for All Might. For his friends, for his classmates. For his teachers. For the siblings 
he’d found on Eri and Kouta. For Himiko, the girl that confused him so much, and that he could 
not fail. For all the people of Japan, who he was sworn to protect, and the people of all the world, 
who were now endangered by All for One...he wanted to live. 


“At least [ll sleep on the plane.” Izuku muttered, even though no one was around. When he was 
that stressed, he started to forget to keep his thoughts in his head and not speak them. He started 
walking, making his way to the classroom. Aizawa had said they would cancel class so he could 
say goodbye, and Izuku imagined that he’d also get a chance to say his farewells to Mei and 
Shinsou. J should have thought more about how a hero’s duty drove All Might and Nighteye away, 
about how it destroyed Nana Shimura’s family. This job won’t wait for me to have my shit 
together. 


Of gear and goodbyes 


Chapter Notes 


Ochako is a strange character. Most of the time I don't care for her and yet, the 
moment I write her point of view, she becomes one of my favorites. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


No, no, NO! Not so soon! Not when I...not when I still don’t know what to do! Deku, please, 
Just...don’t go, DON’T GO! It’s not a fight you can win, or that Bakugou can win, just...STAY! Stay 
with me, stay safe, stay safe... Ochako Uraraka saw Izuku Midoriya walk through the paths of UA, 
slowly, lost in thought. 


She still felt so much for him. So damn much. It tore her heart in two and yet...She didn’t want it 
to. Each and every day it hurt. It hurt to see him. It pained her to see how he forgot her more and 
more, and yet, every time he tried talking with her, her first instinct was to flee, to avoid, to look 
away and not deal with how every little bit of her mind was on end. 


Ochako loved him. How could she not? He had saved her life without even knowing her, on their 
first day together. He inspired her. He was the kind of hero she looked up to, the ideal. He was 
above all; he didn’t even have to explain himself, why he wanted to be a hero. He just was . A hero 
inside and out, it was impossible to believe he had once been Quirkless, but when he had explained 
it all, Ochako could understand why All Might had chosen him. 


She loved him, so much that it hurt. And she hated him. She hated the fear, the anxiety, the 
jealousy that shredded her heart. She hated the fact that she was afraid to accept how much she 
loved him, that she was not strong enough to tell him. She was afraid that it was too late, and the 
feelings had rotten well beyond the pure crush she’d once had. 


The jealousy was the worst. It was selfish to expect someone who she wasn’t even friends anymore 
with to not find other people. It was selfish to expect he wouldn’t befriend other girls. Each time 
she saw how easy it was for him to talk with that insane girl Hatsume, how polite he was with 
Momo and Mina and Tsuyu, how not even the mock flirting of Setsuna Tokage affected him so 
much as talking with Ochako. 


She wanted him for herself and yet she felt so wrong when they were alone. It was not good, it was 
not a sustainable way to live, it was a slow death. To see how uncomfortable he was around her 
butchered Ochako’s soul. 


And yet...she had been thinking, lately. She’d always had too much time to think, to be alone with 
her emotions. Even if she spent the entire day with her friends, if she gave school and heroics all of 
her focus and then some, at night she had thoughts. Invasive, dark, dreadful, but lately...liberating. 


She finally saw a way forward. 


She had Katsuki Bakugou to thank for that. She saw clearly how her feelings had turned to poison, 
she saw how a crush had turned to dread. His brash words had opened her eyes, and now she saw 
so many things that she had not noticed, being so caught up in her tainted love. How she hadn’t 
properly talked with Tsuyu in weeks, how she had learned so much in class, how strong her Quirk 


was becoming... 


Even the monumental debt that had pushed her to try and be a hero was fading quickly, and she had 
not even reacted to it. She had to change, and the first thing was to see Deku as just a boy. Not the 
hero she saw, not the weakling Bakugou had seen before, not even the friend Ochako once had. 


Izuku Midoriya. The boy, the young man. Handsome, sure. Heroic, but humble. Introverted, 
private, and yet good at making friends. Smart. A boy who couldn’t even tie his tie correctly. A 
nerd, and proud of it. She was blind to that so often, but she had to see. She had to accept that he 
was a person, not the idea she had of him. 


And yet...he was going away. 


Ochako was not ready. She wanted to scream, she wanted to yell, she wanted to smash the wall 
with her bare hands, she wanted to kill someone. Deku was going away, her Deku, and she was not 
ready at all. Who knew how long the mission would take? What would happen over there? What if 
he was hurt? If he died? 


He walked into the classroom in a daze. Everyone was already off their seats, as Bakugou had 
arrived earlier and was sharing his quiet goodbyes with his friends, showing a rare, genuine smile 
or two. And Deku...Ochako saw his eyes the moment he walked in, she got a glimpse of his soul, 
unguarded. 


It was such a rare thing, these days. Now that they had grown so far apart, Ochako had not seen the 
true emotions in those big green eyes except on a few important occasions, such as after telling 
them all about One for All, the day she had run away. She did not regret that, not with how 
overwhelmed she had been by hugging him. 


The hero team was all gathered, and Shinsou and Hatsume had been called from whatever class 
they had been at. Ochako’s opinion of Hatsume was improving with how attentive she was to her 
Quirk’s need in her costume and gear, but she still was wary of her. But at least she had moved on 
from a dark point in her life in which she would have gladly floated Hatsume to the stratosphere 
before letting her fall. 


She didn’t have a fully formed opinion on Shinsou. She knew that Mina liked him, but she didn’t 
quite see what the hype was about. Perhaps it was his personality? She’d spent little time with him, 
and he was a very private person, only outdone by Amajiki senpai, who she knew in passing from 
the internships of the previous year. 


Both were close friends with Deku. Much closer than Ochako, even more than she had been at first 
with Deku. They were his comfort zone. The easy silence, the ones who demanded nothing from 
him and gave him their weird friendships in return. Maybe one day Ochako would consider them 
her friends too. 


Deku had changed the moment his eyes turned to where his friends were. His eyes were closed 
now, that window into his soul, gone. He was focused now, confident, every bit the hero that 
Ochako adored. It made her heart flutter. It made her want to run away. The stronger she felt for 
him, the more it hurt, because she knew that they couldn’t be together, they shouldn’t be together, 
they had to concentrate on being heroes... 


“H-hey! They ubh...they told you about it?” Deku said, approaching. 


“Of course they did! Izuku, you are making UA proud, I can’t believe that you are taking the fight 
straight at your nemesis! It is admirable and...well, I just wanted to ask....1s it revenge?” Tenya 


asked. 


Tenya, oh Tenya. Why did he make Ochako feel safe? Why did he seem to make everything feel 
normal, if only for a moment? Why was he so kind and good and caring? Why the fuck did he care 
so much for all of them? And yet, he had a dark side. His grudges ran deep, if they were warranted, 
but if they weren’t, he was forgiving. 


Ochako could remember a day in first year when Tenya and her had taken a full hour to diss 
Hatsume, all of it away from Deku, of course. It brought a smile to her face to remember Tenya 
calling the inventor a “vile, selfish, gearhead who doesn’t respect the rules and follows only her 
ambition!’’. It had been a necessary vent for him, and a total laugh for Ochako. 


Ochako wasn’t exactly sure what she felt for Tenya. He was one of her best friends, and she cared 
for him. She wanted to see him smile, to see him be happy and successful, to see him get 
everything he wanted in life. He had so much direction...in a way, she envied that. The confidence 
he had in his reasons for being a hero, now that he had wrestled with his darkest demons. How 
clear he saw his path. 


Ochako had no idea what she was doing. It was so difficult to see the path ahead, to know what life 
would bring. She knew she would graduate and her graduated pro hero salary would pay for the 
debt’s interest in six months. She knew that in a further six months she would have enough for the 
trip to Hawaii she wanted to give to her parents. 


But besides that, it was all blank now. 


It was so, so easy. Marry Deku, be heroes together, have three kids, a house. Easy. The plan...is 
gone now. 


“It is not about revenge, Tenya, no, it is...duty. I have to do this.” Deku said, his words grim. 
Ochako felt as if they weren’t in a classroom, rather that they were on a battlefield and he was 
inspiring them with a speech. 


“T see. If the faculty gave their green light, it means you two have what it takes, right?” Tenya said, 
and Izuku nodded, quite confidently. 


“Kacchan and I will be back real soon! We have a strategy, we will get help from other heroes who 
will do most of the fighting, and I even got Shigaraki to turn against his teacher! We have 
everything we need, the villain is holed up away from civilians, and we are ready! We will win!” 
Deku said, using his hands to give more power to his words, but Ochako wasn’t sure if he was 
being truthful. She needed to talk with him, to tell him so much... 


“We have to pack light, but when we are ready, we go to China! It...it will be an adventure!” Deku 
said, “Except the part where we, well, then we...umm, yeah. We got this, guys. You don’t have to 
worry too much about me!” 


Not worry about him? With who he was facing? It was a tall order. 


Ochako hadn’t actually been in All for One’s presence before. She had only seen him fly away 
from Tartarus, hundreds of meters away, far away from the miasma of fear he was supposed to 
exude. But even if she hadn’t felt that, she had the vivid description from everyone who had seen 
him first hand; Kirishima, Todoroki, Momo, Tenya and Deku. And the supervillain sounded 
terrifying. 


'”’ 


“Deku’s right. Old bastard’s half a fucking corpse! We’ll be back before the fucking exams 


Bakugou laughed from where he was talking with his friends. Ochako could see how scared 
Kirishima was and how he was hiding it, choosing to believe his boyfriend would win. The 
others...they were stressed. Their jokes were a bit forced, their laughs a bit too hard. Mina looked 
one small push away from breaking down and tackling her friends for a group hug. 


In a way, both Deku and Bakugou had changed very much. Among themselves and each one alone. 
Bakugou had grown, he had developed. He now even had a hero name, he said, but apparently it 
would only be revealed when he was ready. He was focused, and winning the fight would make 
him fulfilled. He would return a victor or not at all. 


Deku...he had secrets now. He had told them the truth about One for All, but if he had hidden that 
for two years, what else did he hide? He’d been conspicuously absent last Sunday, even when there 
had been an event for the kids he treated as his little siblings. What was he hiding? Vigilantism? A 
secret girlfriend? 


Maybe he knew the whereabouts of Himiko Toga. It was a reach, she knew, but every day that 
bitch was free, was a day where her Deku was in danger. Her “love” for Deku...she could not love, 
no. It was just impossible. Toga was fucked up in the head, and was only a danger and yet...Ochako 
was jealous of her. Jealous of the possibility that Izuku could take pity on a monster like that. 


But of course that couldn’t be. With a bit of luck, Toga had been murdered by vigilantes already, 
people like Stain before he had turned his blade against heroes. Ochako didn’t exactly pray for it, 
but mostly due to not being religious. She knew she’d breathe easier if she saw Toga’s death in the 
news, or at least her capture. If she was captured, she had a visit or two planned. To gloat, to laugh, 
to enjoy it. 


Why did that murderer feel like her love rival? She was a jealous girl, there was no denying that, 
and besides, Toga was legitimately dangerous. So her...distaste, was justified, she thought. 


“So, yeah, [ll be...P'll be fine!” Deku seemed to want to say more, but he was suddenly rushed by 
Hatsume, who didn’t seem to be picking up on Deku’s distress and was being her usual energetic 
self, and she hugged him. In an instant, everyone else was joining, even Ochako. Minutes passed, 
more words were exchanged. Deku sobbed, Tenya sobbed, everyone sobbed, even Ochako got 
caught in the feeling and she cried openly. 


She cried for so many reasons. She cried for love, because she knew that, even if Deku returned, 
he’d be even further away and she would never reach him. She cried in anger, because she wanted 
to stop him and it wasn’t possible. And she cried in self loathing, for letting it all be so important, 
for taking all her mind over, for destroying the inner peace she had worked for. She cried in fear, 
afraid that she could be seeing Deku for the last time. 


The entire class joined. Even Bakugou. Deku hugged some individually, some by groups, some he 
acknowledged more distantly, those he didn’t know so well. And then Bakugou made a move to 
leave, with Deku following quickly. His goodbyes were done, unless someone had something to 
say privately. And Ochako was one of those people. 


She followed them outside. Todoroki brushed past her, hurrying up and catching Deku in the 
hallway, and Shinsou wasn’t far behind. She just had to wait for her chance. On her other side she 
saw Mei Hatsume hurrying away, in the direction of the Support Department workshops. Ochako 
noticed a lack of sleep in Hatsume that wasn’t as common anymore now that Deku made sure she 
acknowledged basic needs like sleep and hygiene, and her eyes were desperate, for once, as she 
hurried for the Support Department. She probably has other stuff to say. Or maybe she'll just stick 
her tongue down his throat in those empty workshops where no one else goes. Let her, she’ll be just 
as hurt as Iam right now. 


Was she unfair against Hatsume? Probably. The inventor girl didn’t seem to realize just how 
negative Ochako sometimes was against her, and was oblivious to so much. And yet, Ochako had 
found a few money transfers to her parents that she had not heard about, all done through a bank 
account that Hatsume owned. A part of her felt insulted, the proud part that didn’t want anyone to 
solve her problems. And another, a smaller part, was sad, because she realized that Hatsume was 
helping her kindly, and not asking for anything in return. 


“Hey, Ochako.” Tenya’s voice beside her was soft, almost soothing. He just had a way of making 
her feel at ease. “You want to say goodbye, alone?” he asked, and there was a hint of distrust in his 
eyes as he looked towards where Deku was talking with Todoroki. 


“Yeah. [...[ have some stuff to say. I don’t want to....1 don’t want to keep secrets, in case he...in 
case he...” Ochako couldn’t finish the sentence. They saw Deku was now talking with Shinsou, 
and the two started walking, so Ochako and Tenya followed slowly, staying far behind. 


“T.... understand.” Tenya said. Why did he look sad? What did he think would happen? “You...you 
know I support you fully, right? Whatever you choose?” What did that mean? 


“T do.” Ochako said. She didn’t know what he had meant, but the certainty in his eyes, the peace, 
the confidence they inspired in Ochako...it made her heart flutter. What is this? What am I doing? 
Fuck. She hugged him, a quick, warm embrace that she didn’t expect Tenya to reciprocate. She 
imagined that he would object to hugging in public, in a UA hallway, that maybe there were rules 
against it... 


He hugged her back. It was confusing, it was scary and yet, that hug made it all go away. Every 
doubt, every grudge, all the bile and venom and poison. For an instant she felt confident, safe, 
important...like she truly mattered, like she was wanted . It was a very difficult hug to let go of. 


But she let go, and she approached Deku. It was time to say goodbye. 


“Tzuku.” Shouto said, getting close. Izuku knew that Shouto had more to say, more that he didn’t 
want said in front of everyone. Izuku saw Shinsou standing nearby, leaning next to a window, and 
farther behind was Uraraka. He saw Mei go in the direction of the Support Department after giving 
him a few hand signals that probably meant ‘meet me later’. “You ready?” 


“Yeah.” Izuku lied. Of course I’m not. I’ve never fought anyone that powerful without going all 
out. I have never fought anyone that powerful period . 


“Tzuku, I...[ have been thinking a lot. About a lot of things. I have been selfish, focusing more on 
myself and the dates with Momo and...I haven’t been there for you. Not like you have been there 
for me. When I had trouble, I never spoke about it, but you noticed, you helped.” 


“Shouto, I...” Izuku started, but Shouto stopped him with a glance. 


“T have seen that you are not okay, Izuku. I have seen you distracted, I have seen you scared in 
moments when you think nobody is looking. And I haven’t done a thing.” Shouto’s voice barely 
rose, but his eyes narrowed, his fists clenched. Izuku could feel the temperature rising from 
Shouto’s fire side, not enough to burn his clothes but just enough to be noticeable. 


“Shouto, it is alright. I’m scared, sure, who wouldn’t be? But I’m as ready as I'll ever be and this is 


a golden opportunity. If we let AFO go, we might not find him again, and he knows where to find 
us .” The more he spoke, the more Izuku knew just what to say. “I’m the bearer of OFA that has 
the worst chances against him, yeah, I will not deny that. I do not have full control over my power. 
But my enemy is at his worst too. Injured, tired, AFO can fall. We can take him out now. I have 
to.” 


“In that case... won’t let you go with things unsaid.” Shouto sighed and closed his eyes for a 
moment, the grey and blue hidden behind smooth skin and burnt skin. “I am not a good person, I 
know that very well. And I have never been good at well...anything that wasn’t related to being a 
hero. Not at being sociable, not at being a friend. But you’ve been there for me. I know it hasn’t 
been that much time but... consider you more than a friend, I consider you a brother. Not by blood 
but...you changed me a lot, Izuku. For good.” 


“T...’m honored.” Izuku said, feeling tears stream down his cheeks. He didn’t know what else to 
say. “I...[ always wanted a brother, you know? Being an only child was...lonely. Thank you, 
Shouto.” 


“Tt isn’t weird or anything, right?” Shouto asked, with a little smile. 
“Tf itis, I don’t care.” Izuku answered. 


“Well then...that was less awkward than I imagined. Huh. Oh well, umm. Please take care 
then...brother. Win this fight.” 


“T will.” Shouto held out his hand and, when Izuku took it, he pulled him in for a quick hug, and a 
second after letting go, he went away. 


“Well, that looked like something cheesy. Probably heartwarming stuff, too.” Shinsou’s voice 
interrupted Izuku’s mind from considering how he would be letting down a brother if he failed 
now. “I wanted to wait. Cause I also have a couple things to say, you know?” 


“Hey, Hitoshi. Yeah, it was...unexpected. Shouto told me that he...that ’m like a brother to him. It 
really felt...good? Nice?” Izuku shrugged, and started walking. Shinsou matched his step easily. 


“T suppose that makes sense. You do have a way to worm into the hearts of weird and wonderful 
loners like he and I, don’t you? With that bright mind and that empathy and all that jazz...It was 
pretty comfortable, you know? Before you went above and beyond to be my friend.” Shinsou said, 
looking wistfully at the dead trees that lined the outside of the classroom building. 


“T just try, you know? Be what I would like someone to be for me, that kind of friend. Everyone 
deserves friends, Hitoshi. I know I’m probably a bit...clingy? I’m probably very annoying but...I 
can at least be loyal. I can at least listen.” Izuku said, with a sigh. 


“Tzuku, there are many annoying people here that I actually really like spending time with. You, 
though, you are not annoying in the slightest. You are a true friend. Still, though, you’re kinda 
crazy. This entire mission...[ know why you do it. With One for All, and all. I know the when and 
the how, too, so...” Shinsou shook his head, and his indigo hair fluttered in the cold breeze. “Are 
you planning to return, Izuku?” 


“Why...why wouldn’t I return?” 


“Because I know that your first instinct is to sacrifice yourself, Izuku. Muscular, Overhaul, all of it. 
Even that sludge villain asshole you told us about. If you are planning on giving yourself to the 
fight like that...” Shinsou shot him a stare, narrowing his eyes. 


“T won’t. I have...I have a duty to my Quirk, I have my dreams, I have...I have a lot to live for.” 
Izuku wasn’t sure how, but Shinsou had managed to get him motivated without even trying to. 


“Damn right you do. Somebody’s gotta poke Mei awake when she snores too loud and you know 
that I am not the biggest fan of touching people without a good reason. And somebody has gotta 
distract Mina and Denki if they decide to tease me...” Shinsou said with a sly grin. 


“Mina?” Izuku asked, trying to shift the conversation away from himself. 


Shinsou’s face flushed red and his eyes went wide, “Shut up, I just...slipped. She tried getting me to 
use her first name the other day, it’s just that. Fucking hell, she’s so loud and always in my 
face...But we weren’t talking about that anyway. And if we do, I will not rest until you tell me 
EVERY. SINGLE. DETAIL. about that “Rumiko Togaru” person you have mentioned.” 


Izuku wasn’t about to face Shinsou’s entire energy devoted to deflecting personal life questions, 
and when they were about the flimsy alias he had invented for Himiko, even less. “Okay, okay! 
Got it.” 


“So, you know my reasons, man. I'll be needing my friend back, in one piece. Got it?” Shinsou 
said with a chuckle, awkwardly patting Izuku’s shoulder. 


“Of course I’ll be back, Hitoshi.” 


“Stay in touch, will you? China has phone service, you have a phone...Don’t leave us in the dark, 
and we’ll be right here when you return.” Izuku felt a warm, cozy feeling inside him with those 
words. He is right. I’m not travelling to the edge of the world for the fight. Just another country. I 
will be back in a day once we are done! Shinsou gave the shoulder he had patted a quick, 
reassuring squeeze, gave Izuku a genuine smile, and he took his leave. 


“..bye, Hitoshi.” Izuku found himself saying as he watched Shinsou walk away. 


The path down to the workshops was empty, as classes were still going for everyone else. Trees, 
dried grass and a few puddles where snow had melted were the only things he saw on the way, and 
he heard the distant sounds of class being taught. Present Mic’s shrill, heavily accented English, 
Ectoplasm’s calm voice teaching calculus somewhere on campus, Power Loader talking about 
safety standards... 


And footsteps behind him. A girl’s footsteps but loud, quick steps coming his way. 


“Uraraka?” Izuku said, as he turned around and saw her, coming closer. There was a look of 
confidence in her eyes, the one he always saw when she did any task in hero classes, or when she 
fought. It was a gaze that had haunted his daydreams for so long... 


“Deku,” she started, the moment she was close enough, “I... wanted to talk.” 


“Of course.” Izuku said. He didn’t know what to expect. He didn’t dare to dream that, maybe, she 
would say... 


“T have wanted to say something to you for a while, but I didn’t know how to say it...” Ochako 
said, blushing and looking away. Izuku felt his heart beating faster, he could feel dead dreams 
starting to live again, to soar higher and higher... 


“T...I...” Ochako hesitated for a minute, seeking the words. Izuku’s brain raced, trying to come up 
with a decision, if his wildest dreams somehow came true. What do I do? If she says...and if I say 
yes...Oh god, can that really happen? We could go on dates! We could be so happy! All those 


doubts, all that I thought all of it will be gone! But... 
But what will happen to Himiko? 
She...I can’t...what do I do? 


“Deku IL... don’t want to let you go without telling you that I’m...’'m your friend. Yes.” Uraraka 
looked flustered and upset and like she was not being able to get her point across. “You are...you 
are a good hero, okay? And my friend! You can do this. We will all cheer on you!” Friend. Of 
course. I...1 understand. I guess it is better than...I don’t know. I don’t know how to fix this. 


“Thanks, Uraraka!” Izuku said, the fakest smile in his life plastered across his face. Of all things in 
his life, the last that he had needed, the last that he had wanted, was to remember how in love he 
had been to Ochako Uraraka. To remember how big his dreams had been, to remember how low he 
had been brought down when they had crashed around him. “Ill see you when I return!” 


“Good luck!” Ochako’s smile was almost as bright as when they had been friends. Izuku didn’t 
know if that was more or less painful. But he hid his pain behind his own smile, and he walked 
away, his head held high. J have to get to Mei. Just get to her, and I can clear my head. 


“Deku I... don’t want to let you go without telling you that ’'m...” Ochako couldn’t say it. The 
words were so simple, and she could almost hear his answer. That I’m in love with you. I’ve never 
felt this for anyone before. I want everything with you. The words didn’t come out of her mouth. 
She was afraid, she was hesitating. “I’m your friend. Yes.” 


In an instant, Deku’s open, hopeful face darkened, and she knew he was gone for good. Her chance 
was gone, but thankfully the chance of rejection was gone as well. Being friends was the most she 
could aspire to be with him. It was clear that, if he had ever felt anything, he had moved on. And 
she had just confirmed it. “You are...you are a good hero, okay? And my friend! You can do this. 
We will all cheer on you!” 


“Thanks, Uraraka!” Deku smiled, but it was just a show. Ochako saw just how little he wanted to 
be there, how much she had lost him. “Ill see you when I return!” And yet, she tried to hide it, to 
cheer him up at least. 


“Good luck!” Ochako said, holding her hands in the air energetically. It was an act; she had not felt 
that kind of energy when around Deku in a long, long time. 


And then he was gone, walking away quickly. He had moved on, and Ochako knew that she 
should do the same. But how? How could she do that? How could she even begin to move on, 
when every feeling inside her was rotting? 


“Ochako!” Tenya’s voice called and a second later he was next to her. “How did it go? What did 
you say?” 


Ochako thought for a second. She hadn’t actually said anything important, anything that actually 
took the pain from her chest. “I just...said goodbye.” 


“Hell be back. Our Izuku is hard to kill!” Tenya said proudly. Why did he look so relieved when 
Ochako had confirmed she’d just said goodbye? It didn’t matter, really. 


“Yeah, I...can I hug you?” This time she asked, and he just nodded. Ochako melted into the 
embrace. She expected that she would have wept, that she would have cried till tears ran out. But 
she didn’t. The hug was good, it made her feel...centered. “Tenya?” 


“Yes?” he asked, holding her a little tighter. 


“You have been through dark times and you moved on, you became stronger. Can you...teach me? 
How you did that?” 


“T...can try? ’'m not sure I actually... am over some things but, as long as I’m here, you’re not 
alone, okay?” 


Ochako sank her face into his chest. It was beating a bit fast, but it was still calming, vibrating 
against her cheek. “Okay.” 


“Kept me waiting, huh?” Mei said with a small, stressed out chuckle. Now that he could see her 
one on one, Izuku noticed that Mei looked twitchy, shaky and was obviously standing upright 
through sheer willpower, energy drinks long ago having been dulled by digestion. The dark circles 
around her eyes were noticeable, and her head looked heavy on her shoulders. 


“T’m sorry, I needed to...talk, with a couple people.” Izuku said, getting a bit closer. They were 
alone at Mei’s corner of the Support Department’s workshop, the other students in classrooms all 
over campus. It seemed like Mei had chosen this moment as it would have been one where they 
could have the place to themselves. 


The work area where Mei kept her stuff was messier than ever, with odds and ends of machinery 
all over and an overwhelming smell of machine oil, sweat and rust. Izuku didn’t mind the sweat, or 
any of the scents, as he associated them with Mei now, and they were comforting in their own way, 
but the state of Mei’s workbench and how she could barely stand straight...he was worried. 


His concern must have been apparent, as Mei held out a gloved hand to stop him, “I know I haven’t 
fucking slept. I will go to bed right after this. They didn’t let me go with you, you know? I asked 
Tsukauchi. I even offered to make him a power armour...fucker refused. I can’t go with you.” 


“Wait, Mei...you wanted to go with us?” A thousand arguments to stop Mei from endangering 
herself by getting near All for One flashed through Izuku’s mind, all of them halted by her 
statement of not being allowed to go. Izuku hid a sigh of relief, but he was happy that Mei would 
be back where it was safe. 


“Of course I did. You’re about to send one of the strongest fuckers in the world to avery late 
grave, and that...look, I would normally spin some bullshit about capturing footage for a 
commercial, or a gear test or whatever. No. I wanna go cause I’m pretty fucking scared, Izuku. I 
scrapped three versions of your suit and I’ve been building up a new one from scratch these 
past...53 hours? Power Loader gave me a chance for some reason. I know I have spent longer 
awake some days, but with breaks and now...I focused on every thread, every zipper, every bit of 
leather.” Mei shook her head and wiped her hands on her work coat. 


“I'd feel more at ease if I could make adjustments for the environment you will be fighting at. 
Keep you safer. I guess...I can’t. So I will keep you safe with this.” Mei tapped a metal suitcase 
three times and then undid the safeties, revealing a brand new suit in a vacuum sealed 


compartment, with a pair of up-armored boots to the side and a new set of gloves. 
“Mei, you didn’t have to. My current gear is already amazing!” 


Mei scoffed. “That old thing? Fuck no. They may be my Babies, but they are not up to the task. 
Bakugou got new toys and you can’t fall behind! I’ve engineered everything with what you had in 
mind last time we talked; finer control of Air Force air pressure attacks, reinforced armour in foot, 
shin and knee for more kicking and stuff, and for the grappling, a couple changes. Try it on! Come 
on, don’t be shy, I have seen about 95% of your naked body, I don’t mind.” 


Izuku had needed a couple minutes to cool off after her last comment, getting so red, and thanked 
any god who would hear him that there was no one around. He decided not to get dressed in front 
of Mei, who sleepily ogled at him, her unfocused gaze aimed at his legs, and he changed behind a 
screen, and found that everything fit like a glove. Every thread in the cloth, all the stitching, all of it 
felt heavy and well made. Every nerve in his skin could feel the tactile sensation of sheer quality. 


Just as his previous costume, it was made up of several layers. In the base he had an undershirt and 
underwear that resembled long boxers and had thin padding on the thighs. His socks were specially 
made to work with the shoes, and were long enough to reach almost up to his knees. All these 
undergarments were black with grey stitching, and had the Hatsume Industries logo printed 
discreetly on several places. 


“T’m sending you seven pairs of socks. Change them regularly, Izuku. Protect your feet and they 
will protect you!” Mei said from the other side of the screen, sounding almost motherly. Izuku 
gently traced the crosshair eyes logo on a spare sock. They are warm enough but breathable. 


“Of course I will! Don’t worry!” Next was the main costume layer, which consisted of a shirt and 
trousers. Both were tailored to cling close, after his first year costume, much baggier, had snagged 
on a few branches and fences, and ended up needing repairs for tearing. He had quite a few pockets 
in his pants, all of them plined with padding to protect the contents, and with zippers to seal them 
shut. 


“All of it is coated with a new polymer mix that Yaomomo came up with. About as fireproof as it 
can be. Made it so Todoroki can put it on his clothes and stuff. You know how our sports uniforms 
don’t burn easy? This suit is much, much better. And the polymer also made it hydrophobic, so 
water will just wash over you even easier than the last one.” Mei explained as Izuku moved back 
from behind the screen. “The cloth feels heavier?” 


“Just a bit.” Izuku answered. It did feel a bit heavier and thicker, and the stitching in the shirt 
reminded him of a judo gi. 


“Remember a couple weeks back that I bought the rights to an alloy that Anaheim Electronics 
developed? And invested in some materials OCP was selling? They are all there. Besides the 
kevlar I added to the last one, there are micron-thick titanium wires weaved in. I could make a 
heavier one someday, if you prefer, but I imagine you want speed this time.” 


“T do.” Izuku said, donning the shoes. The simple Iron Soles that Mei had first given him had been 
a temporary solution, these ones were a marvel in their own right. They encased his shoe, allowing 
Izuku to easily crack metal or concrete with a good enough kick and not worry about destroying his 
foot, and the metal supports connected with his ankle and the shin guards. His kneepads had been 
upgraded and streamlined, as well. 


The chest of his shirt was where there had been the least amount of apparent change. At first sight, 
only the colour had changed, from the previous green to a drabber colour, halfway between British 


Racing Green and Olive Drab. Looking at himself in a mirror, Izuku liked what he saw. He had 
never looked as much as a hero as he now did. 


“The chest stitching is reinforced, and the zipper’s pretty much indestructible. As for the back, I 
added a spine support made of shock absorbing graphene. Cool shit, right? With that on, you can 
wrestle pretty much anyone and not worry about back pain the next day. I’m thinking of making 
one of those for my lower back pain...” Mei continued as she rubbed her back. The instant Izuku 
realized what caused the back pain, he looked away, totally flustered. 


“Try on the gloves, will you?” Mei said, and moved close, pointing at every part. “The arm brace 
is not a simple sleeve anymore, it has a frame that acts as a tensor and...” She rambled on and on, 
and Izuku was amazed at how short a time it had taken her to finish it. “Kevlar, titanium alloy, 
calfskin leather for the palm, touchscreen compatibility. Modularity to the max, the wrist stabiliser 
is much stronger, lighter and accurate now!” 


“Mei, this is all...amazing.” Izuku turned to see her. Mei was very close. That wasn’t unusual, but 
her expression...Izuku had never before seen Mei afraid. And he never wanted to see that again. 


“T think...I think you will be fine. You got this, Izuku. Dressed like this, you could kill gods . I did 
my best, and now...[!’m too exhausted to second guess my work. It’s up to you to win, so you 
basically have it in the bag. This fight probably will never see the light of day, so I only ask for one 
thing; return. Break everything you need to. Fight however works. Don’t worry about the gear’s 
condition at all, Izuku. Come back, got it? Pll sleep and then Ill keep an eye on things. [ll call you 
when you get there!” 


Mei lunged and gave Izuku an awkward hug. She was very much not used to touching people 
socially, and it showed. But it gave Izuku confidence, and with each of the little strange taps on his 
shoulder he felt more like a winner. 


“Thank you, Mei, for everything.” Izuu hugged her for a long time, but then he realized that Mei 
had fallen asleep and had started snoring loudly, her head resting on his shoulder. Her stocky body 
vibrated rhythmically with every snore. He knew very few people would find a sweaty, snoring 
Mei appealing but Izuku thought it was cute. 


Reaching for her legs, Izuku carried Mei over to a nearby set of rooms where they had set up their 
“sleep pods” last year and they had all become nap buddies. 


“T’ll be back, Mei. I promise you.” 


Chapter End Notes 


Th farewells continue next time, see you then! 


The words left unspoken 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Katsuki had not needed as much time for crying and hugging and idling about as Deku. His 
goodbyes had been clear, easy. Still heartfelt. He had never truly felt that the idiots bugging him all 
the time were real friends but now...he knew just how much he needed them, how much good they 
did to him. 


Eijirou most of all. Even if winning itself hadn’t been enough of a reason, Katsuki would have 
vowed to win just to return. There were still many things he wanted to change, many things to 
improve. He would not be the next Endeavor, no matter what. He would show that he could win, 
he could beat up anyone and still be less of an asshole than that flaming turd. 


He had his clothes ready now, neatly packed into a suitcase. It would have been fucking stupid to 
take his uniform, which had been his first instinct, but he had realized he would have looked like a 
giant nerd if he had done so. So instead he had packed regular, casual clothes, as well as a suit in 
case they needed to talk with some big wig asshole. 


As far as Katsuki was concerned, they were in command. Deku and him. The Chinese were just 
helpers, extras. Shigaraki was a disposable sidekick. And that was just how it would be, if Deku 
cooperated and they imposed their will on whatever shitty heroes the Chinese sent. And with his 
new hero name, he now knew just how much he would intimidate those foreigners... 


“Fuck.” Katsuki had only told Eijirou, and he still wanted to tell Uraraka. 


She deserved to know. Katsuki respected her, maybe even considered her a friend. She’d been quite 
helpful to deal with his demons, and he appreciated her growth as a person and as a hero. But 
where would she be? Saying goodbye to Deku, most likely. I wonder if she’ll tell that fucking idiot 
what she feels or tell him to fuck off and move on? Fuck it, I know she’ll survive. 


He closed his suitcase after checking that his shirts were neatly folded, and he walked outside. 
While class 2A had been worried about them, the rest of UA moved on as if nothing happened. 
Resilience? Hiding that they are afraid? The fuckers studying properly for once? Maybe they never 
even cared about the state of emergency and they ignored it all. 


The atmosphere had an almost hateful amount of normality. Sure, he didn’t expect students to look 
out the window and cheer on him, that would have made him cringe. But they were all focused on 
their lives, Katsuki on his, and the world itself didn’t seem to care. Dark clouds dotted the horizon 
but a cold, crisp breeze had cut through the sky above UA, letting in a bit of lukewarm winter 
sunlight. 


Maybe we got ready too quickly. I know that I’m pretty fucking excited for this, but the wait, and 
whatever time we will get moving around China...will that be enough to get scared like a coward? 

Katsuki walked in the direction that he knew Deku would take, towards the Support Department, 
towards Hatsume, knowing that Uraraka had likely followed. Upgrades? A goodbye fuck? Both? 
Just realize already, you dense fucks, or someone even more insane will swoop and steal you, for 
fucks sake. 


And right in the middle of the path was Uraraka with lida. Katsuki respected lida, maybe even 
liked him. He was entertaining enough when he reprimanded other people for rule breaking, even 


if it was a pain in the ass when that righteous scolding was directed at Katsuki. But the thing 
Katsuki liked most was that lida was very much in touch with his dark side. 


Trying to go against the hero killer Stain showed just how stubborn, headstrong and dark he could 
be. That intent of killing the Killer...Katsuki respected the hell out of that. Some people did deserve 
to have their faces blown up, and Iida’s revenge was a pretty worthy attempt. Sure, he’d failed and 
needed rescuing, but below that strict, “class dad” facade, lida was a lot more. 


Still, that didn’t mean Katsuki actually wanted to befriend him. That would be a goddamn drag. 


The two were hugging, like a scene out of those lame shoujo mangas that Ashido kept trying to get 
Katsuki to read, especially one which had a dude with a very, very clear need for sleep on the 
cover, called “My Orpheus”. He shuddered at the memory. 


Katsuki felt rather uncomfortable staring at the couple. Roundface you stupid fucking dumbass. 
You have that right fucking THERE and you worry about that idiot Deku? Open your fucking 
eyes!!! They were whispering something that Katsuki couldn’t quite hear, but for both of their 
sakes he hoped it was a love confession or something. 


He was getting impatient and starting to think more and more that it would be a dick move to 
interrupt them, but then again, he didn’t exactly have all day. They could kiss and fuck on their 
own time, he wanted them to know his goddamn name! 


“Oi, you two! Roundface! Creepy Calves!” Katsuki finally yelled, for once in his life regretting 
being a loud mouthed asshole, but doing it anyway, because he was Katsuki fucking Bakugou. 


lida almost leapt into the air, startled by not having heard Katsuki approach. Must have been really 
into that goddamn hug, huh? I walk loud as fuck, you dense shit, I never sneak around. Uraraka, 
meanwhile, was a bit surprised but still held onto lida. It was pretty sweet to see that. 


“T had an announcement to make, so I want you two to listen. I found my hero name, and it is 
fucking badass!” Katsuki said, before they could react to being so obviously interrupted in an 
intimate, close moment. 


“That is...great news!” lida said, a slight blush on his cheeks as he realized how he had been 
caught but not called out. 


“Yeah! I remember you hadn’t submitted one since “King Explosion Murder”. What’s the new 
one?” Uraraka added, her hands caressing lida’s arm without her realizing it. 


“T wanted to tell you two because you aren’t losers and I kinda respect you, and I gave it a lot of 
thought. The name I’1l take into the fight, I chose it cause I’ve seen a lot of bad shit I have caused. 
With Deku. With All Might’s fall. With the entire fucking Kamino ward. I was the cause for bad 
shit, but I want to start good shit. Be the motherfucking epicentre of change, you get me? That is 
why, from now on, I’m Ground Zero.” 


Inko Midoriya had cried six times that day. A few out of fear for her baby boy, now that she knew 
he would be leaving for battle. A few out of pride, for the young man he had grown up to be, 
against all odds. The last one had been out of being so tired of crying that she had responded by yet 
more crying. 


Thankfully, Toshinori was there with her. He had cancelled his class the moment he had been told 
by principal Nezu what was going on, and he had decided to wait for Izuku with Inko, while the 
boy said his goodbyes. Knowing that her little baby had made so many friends that they kept him 
for a couple hours with their farewells had made Inko cry; that had been the fourth time that day. 


He had grown up so much. He had risen in confidence, in power, in skill, in tenacity. In the blink 
of an eye, her little hatchling had left the nest, taking flight powerfully. IZzuku was now his own 
person, and Inko had to let him go and fight his fight. 


There would be no stopping him. Tears she would shed, of course. Her heart would be at the limit. 
She was sure that she would have a hard time sleeping until she got the news of a victory. But she 
wouldn’t stop her son. I’ve already done so much damage. I can not fix that, but I can encourage 
his dreams from now on. I can believe in him. 


“Young Izuku just texted me, he is taking the train over, he already has his baggage.” Toshinori 
looked as scared as Inko felt; able to be vulnerable with Inko, he was not keeping a brave face. He 
looked pale, trembled a little, and had cried himself, as he had hugged Inko. It was strange to see 
the Symbol of Peace so frightened, so anxious, so...human. 


Inko had never liked him more. He was a good man, honest, kind. He treated Izuku like a son more 
than a student, and that made the difference. 


“So he already said goodbye to his friends and to Mei, I guess?” 


“Yes. He says he made sure that young Hatsume was safely asleep before going for his clothes; 
she stayed up for many hours making a brand new suit for him.” Inko wasn’t sure if Izuku and Mei 
were a thing, but it was clear to see how close they were and...it made Inko feel less guilty, after 
she had advised Izuku so badly when he had been having emotional troubles with the Uraraka girl. 
If Izuku found love with someone good, someone who loved him back, maybe Inko would be able 
to forgive herself one day for that sin. 


“A new suit?” Inko asked, curiously. She had been a little bit saddened when she had heard that 
Izuku’s first hero suit, the one she had made, had been torn to shreds in his first use of it. But with 
every improvement Izuku looked more like the kind of hero one saw on the streets or on the news, 
and it was clear how much effort and care Mei gave to every upgrade. Izuku was safer with every 
new idea Mei had. 


“Yes! He sent a picture! I...every new costume, I feel like he is trying to be less like me , is that 
weird?” Toshinori said, showing Inko a selfie that showed Izuku smiling nervously while wearing 
his hero suit. It had new shin guards, which were white and had blue accents, like the arm braces, 
which looked slimmer and somewhat stronger. His mouthguard had been replaced for a new one 
that looked lighter, too. Maybe it is a neat material? Allunimum or something, I think Mei had 
mentioned once? Or was it some type of iron? I have no idea about materials. Or is it materiels ? 
Damn. But the biggest change was the colour, which was a darker, drab green. 


“That...Mei is gonna turn that into action figures in a heartbeat, Toshinori!” Inko said with a laugh. 
Toshinori smiled back, a bit more confident. He also took a bit of courage now that he saw Izuku 
was as best equipped as he could be. 


“T was thinking of getting David Shield to make him a suit. I was really thinking it over. Maybe 
young Melissa could help, I thought. But that...young Hatsume outdid herself. I’m proud to teach 
at a school she attends.” 


“Even though she called the other day to ask for lawyer contacts in case a CEO she had pissed off 


wanted to sue her?” Inko asked, with a grin. 


“ Especially because of that, Inko! I had my doubts about her in the beginning, but by now... think 
Izuku could have no better friend.’ Toshinori said, with a warm chuckle. 


Knowing that Izuku was still quite a few minutes away left Inko and Toshinori with a bit of free 
time, and a silence between them that screamed to be filled with words. 


Or with actions. 


Their eyes met and Inko couldn’t help but grin. They had decided to invite Izuku for lunch on 
Sunday, but he had previous plans, and Inko had decided to...change plans. It had been a great 
afternoon, and Inko had been grateful for starting to take a bit more care of herself... 


And now there they were, sitting on the couch, hands held. The TV was off, but neither made a 
move to turn it on. They were both thinking about a repeat from Sunday...Inko was lost in his eyes, 
in his smile and the little dimples on his cheeks when his lips moved like that. Toshinori looked 
livelier every day. 


He had explained several times how the operations to help his digestive system had worked. A 
mixture of medical 3d printing, medical Quirks and newfangled research had managed to create 
organs that were pretty much clones of the ones he’d had, and, with an operation on New Years’ 
Eve, he had finally been restored. 


Of course, the new organs were not as good as new. They needed time to calibrate, to adapt, to 
mold to his body, and even then they would never fully bring him back to what he had been. But 
that didn’t really matter; he could eat, he could enjoy food and drink again, and he was gaining a 
healthier weight. 


“Maybe we should kiss?” Toshinori shyly suggested, inching forward. Inko didn’t wait and she 
lunged forward, wrapping her arms around his neck and bringing his face closer, meeting his lips 
half way, closing her eyes. 


Kissing again was such a pleasure. She had never imagined she had missed it so much, that she 
needed it so badly. Toshinori wasn’t an experienced kisser, but that didn’t matter. All that mattered 
was the feeling, and with him, Inko felt at home. Cherished, loved, important. It was a high that 
had her smiling randomly in the day, that made her laugh at nothing sometimes, that filled her with 
dreams. 


Maybe it was too late to have more children. It was definitely too soon to know if she would want 
to marry Toshinori. But there were so many options, so much that could happen...Maybe adopt a 
dog, a big, shaggy husky? Or a Golden Retriever? Retire to the countryside and learn gardening? 
Take a year to travel? 


For the first time in more than a decade, Inko felt she could dream. It hurt to see how long she had 
been lying to herself and denying what she felt. But now, she had hopes. Would they last? She 
didn’t know. But she was living in the moment, and she loved it. 


Kissing led to more, but they had the sense to stop half way, sensing that Izuku would soon arrive, 
and they did their best to get themselves presentable again. And they just barely managed, as he 
arrived a minute after the last button on Inko’s shirt had been fastened again. 


There was a knock on the door and then Izuku walked in. “Mom! All Might! ’'m home!” 


“We’re over here, my boy!” Toshinori said, calling him over to the living room. Izuku changed his 


shoes, and Inko saw that he had changed to a neat shirt and pants, but had kept his inseparable red 
shoes, leaving them at their spot in the entrance. They were the red shoes, or perhaps one of the 
many pairs that Toshinori had bought for him. 


“T...hi. I wanted to...” Izuku’s eyes darted from Inko to Toshinori, a few tears showing up. His lip 
trembled, but then he blinked the tears away. “Can we...can we have dinner? As a family? 
Before...before I go?” 


“Of course, Izuku.” Inko said. She noticed his suitcase and his backpack, and she felt the strange, 
nostalgic feeling of remembrance, memories of sending off Izuku to the UA dorms surfacing in her 
mind. Her boy had taken a big step into adulthood by living alone, back then, and now he was 
moving way beyond what most pro heroes ever would in their lifetimes. 


He was growing faster than Inko could keep up with. In no time he would have graduated, and be 
well known and famous, he would meet someone special and be loved as he deserved, maybe start 
a family. He would make his dreams come true! Inko had faith that he was on the right path, one 
step at a time. And the current step was dinner. 


Inko walked into the kitchen to make some quick, easy meal, that was at the same time healthy and 
hearty, as Izuku would probably be eating foreign food for the next few days or weeks, she didn’t 
know, and she wanted Izuku to enjoy his last meal home. With that in mind, she ditched the “quick 
and easy” part of the idea and started making katsudon from scratch, using the ingredients she had 
bought for their planned meal with Izuku on Sunday, which he had cancelled due to his other 
commitments. 


She told Toshinori that it would take some time, and the man nodded, “I will talk a bit with Izuku 
meanwhile.” He sounded a bit hesitant, frustrated, tired. He sighed, “Inko...?'m sorry, about all of 
this. I should have-” 


“No.” Inko said, placing a hand on his arm softly, “It will all be alright, got it?” She didn’t know if 
she was saying it more for his sake, or hers. It seemed to comfort Toshinori, and he left to talk with 
Izuku in a calmer mood. 


Inko busied herself with the ingredients, setting aside some eggs, grabbing the panko for breading 
the pork cutlets, picking the combination of spices that she would use for the meal. The story of her 
recipe was somewhat anticlimactic; she had found it in a magazine while pregnant with Izuku, and 
had decided to try it. 


No ancient cookbook, no recipe passed down for generations...just an article on a housewives 
magazine. And she would never tell! 


She hummed softly as she worked, some old forgotten song from before the time of her 
grandparents that she had heard again recently, while on the train, as a youth had walked in with 
his headphones maladjusted and playing loud enough that nearby people could listen. “Hmmm, 
hmmm...ready to start the conquest of spaces, doo doo doo...” 


She tried her best to focus on preparing the food, on breading the pork and setting the rice cooker 
for the white rice that every bowl would have, and not to think that it could very well be Izuku’s 
last meal. What the hell kind of mom am I? Did I fail? He is following his dreams, more than ever. 
He will keep us all safe, he will win...But I let him put himself in danger. 


Her tears fell down her cheeks, and unto the bowl where the pork cutlets were now breaded. Her 
hands were shaking, so she held onto the counter. Why couldn’t I ever change anything? He could 
have been anything, even when he was Quirkless. An engineer, a doctor, a lawyer. He could go to 


college, he could choose instead to learn a trade. He could even have been a NEET...oh Izuku, why 
did you always love such a dangerous dream? 


She wiped her eyes with her hand. The katsudon already has enough salt without my tears. I...it is 
wrong of me to want Izuku to go against his dream, even more now that he has the power to be one 
of the best. He is strong now, stronger than I give him credit for. But I’m just so...scared. Terrified. 
I need to talk with him again. She had talked for a long while with Izuku about the mission already, 
and it was probably retreading old ground, but she still wanted to be comforted by the knowledge 
that she had left no word unsaid. 


“Tzuku, my boy, do you want to talk?” Toshinori asked, sensing the tension in the Midoriya home 
with ease. Emotional intelligence had helped him in places where overwhelming strength hadn’t, 
and while he was far from a perfect mentor and he still considered himself a newbie teacher, 
Toshinori knew that talking usually solved more conflicts than keeping things unspoken. 


“Y-yeah, I’m just...” Izuku sighed and looked away. 


“Let’s talk upstairs, then.” Toshinori said, smiling and clapping a hand on Izuku’s shoulder. He led 
the boy up the stairs, opening the door to the roof and finding a place to sit. The evening sky had 
parted slightly, showing blue skies between grey clouds. After the manmade typhoon, nature had 
bounced back, and winter was taking its natural course yet again. 


They sat down, their eyes trailing into the distance. Toshinori looked at the skyline, the few 
skyscrapers in the Musutafu town centre, and the titans of glass and steel that dominated the view 
beyond, where Tokyo began. As All Might, he had jumped between those buildings time and 
again, and even his own tower was among them. 


“If I squint really hard, I can almost see Might Tower somewhere there.” Toshinori said, pointing 
out into the distance. He remembered Tokyo like the palm of his hand, just like he knew by heart 
the layouts of Osaka, Shizuoka and every major city in the country. He even knew his way around 
places abroad, like Los Angeles, New York and Seoul. Nobody had ever mentioned it, or 
congratulated him for it, but he knew his geography! “And over there, somewhere six blocks from 
Shibuya, there is this-” 


“All Mi...Dad. I don’t know if I’m ready.” Izuku interrupted Toshinori’s spoken, scattered, 
thoughts. “Can I really be ready? Ready for this fight? Ready to go out and fight the man who 
already killed so many of our predecessors? Even if I have trained, even if I prepared for all these 
weeks? Even if I have Mei’s best suit, if I’m in top shape? Can I be ready, mentally? Can I be 
ready when I still have so many loose ends hanging? So many conversations unfinished?” 


Toshinori sighed, turning around to face Izuku. He placed both hands on his shoulders, and spoke, 
“Izuku, I have seen you fight fearlessly against strong foes before. The female Nomu, Muscular, 
Overhaul, Stain. Even young Bakugou. You defeated them all, and how did you think as you 
fought? How did you feel as you fought? Izuku, you have a warrior’s courage, a hero’s heart, and 
you have something even better. This.” Toshinori patted Izuku’s head softly. “The mind is a 
weapon, Izuku, and your mind is one of the best.” 


“That’s the problem, dad.” Izuku sounded frustrated, even upset, “I try thinking of more strategies, 
of more ways to apply what I have learned, more ways to solve every problem...but I don’t stop. I 


can stop myself from muttering, but not from overthinking. I...when I fought all those people, I was 
focused in the moment, the fight was all that existed. With All for One, there’s so much more. 
Hidden Quirks, different ways he could fight with his experience, the consequences if I fail...?'m 
scared about what he will do to everyone if he kills me. Or if he doesn’t kill me. I know...I know 
he can’t take my Quirk, but...” Izuku hid his face behind his hands, letting out a few sobs. 


“T won’t let anything happen to Inko or any of your classmates and friends. Do not worry about 
that, Izuku. I may be Quirkless, but I am not powerless. UA and everyone will help. Don’t worry, 
my boy. Focus. Focus on doing your part. This should never have been your fight, but itis . I 
feel...ashamed. Ashamed that I didn’t end this when I had the chance. But you are strong, Izuku. 
You will win, I’m certain of it.” Toshinori wished he was as sure as he said. Deep inside, he was 
terrified, a second away from calling Tsukauchi to cancel everything and call it off. A second away 
from telling him not to let my son go off to war... 


“T have...I have been reassuring others all day, since I got the news. I was almost...I had almost...I 
have almost convinced myself.” Izuku spoke grimly, his eyes lost in the skyline, following a plane 
descending and aiming towards the airport. “I know that, if I look at it objectively, I have 
everything I need to win. I know I can win. But I see everything I have, I see how real the chance of 
losing it all is. It...it is overwhelming, dad. I...I...” 


“It’s okay, son, say it all.” 


“T don’t...” Izuku hesitated for just a second, looking just as vulnerable as he had when Toshinori 
had met him, “All Might, I think I will lose it all in an instant. All this...life, ’ ve had, these past 
two years. I have so many things that I could only dream of back then. I have friends, I have a 
Quirk. My mom is happy, I didn’t know if I would see that again...I have you . I know it is a 
bit...strange. How easy it has been to trust you. To follow you. To love you like a son loves a 
father...I had needed this, for so long. I have lived so much, so many good things. I don’t want it to 
end. I...” 


Izuku stopped, looking Toshinori in the eye, grim, overwhelming determination showing up in his 
face. “I get it now. It all...it doesn’t matter if I’m ready or not. It doesn’t matter if I win or lose. All 
I can do is fight, and I’m fighting for all. To keep it. All for One will have to take it off my dead 
hands. I have to... have to go and fight. For everyone I love, for everyone I know. For the civilians 
I have never met and are in danger. To avenge Nana Shimura and her family, for Tenko. For 
Kacchan, to help him get the victory he has always dreamt of. For me. To be the hero I want to be. 
To be myself, to keep all I have, to have a future.” 


Izuku closed his right hand with determination, and he gave Toshinori the most triumphant, heroic 
smile he had seen since Nana Shimura had been alive. It filled his heart with overflowing pride. 
This. This is the moment I know I have really left behind a true legacy. Is this what being a parent 
is all about, Nana? Even if Izuku is not bound to me by blood, I know he is my son. I choose him to 
be so. 


“Tzuku. You got this, son. You will make us all proud.” Toshinori hugged Izuku, as best as he 
could with his lanky frame. Izuku seemed a little taller, a little stronger now that doubt was 
passing. “You’re gonna win, my boy.” 


“Tt will be for you, All Might. Not as revenge, no, but...as legacy. I don’t want to be afraid of All 
for One or anyone else, dad.” 


“Destroy the past, Izuku. It ends with him, it ends with me. The future will be truly yours then.” 
Toshinori declared, but then he casually asked, “What will you do when you return?” 


Izuku’s face lit up with a grin that reached his eyes, making them shine like emeralds. “I want...I 
want so much. I want to go to the movies with my team. I want to study and learn more with my 
teachers, I want to take a martial arts class with Knuckleduster. I want to go with Hitoshi and feed 
the cats downtown. I want to text with Shouto until late at night, about anything and everything, or 
even nothing in particular. I want Tenya to help me with my homework, even if I don’t need it. I 
want to help Mei with everything she makes, and give her new ideas. I want to fight Kacchan 
again, but this time as rivals, not as enemies. I want to see Himiko ag-” 


Izuku cut himself short, choking on spit, apparently. “Himiko?” Toshinori inquired, raising an 
eyebrow. 


“Oh, I...it is a really cool miniseries I started watching, “Himiko”! Really fun, about an obscure 
hero from waaaay back. Yeah...” His face had gone completely red, so Toshinori didn’t really want 
to press on the subject. He was so under qualified to give any romantic advice, if this Himiko was a 
person... 


“Right...Are you feeling better?” 


“Yeah. I’m good. It’s just...’'m a bit drained, and hungry. Should we check in on mom?” Toshinori 
nodded, and Izuku opened the roof door to start descending. As Toshinori joined him, he looked 
back, and he saw a ray of sunshine through parting clouds, shining on and warming his face. 
Spring is on the horizon. And with it, change. 


Izuku and Toshinori walked into the apartment again, and Inko received them with the welcoming 
aroma of freshly cooked katsudon and white rice, and the sweet scent of lemonade. The beverage 
was store bought, but still tasty, and she poured some in each glass as she motioned for her son and 
her boyfriend to join her at the table. 


It was a family meal, she realized. A strange, slightly tense, stressful family meal, even now that 
Izuku seemed a lot calmer. Toshinori managed to help. How did he do that? I should ask him. 
Maybe...maybe it is that fatherly connection with Izuku? That...that is pretty hot, I gotta admit. 


They ate with gusto; Izuku seemed famished, Toshinori had taken a bite and then his eyes had gone 
wide, and had started cleaning the plate, gifting Inko with a sweet smile that melted her heart. And 
Inko, she had carefully served her bowl so as not to stress eat. 


And then, miraculously, Izuku started talking, making the tension disappear in an instant. He told 
them about his new suit and gadgets, about some techniques he had learned for grappling, which 
Toshinori complimented as a great idea, he told them about his goodbyes with his friends. And 
then he told them about the entire plan he had come up with Katsuki and Shigaraki, and Inko was 
reassured. 


She was reassured, of course, but there were still things left for them to discuss. Both Izuku and 
Toshinori asked for seconds, while they discussed Katsuki’s new gear that Izuku and Mei had 
devised. Inko herself kept a stiff upper lip and kept her discipline, instead saving the leftovers for 
later, and keeping her diet going one more day. 


The combination of diet and exercise was already starting to make her feel better with herself, and 
she was very motivated. When Izuku returned, she wanted to go for a run to the park, all three of 


them. As a family. Hell, they could even invite Mitsuki, Masaru and Katsuki to join, if Izuku and 
the boy got closer during their mission together, that is. 


When they were all finished, Inko exchanged a quick glance with Toshinori. With a short, 
awkward laugh, Toshinori volunteered to wash the dishes, and give mother and son a space to talk. 
Inko turned towards Izuku, unsure how to begin. 


There was so much she wanted to say. How proud she was of him, how much faith she had in him. 
How scared she was. How much she wanted to stop him, and how much she wanted to give him 
her full support. She didn’t know where to start, so she took a deep breath and tried her best. 


“Tzuku...nothing I can say can stop you from going off to fight, right?” she said, with a sigh. She 
knew his answer even before she spoke. 


“T’m...’'m sorry mom, but no. I have to do this.” The determination in his eyes had been there when 
he had walked through the door earlier, but it had faltered when seeing Inko’s own doubts. 
Toshinori had restored the flame, though, and now Izuku seemed more confident than ever. 


“Because of One for All?” Inko asked, almost rhetorically. Maybe I can dispell every doubt I have, 
one by one. I have to trust my son. 


“Yes.” Izuku started, clenching his hands as he spoke, “I must do it for all my predecessors, I must 
do it for the person I will one day give it to.” Inko had never considered the future in which Izuku 
would have to give One for All away. Jt is cruel, in a way, isn’t it? He will be Quirkless again one 
day. Will he have fulfilled his dreams, by then? Izuku...I know you would be selfless enough to give 
the power to anyone who needed it, so I hope you know how to choose, when the time comes... 


“But...but it isn’t just...duty. I have to fight to keep everyone safe, everyone I love. For my friends, 
my classmates, my teachers, everyone...you and All Might. All for One knows I exist, mom. And if 
I give him time, I know he will kill everyone I love. He did that to Nana Shimura. His revenge 
extended to her grandson . I can’t let anyone else take the lead, mom. This is my fight. It doesn’t 
matter...” Inko reached out over the table, clasping Izuku’s hands in hers. She gave him a soft 
smile, encouraging him to continue. 


Izuku spoke even more passionately, “It doesn’t matter if I’m scared...It doesn’t matter if ’'m not 
prepared enough. I have to give it my all. And...Kacchan will be with me. And Shiga...I mean, 
Tenko. I...I know I shouldn’t trust a former villain so easily, but... want to believe, mom. That he 
will take care of me, as much as I take care of him. I don’t...I think I could have been just like him, 
under the same circumstances but...I could have been even worse, mom.” 


“What do you mean? Izuku, why would you have turned out like that? It can’t...you are a good 
boy, always have been!” Inko refused to believe that Izuku could have ever turned out a villain. 
Izuku, you lived through everything and kept all the good inside you. The bullying, the 
abandonment. The lack of support from me. The isolation...[zuku, give yourself some credit. You 
are good, son. You are good even when the world treated you harshly. 


“Tenko was, too. Tenko was Quirkless, just like me.” Izuku spoke softly, and Inko felt the blood 
leaving her body. Wait, are you implying that... “He loved heroes, just like I do.” 


Izuku looked at Inko, the sadness and empathy he felt for the poor villain Tenko clearly visible, 
“But then a man who hated his grandmother walked into his home. All for One forcibly gave a 
five year old boy a Quirk, mom!” Izuku was yelling now, tears streaming down his eyes, “He made 
him kill his own dad and then...fifteen years of being turned into a villain. But now he is fighting 
back.” 


He was quiet for a moment. When he spoke again, his voice was grim, “And I...I think that is a 
little too similar to who I was. Scarily so. And...I know All for One will do that to everyone if I 
don’t...if I don’t make sure...” 


“You are right, Izuku. You have to make sure. This...I wish it had happened to any other hero.” 
“But it didn’t, mom. It has to be me.” 


“T know. I know I can’t change your mind.” Inko shook her head, as if she was shaking away the 
fears and doubts themselves. “I know I can’t be afraid. I have to be strong, just like you are being 
right now. It is...selfless. You are not doing it for glory or honour, for recognition, to prove 
yourself. You want to-” 


“Win to save.” Izuku said, his eyes wide open. “This...ideal. Kacchan mentioned it once and I...I 
never really made the connection. I have been doing that all along. I'll win this, and save everyone, 
save everything. I will win, mom. You can count on that!” 


Chapter End Notes 


One last date next time for Izuku and Toga... 


After Sunset 


Himiko Toga had made a decision after returning from Shizuoka; to be the best version of herself 
in the days before Izuku would be free to arrest her. Every moment a conscious effort to live 
lawfully, to be a good person. She had not robbed anyone, she had not picked a single pocket. 


Instead she had started a part time job at a small bakery, just a block away from Izuku’s home. 
Does he know that I know where he lives? He probably expects it, with me being an insane stalker 
and all that...1 wonder how he would react? Fear? I know where his mom lives, after all...maybe 
anger. Maybe loss of trust? I... can’t tell him. Not outright. 


The bakery owner had given her the job the same day she had applied. He was a former criminal, 
Toga could see that easily enough from the faded Yakuza tattoos hidden beneath his sleeve. The 
moment he had given her an apron embroidered with the bakery’s logo, he had spoken to her. 


“T remember you, girl. Do you remember me?” 


“No, not really.” The man was stocky, a bit on the shorter side, about an inch shorter than Izuku, 
but twice as wide, especially across the belly. Besides the Yakuza tattoos, there were no distinctive 
markings on his common face. Brown hair and eyes, the kind smile clashing with the ink dragon 
scales of the tattoos, showing throw the white silk of his shirt. 


“You betrayed Overhaul, girl. Along with that weirdo in spandex.” Poor Twice. I hope you are in 
heaven right now, my friend. The brother I never knew I had always wanted... 


“Are you...are you gonna call the cops on me?” 


“No, not at all! I just gave you an apron, would I do that if I was gonna call the cops?” he asked. 
Yeah, my question was dumb. 


“Because [’m wanted? I...if you know who I am, and I betrayed Overhaul?” 


“T hated that guy, took away all the honour of being Yakuza. It opened my eyes, made me think my 
life through. I was some months behind bars to think it over, too. Opened up this place right after. 
So you helped take down that bastard, and I feel that the least I can do is give you a job. You good 
with that, girl?” 


“More than good.” Toga had said, and that had been all. They had ironed out the details later; the 
baker would let her have her picking of whatever bread wasn’t sold that day for her dinner, she 
could stay and sleep in the garage as long as she opened the doors in the morning, and she was paid 
her salary daily, as the baker knew that she could have to run away at any time. It was not much, 
barely above minimum wage, but it would be enough to treat Izuku when they went out to dinner. 


It was more than she deserved, more than she could ever repay with her simple labour, but she took 
the chance eagerly. The work was simple; sweeping the floor, keeping the bread aisles stocked, 
throwing away the trash. She had to wear the apron neatly, and tie her hair more carefully, and 
wear a hairnet above it; no customer would want to eat a random blonde hair, would they? 


A couple days in, Toga had fallen into a routine; breakfast at the convenience store across the 
street, work all morning, texting Izuku on her breaks or checking social media and the news, 
keeping a close eye on any news on All for One, more work on the evening, dinner on all the 
unwanted bread she could want, calling Izuku at night. There was no better sleep than after hearing 
his voice, even if her mattress and pillows were half full sacks of wheat flour in the bakery garage. 


By then she knew the baker somewhat well; his name was Yoshiyuki Takahashi, he had been in 
the Yakuza for ten years before Overhaul had ruined the whole thing, and the bakery had been his 
uncle’s for a few years. The uncle had given it to Takahashi when he had served his months in jail, 
to give the man an honest start. 


An honest start...At times her mind wandered and she fantasized about living like this forever. The 
calls with Izuku, the honest work distracting her from her mind’s calls for blood and death, not 
sleeping at the homeless shelter anymore. She knew that it would end, and that Izuku would arrest 
her and then she would be imprisoned for years. Maybe for life. The people she had killed, the 
people she had hurt...the sentence would not be light. Maybe dying behind bars as an old piece of 
shit is what would be closer to justice. Or maybe they could call for the death penalty? I don’t 
know how the laws around it work. Moonfish was on death row but not All for One...how the fuck 
did they decide that? 


Of course she knew it would only last a couple days more, and that her idyllic routine would crash 
down soon. She knew it was useless to imagine the impossible, but she still indulged in wishful 
thinking. At least she knew when it would end...or so she thought. 


It was the evening, Toga had finished sweeping the floor and was checking on the croissants when 
her phone started ringing, the familiar ringtone an All Might theme that Toga knew Izuku listened 
to almost religiously, “I am here, to save everyone...” She even had a picture of Izuku that she used 
for his profile, a picture of him sleeping that she had taken in the basement. 


He looks so pure, so peaceful, so worry free in this pic...I want to see this face again. But closer. In 
my bed. I don’t know how, but maybe one day... She answered the call, and immediately she 
noticed the stress and unrest in Izuku’s voice. 


“Himiko, it’s me.” Jzu-Izu...what is wrong? Did someone hurt you? Was it Ochako? If she broke 
your heart I swear I will spill her guts all over UA, I don’t care...Or was it Bakugou? Did he throw 
your friendship in your face? I will murder him if he did anything... “They...they found All for 
One. We’re going...and it is tonight.” Oh... 


“They found the bastard? Nice!” Toga was happy, she was relieved, another of her worries was 
now gone. If AFO was found, that only meant that Izuku would deploy and finish off the fucker, 
leaving as soon as possible when getting the location... Oh. “...oh. Tonight?” 


“We won’t be able to have our dinner, Himiko.” Izuku said, his voice pained. You are going off to 
fucking WAR and this is what hurts you? Izuku, oh my pure, lovely Izuku...’m sorry, ’m so sorry 
about everything. If I had just died you wouldn’t have to worry about anything, if the building had 
just fallen on top of me. 


“And you won’t be here to arrest me on Thursday...” she said. J know how little I deserve you, your 
kindness. The little dream of you loving me back. But gods I want that. I need it. It gives me so 
much purpose, it just... “Can I...can we say goodbye? Before I...before I go?” 


“Yes, of course. I’m not letting you go without a goodbye, Izuku Midoriya, I’m not! I will... have 
to... You'll go say bye to your mother, right?” Toga said, her mind going haywire with sadness and 
anger. [zu-Izu, I can’t, I don’t know what I can do...I knew what to expect goddammit! You gave me 
a date and time for it all to end, and now they make you take it away? 


I HAD MY FUCKING DATE! 


“Of course.” At least she would have a chance to say goodbye. To say everything she felt. 
Everything. 


“ll see you after that. P’ll find you.” Toga reached for the button to end the call, but her fingers 
were clumsy. They were shaking. And the phone was blurry, all around her was blurry, and her 
eyes felt itchy and wet, very wet. She felt her nose and throat uncomfortable, and her chest rising 
and falling. She was crying. 


She managed to end the call and place the phone on a table. The baker saw how upset she was, and 
opened his mouth to say something, but Toga cut him off, “I’m...’m okay I just...need a minute.” 


“Take as long as you need. Take the day off, if you want.” 
“Yeah, that would...thank you.” 


She hurried away, not looking to where she was going. Her thoughts were all contradictory. A part 
of her felt lost, hopeless, in despair. Another felt a sudden chance for freedom, a chance to go back 
on her word and not be arrested. It was the part of herself she hated. The part who wanted to kill 
Izuku, and use his blood until it ran out, to replace him for a few blessed days. It was the part of 
herself that would do anything at all to survive, no matter how much death that meant. 


She had some control over those thoughts, now that she had spent more time with Izuku. The more 
that her love evolved and became real , the more that she could banish the part of her mind that 
wanted to undo it all for a quick fix of blood. There was so much to enjoy of Izuku as a person, so 
much to know, so much to experience, that to think of him as someone to kill now was painful. 


Toga found herself in a nearby alley, where no one would have seen her cry. Then again, this was 
Japan, she might have been crying in the middle of Shibuya and nobody would have raised a finger 
to help her. Hell, they would have taken advantage of a vulnerable moment and used it to arrest her. 


But crying and screaming would not help her figure out a way forward. Yeah, she would not get 
her date just then, but that did not mean that they would never have it. It would just have to be a 
few days later than originally planned. Izuku going away, and the finding of All for One, meant 
that she would have another week or two to be free. Win, Izu-Izu. Win and come back home. You 
have one, right up there, with a mom and a dad who love you. With friends and classmates. 


And with me, who will still love you even if that is the last thing I’m free to do. 


She trusted fully that Izuku could win the battle. The power she had seen him unleash at his fight 
with Overhaul had been truly astonishing, and had impressed her just as much as All Might’s 
“United States of Smash’, if she had been asked. The catch, though, was that he had needed the 
Quirk of that adorable little girl with the horn, Eri, to rewind the damage that going all out caused 
on his bones, muscles, skin and blood vessels. 


Against All for One, he would only have his own power, cultivated to less than half of what he had 
shown in the fight Toga had seen. But he wasn’t alone; Izuku had told her that he would be joined 
by Bakugou, some Chinese heroes, and unexpectedly, Shigaraki! With them, he was bound to win. 
Teamwork was his strong suit, strategising like one of the greats. 


He had it all in him. Toga knew deep in her heart that the battle was already his if he outwitted the 
old man, and with the hundred or more years AFO had lived, his brain was likely filled to the brim 
with information on every other wielder of One for All, instead of Izuku. Old bastard had probably 
no idea what Izuku would do, had no idea how different his fight would be. Izuku would win, and 
then he would return. 


Everything would be okay. 


Toga returned to the bakery, walked into the bathroom and cleaned herself up. She changed her 
clothes and she did her makeup, a resolution forming in her mind. /f J won’t have my date on the 
day it was supposed to be, I am spending time with Izuku today. She picked her cutest clothes, 
those that she had stolen from fancier places; dark jeans, tight and well fitted, a long grey knit 
sweater and a parka over that, green of course. A scarf, a beanie and a facemask completed the 
outfit. 


Toga picked up her wages of the day with the baker, added them to her little stash of money in her 
backpack behind the counter, and she walked out into the cold day. The weather was chilly, rather 
than snowy or icy, but it still made her keep her hands in her parka’s pockets, and long for Izuku’s 
scarred hands to warm her own. 


She knew that Izuku would be saying his farewells, first at UA and then at home, so she had quite 
some time to wait, but now that her mind was focused on spending some good time with him, 
instead of fearing for unknowns, she could wait. She could distract herself, and pass the time, and 
not let doubt gnaw at her. She could even eat something new as she waited. 


She did a bit of people watching as she waited, in part to occupy her mind, in part to better blend in 
with her environment. It was incredibly easy to watch people and notice little details, like how an 
old lady had not yet noticed that she was going the wrong way to the bakery, or how a child was 
distracted by an ad playing on the TVs at a tech store. 


She watched families, she watched people walking alone. As the evening gave way to the night, 
she watched the sunset, and she looked at couples, unaware that someone was staring at them. In 
their bliss, they didn’t notice anything except the closeness of their lovers, or the muted oranges 
and purples of a wintry sunset. They spoke in low voices, whispered to each other. They held 
hands, they hugged, some even kissed discreetly. 


She wanted that. She wanted love, affection, closeness. Comprehension. Understanding. 


Toga’s ideas on love had evolved constantly. She saw the love of others, and she wanted it for 
herself and yet, she still wanted other things. She still felt the desire to drink blood, Izuku’s blood, 
but now she felt different desires; to kiss, to cuddle, to hold hands, to do even more things that were 
so normal and she had once thought worthless. 


She wanted to understand him. Even the darkest parts of her mind, the obsessive, violent, 
dangerous parts of her mind, those that called for her to kill him and instead take his place in the 
world, agreed that Izuku was fascinating. 


He wasn’t predictable, not with how she expected him to turn on her every moment, and he stayed 
on her side. Izuku supported her, he humored her, he had helped her in every way he had been able 
to. He had gone with her to look for her family, and thanks to that she hadn’t walked into an 
ambush. If he hadn’t helped her, she would still believe that there was a family out there still 
waiting for her. 


Fucking ironic, isn’t it? I have never felt more free than when I’m with him, and every second I’m 
with him is a reminder that I will go to prison. The handcuffs may be gentle, the hands that clap 
them around my wrists may be kind. I know I deserve it all, and Izuku has not lied to me. I’m okay 
with it...Or not? Even if I’m not, what do I even want to do with my life? I can’t run away forever. I 
do not want to. I want EVERYTHING and yet... 


Toga turned around and walked away from the couples and the little plaza she had found them at. 
It was still at a distance where she could still watch the entrance to Izuku’s apartment building, and 
she didn’t see him emerge just yet. 


Her mind turned to what she would eat next. Living on the streets, she would usually eat whenever 
she could, but she still tried to keep as much a routine as possible by having three meals a day. She 
needed to conserve energy and keep her muscles fed, in case she needed to fight, escape or sneak 
around; crawling and climbing and holding a crouch for hours needed many calories! 


Convenience store taiyaki. Iced tea, mochi. Ochako, Ochako...even when my opinion of you has 
changed, you still have great taste in snacks. An apartment’s lights lit up, and then another’s. The 
sun would set shortly, and night would be upon them. 


She saw streetlights turn on and under the orange glow, she saw a familiar face. His hair was tied 
in a messy bun, freeing his forehead from all but a few persistent locks of hair. His expression was 
calm, confident, but extremely tired. Must have been all those goodbyes. 


Must be exhausting, emotionally, to say all that. I wonder if I would have felt that, if I had known 
I'd never see the League again? If I knew they were gonna kill Twice, if I had known Ujiko was 
such a danger? If I knew I would never again hug Dabi or play a game against Spinner? If I knew I 
would never hear another of Shiggy’s dumb plans full of gaming references? I miss them, and I 
never told them. Do they know I cared this much? They do. I know they cared. 


She waved at him, using her other hand to lift her beanie hat slightly and take off her facemask. 
Every hour she wore it, she found it easier, but it was still an uncomfortable piece of cloth. She 
didn’t know what she would do if she had to wear one for months on end... 


Izuku waved back, his face lighting up as he spotted her. He’s happy to see me, and I still have 
trouble accepting it. He is smiling at me...I want this, forever. Even if it is from behind bars. It is 
worth it. She looked him over once more as he walked towards her, watching his backpack, his 
inseparable red shoes, how even through the layers of winter clothing he looked so strong. I need 
him to hold me in his arms, before he goes. And kiss him. I want to kill him. No, I meant Kiss 
him...What the hell, brain? 


“H-hey! I hope I didn’t keep you waiting too long...” Izuku said, twiddling his fingers awkwardly. 
Toga had indeed been waiting for over two hours now, but she didn’t mind at all. 


“No, I have been passing time. Listening to some music, watching the sunset, that kinda thing!” 
She hadn’t actually listened to any tunes, forgetting to play any music after plugging in her 
headphones a while back. 


“Oh, well...thanks. Thanks for waiting for me. For...for seeing me.” Izuku said, nervously, but the 
moment his eyes met Toga’s, he calmed down a bit. 


“You look tired, Izu-Izu. Rough day?” 


“Y-yeah...it’s difficult to say goodbye when I don’t know if I...if I will win.” He fidgeted with his 
hands, which prompted Toga to take hold of them. His palms were so warm that it made her shiver 
when her cold hands touched them, and his fingers curled around hers naturally. 


She held his hands, and her own got warmer. The scars on his palm were a bit rough, and he had a 
lot of callus, both from fighting and working out, but they were the only pair of hands Toga ever 
wanted to hold. “Izu-Izu, listen up. I’m not going to tell you a thing about the fight. Cause I know 
you are gonna win. No, I had a different idea, for our...our goodbye. We are having our dinner 
tonight!” 


Izuku’s genuine smile grew as she told him her idea; locking Izuku’s luggage in a safe locker at the 
station, walking back, then sushi, a walk in the park, plenty of hand holding. They would walk 


together until the station, and Izuku would be off for his mission. 


Did it count as a first date? A second date? Izuku didn’t know. But the stress of the mission, and 
leaving his friends and family behind made him desperately cling onto anything enjoyable, and 
spending time with Himiko had quickly become one of the things he enjoyed the most, even if it 
was through calls or texts. One last date with her, and he could go into hell with a bit more 
confidence. 


They had stashed his bags in some lockers for rent at the station, a few blocks away from his 
home, a midway station that connected with a few others locally, and through the UA station, with 
all of Musutafu and then with Tokyo proper. The train that would take him to the airbase would 
take about 35 minutes from his neighborhood to get there. And, to his surprise, Himiko offered to 
pay for his lockers. 


“T got a part time job, Izu-Izu! At a bakery, owner’s ex- Yakuza so...he has that bakery thanks tous 
! It is nice, isn’t it? He got arrested when the raid happened, but he hated Overhaul, so we’re good. 
He said he would give you some free bread if you ever go around.” Himiko spoke more about her 
job while Izuku listened intently, his attention captive. J could listen to her for hours. Especially 
when she said...when she said “us”... 


“Tm really glad, Himiko! I’m...’'m proud of you!” Izuku’s day had been tough. The shock of 
learning he had so little time to get ready and leave, saying goodbye to everyone, confronting his 
mother’s fears, and more than anything, the strain on him that had been talking with Uraraka. His 
hopes had been raised and then dashed against the ground, and he had wanted nothing more than to 
go lie down in his room and sleep, sleep until he couldn’t anymore. But seeing Himiko’s good side, 
the one that he wanted the whole world to know, brought his mood back up in an amazing way. 


“Tzuku, honestly...are you okay?” Himiko asked, seeing his absent gaze, touching his arm lightly. 
The touch felt right, natural. It was the kind of social interaction that he had yearned for so 
desperately back when he had been Quirkless, when every crush he’d had had filled his 
imagination with simple gestures of affection. He had not imagined he would so easily enjoy touch 
with Himiko, but he did, he revelled in it. 


“T just...one of the goodbyes was...not what I thought. I thought maybe...but no. There’s nothing 
there anymore.” Toga’s eyes widened, but she nodded knowingly. Do you know who I am talking 
about? Of course you do. You know so much about Ochako, so much. You probably know more 
than I do. 


“T see. How’d it go with your parents, Izu-Izu? How are they?” 


“Scared. Proud. Excited and terrified equally. We had katsudon so...I will eat just a little with you.” 
Izuku gave a chuckle, scratching his hair with the hand that wasn’t holding Himiko’s. “T really...I 
really should cut my hair when possible. Maybe the Chinese army will have someone in their camp 
who can help? A barber, maybe?” 


“Noooo! It looks so floofy and adorable and...hmmmmmm it also smells really good.” Himiko 
said, prodding the bun he had gathered his hair into and moving close to sniff at some loose strands 
around his neck. “You are not getting away from me petting your hair for a while later, got it?” 


“R-right!” Izuku said, his smile wavy. There was something peaceful and domestic about Himiko 
asking him about his parents and offering to pet his hair, and he knew that it could not last forever. 
Unless... 


“Tf they do cut your hair, I hope it isn’t a buzzcut. I’m sure it would be just the softest fluffy buzz 
but...Izu-Izu, what if you have an egghead? What do I do with that?” Himiko giggled, her hand 
gathering all the loose hair strands and trying to add them to the bun, unsuccessfully. 


“T.... actually had a buzz cut once. Kacchan stuck gum in my hair...[...[ have pictures.” 


“Show me!” Izuku showed her some pictures he had saved, as he had also shown them to Mei 
once, when she had suggested shearing off his hair and crafting him a close fitted helmet, that 
would even let him “Use OFA with your face!”. She had relented when Izuku had shown her the 
pictures of just a few days later, and how fast his hair grew. 


“Awww... you were so small and cute and adorable! I mean, you still are, but look at those big, 
bright eyes! Look at that nice skull! Izu-Izu, you have a really nice head.” Himiko grinned 
mischievously, “Well, the one I have seen!” 


“Himiko!” Izuku said, laughing embarrassedly. 


“All teasing aside, you were cute as a button. And you grew up to be handsome as hell. I wonder 
what your kids will look like?” “Your” ? Himiko, does that mean that you... “Oh, you silly boy, did 
you want me to say “our” kids? Such a silly, adorable, handsome hero...” Himiko giggled and 
kissed his neck, then whispered, “Oh but I do imagine that, a lot. What can I say, you do make all 
of me full of...positive energy. Hope, maybe?" 


Izuku couldn't help but feel a warm, cozy feeling inside his chest. J am a...a good influence! That is 
amazing! “I...well, I...oh look, there's the sushi place there!” 


Himiko had chosen a new sushi restaurant; it wasn't the one they had planned originally, but one 
still close to Izuku's home. He had eaten there a couple of times with his mom, and the quality was 
nothing to brag about, but it seemed like Himiko didn't much care about that. 


They took their seats at a table by the window, the glass fogging up with their breath. The table 
was a simple wooden piece covered with an orange tablecloth, and the chairs were smoothed over 
by use. It was a homely, comfortable environment, familiar. It balanced out with the 
unpredictability of being on a date with Himiko Toga. 


They talked about everything and nothing as they examined the menu closely, making their pick. 
When she had her meal chosen, Himiko picked the disposable plastic chopsticks and twirled them 
as if they were knives. Izuku wasn't sure if it was the exhaustion or how she raised her eyebrows 
several times, with an expression of mock concentration, but he found it hilarious and they both 
burst out laughing. 


When the waiter walked their way they both ordered nigiri sushi, which was what Himiko wanted, 
and Izuku really only wanted to humor her; he had already eaten his fill of katsudon at home. 


They talked and talked, as the food arrived and they started eating, and Izuku learned more about 
Himiko's job at the bakery and that she was staying there for the moment, and he told her 
everything there was to say about the mission. It was strange, but he trusted her fully with the 
information, secret as it was. 


“So...the Dragon Twins, huh?” Himiko asked, as Izuku filled in the details. 


“Yeah. They share the top spot in China. They are really committed but...I don't know if I can trust 
them.” 


“China...I'm not sure where I heard it, but...aren't all heroes there spies?” She had cut right to the 
point, straight into Izuku's doubt. 


“Yes, just so. I had been too stressed about everything and I hadn't even considered what I should 
do about them.” Izuku said, feeling nervous again. 


“T have an idea, but first...open wide!” Himiko said, reaching over with her chopsticks, picking up a 
bit of fish from Izuku's sushi plate and fed it to him carefully, a loving smile on her face. “I wanted 
to do that for a very long time, not gonna lie!” 


“T uhh...that was..hah!” Izuku didn't know what to think about Himiko feeding him so tenderly...but 
he had liked it. 


“Sorry, I interrupted...I just needed to! Anyway, when dealing with spooks, the best thing you can 
do is play dumb. Be nice, be open about enough things that they will think you are telling the 
whole truth, but keep secrets. Never give them all, Izu-Izu, not unless they gain your full trust.” 
Himiko said, confidently. It all sounded good on paper, but could Izuku really hide anything big 
from two highly trained spies? 


“Umm Himiko, I need to ask...do you do that with me? The secrets?” 


“T..no. Everything I tell you, I mean it. [...I only hide the really dirty thoughts...Like absolutely 
lewd shit, you know.” She reached out and took his right hand in hers, “Like hand holding...god, I 
am such a perv!” 


They ate and they talked pleasantly, and Izuku truly felt as if the coming battle was not a difficult, 
worrying plight, and would be just as serious as a Sports Festival fight or an exhibition match. He 
felt ready, he felt certain. He was reassured in every way. But as they walked through the park and 
back to the station, he felt the day’s mental exhaustion truly reach him. 


Izuku was very tired. Tired of worrying, tired of the emotionally draining day he’d had. He was too 
tired to be nervous, too tired to second guess himself. So he reached out and touched Himiko’s 
cheek, letting a big smile take over his face. To know that Himiko was adapting to a more normal 
life made his thoughts go to strange places, and the best way to fulfill those wishes was contact. 


Her skin was cold, from many hours outside with the chill wind. Her ears were ruddy, her cheeks 
even redder, her eyes bright and full of excitement. But what he wanted to focus on was her lips; 
they looked soft and juicy, glossy from the lipstick she was using. He wondered for a second what 
they would taste like, but then he decided not to wonder and find out. 


He leaned in for a kiss, for the first time meeting her lips out of his own initiative. His brain was 
numb and the emotions in him a whirlwind, and for an instant, a long, perfect instant, every trouble 
in his mind was gone. All that remained was the kiss. 


But when they separated, he saw hesitation in her eyes. He saw pain again, pain she had hidden 
skillfully, acting out as if everything was fine, and that made him immensely sad. 


“Himiko...1 can see something is wrong,” Izuku started, trying to identify the feelings in her 
darkened gaze, in her changing expression, “...when the call ended, you were...you were...” She 
frowned and shook her head, clenching her fists. 


“Crying? Yeah.” She spoke with frustration, even a bit of self loathing, and she turned away from 


him, talking softly, “You want to ask if I'm okay? No, I'm not fucking okay, Izuku Midoriya. No, I 
am not. But I didn't want your last hours here in Japan to be difficult. I know what you are off to do 
and...I wanted everything to be just perfect .” Himiko gave an angry, exasperated sigh. 


“T wanted to get over myself, to be there for you like you are for me. But it couldn’t be, could it? 
Because it isn't perfect.” Every pause she took a step backwards, away from Izuku, but he walked 
forward. Himiko, it will all be okay, we can get through anything... “Because I'm terrified. Because 
I know All for One more than your friends, and if they are scared, I'm even more so. I know I have 
faith in you but...but what if you die?” 


She paused, looking Izuku in the eye with a wild, feral intensity. There was a dreadfully open mix 
of emotions in those golden eyes, that Izuku could see; grief, anger, doubt...and even a slight bit of 
excitement. A part of her still wants to kill me, no matter what we have done or said. 


Izuku was not afraid of dying, he was not afraid of death itself. He was not religious, but he had 
always assumed that, whether there was an afterlife or not, he wouldn’t get a chance to regret 
anything he had done in life. Only now, when he was still alive, did he feel those regrets, all those 
things he would leave unfinished. And this day had brought him extremely close to those feelings 
of despair, of what would happen to those he would leave behind, of how his death would hurt 
them. /f I die...if I die, what will happen to you, Himiko? 


“T'm not ready for that, Izuku, not at all.” Himiko poked his chest with her finger, desperately, her 
shoulders shaking, “I lost the League, and they were my family. And you are so much more. I can't 
lose you. Not now that I know more and more about you, that I see who you truly are, that every 
little detail makes me fall deeper in love with you. Izuku...I had already accepted many things.” 
She sighed, placing the palm of her hand against his chest. Izuku brought up a hand to clench hers, 
and keep it there. 


“So many. That I would go to jail, that you would probably never feel the same way I do about 
you. After all, you just said that we could be friends...I had accepted that, the fact that my dreams 
may never be true. But I don't want to throw away the opportunity, the second chance. It means the 
world to me, that you gave it to me...I'm not okay, Izuku.” Himiko looked up at him, eyes full of 
anger, of loathing, but not directed against him, he could see that. “Mentally, psychologically...I 
need help, a lot of help, and you and I both know that, for all the peace and purpose you give me, I 
can't put that weight on your shoulders.” 


“Himiko, I...” Izuku started, but a grim laugh interrupted him. 


“T'm fucked in the head, Izuku! And that scares me a lot.” She pulled away, turning her back on 
Izuku. All he could do was give her the space. “It makes me angry that I can't fully control myself, 
sad that I still want so much in life. I'm just...I'm not okay.” She clenched her hand so hard that 
Izuku could see her fingers turning white. “It is many, many smaller problems, and your call...it all 
got overwhelming. I’m not free, Izu-Izu. Not until I can...until I get fixed, not while I can still break 
down like that.” 


She took a deep breath, her voice barely a whisper. “But when I calmed down...I could think 
clearly.” She let out a giggle that sounded almost peaceful, like a stream of fresh, clear water 
cutting through a swamp. When she spoke again, there was a larger degree of self control evident. 
“T can't let my issues distract you, not this time, not even when you are noble and listen to me.” 
Himiko emphasized that it had been important to keep up the act, if Izuku understood right, all for 
his mood. 


“Because you are good and kind, and I knew that you would be worried if I told you all this.” 
Himiko smiled sadly, approaching Izuku again, and cupping his face with her hands. Izuku didn’t 


know how to react, he was still shocked by everything she had said, with all the troubles in her 
mind. All he knew was that the need to help her was overwhelming. He clasped his hands on her 
shoulders, hoping it was a comforting enough gesture. “The more I know you, the more secure I 
feel with you, but just this time, I wanted it to all be perfect. Our missing date, with none of my 
worries in the way. I wanted to...to give you one perfect memory of me, whatever happens .” 


Izuku was taken aback by the sheer fear in her words, that sense of impending loss. It was a feeling 
he knew all too well. 


“Himiko, I don't need a “perfect memory”.” Izuku started. He was tired, his feelings were all over 
the place, and yet he felt an unexpected clarity of mind. It was as if he had thought a thousand 
times the words he now spoke, and they rolled out with ease, “I don't need you to act when I'm 
with you. I don’t...[ don’t want you to. I want...1 want to spend time with the real you. Even if it 
does make me worried, even if it does make me want to drop everything and help. I know I'm not 
qualified to help you with so many things...but the one thing I can do is ask that you are yourself.” 
I don’t care what you did, I don’t care that law and morality mean we are on opposite sides. I want 
you in my life, Himiko! 


“T...I like who you really are, Himiko. I know all the bad you have done but...but I also see so 
much good. Please, just...don't change. Don’t hide from me.” Izuku pleaded, and he saw Himiko’s 
face slowly return to normal, the anger and the fear receding. As he spoke, she caressed his cheeks 
and jaw tenderly, looking deep into his eyes. Her own eyes were more open than ever, showing so 
much pain, but also the fierce, savage joy that he had started to love so much about her. 


“T.... won't let go of you, Himiko.” Izuku said, his voice steady. It was a promise, and she nodded 
in understanding. “I'm with you. For good or bad...’'m with you. I want to...1 want this .” Izuku 
brought her closer, and wrapped his arms around her waist, “I want...I want us. ” 


They were close together, in an embrace that turned warmer and warmer by the second. But Izuku 
knew he didn’t have every answer, no. “But I also want for you to get the help I can't give. I wish 
there was a path with no arrest, because it hurts to know you won't be free...God, L..I don't care if it 
is not heroic, if I could keep our lives like this... would.” 


“You mean...stay like this? In secret? That...1 would love that, you know?” For a second, Izuku 
thought she would agree. For a second, he thought seriously about living a double life, keeping his 
feelings for Himiko a secret from the entire world, meeting incognito, a lifetime of making excuses 
and telling lies to protect each other. A life where Himiko could be free and Izuku could still have 
her in his life, just as they now were... 


“But L..?m trying, Izuku. I want to show myself that I can control my mind, that I have the 
willpower to accept...to accept justice. Punishment. Whatever comes for me. I do want to stay free, 
Izu-Izu. Desperately . But I know that it is just not the path I should take. Not when I’m still afraid 
of losing control, of going berserk, of letting the bloodlust rule. I know...1 know more about 
myself, more I have discovered thanks to you. The things you like about me, the things I hate 
about me...all is clearer now, and I...” She gave a rueful sigh, lowering her gaze, and she seemed to 
accept defeat, to give away her freedom. And Izuku felt an impossible, overwhelming sense of 
pride. You are choosing to do the right thing, Himiko. 


But when she spoke again, her voice was grim, “What if I lose control and kill again?” 


Izuku had stopped fearing that. He trusted her, implicitly, illogically, “I know that you won't, 
Himiko. I trust you, I know you have a knife on you right now. Or...maybe like...three. I know you 
wouldn't hurt me, and that you would only hurt others to defend yourself now, right?” He hugged 
her even closer, and Himiko let her head rest on his chest and shoulder. 


“That...oh, Izu-Izu...[ wish. I will try my best but...I'm scared of my own mind, sometimes. The 
cruelty it thinks up, the thoughts...it is nasty. It...1 don't want to live like this.” Izuku held her 
tighter, feeling her tears softly falling onto his shirt. His desire to see Himiko be okay and happy 
was all that ruled his mind for a long instant, his wishes to be a hero, to change the world for the 
good of others, his own primal desires to live...they were in the backburner, for one precious 
instant. His heart had made a decision then, even if his mind was too muddled and confused to 
know exactly what had been decided. 


“You won't have to. They will help once you surrender, and I will not leave. I...Himiko, I have...I'm 
really afraid of people, important people, people that I love, leaving me. That one day they will be 
gone, that I can never reach them. I think...I think that is my biggest fear. That if I...that if One for 
All was gone, everybody would leave. That they’d turn their backs on me, abandon me, forget 
about me. So I will never do that for someone I care about. I'm...I'm not leaving.” The moment 
words started coming out of his mouth, Izuku let it all out. He couldn’t let down Himiko, not like 
he had been let down so many times. He couldn’t walk out on her like all his former friends had, or 
like Hisashi had... 


"I won't run away. Not when I know this fear...[zuku, I'm not leaving, either." Their eyes met, a 
fierce, staunch determination in them. She kissed him, pressing her lips against his, wildly, with 
desperation, with hunger, and he gave as much as he got. The kiss had more teeth than tongue, 
more thirst than love, more fear than hope, and yet it filled Izuku’s heart with power, with strength, 
with confidence. 


“Himiko, I will win.” Izuku said, as soon as he caught his breath. He said it as much for her as for 
himself, reassuring them both. Winning was only the beginning, everything he wanted for the 
future would only come after that. More and more I understand your “win to save”, Kacchan... 


“Damn right you will, and you will get back here, arrest me, and all that jazz.” They hugged for a 
long, long time. The night got colder and colder, and the wind started whistling about them. Then 
they kissed again and again, until their desire was fulfilled. A part of Izuku wanted to keep going, 
to make Himiko know how much he felt for her, to prove it with his actions as much as his words. 


But then, just as he was searching his memory for all the love hotels that Mineta had once 
described as being in the Musutafu area, his alarm sounded. /...well, I guess I’m not really...ready 
for that, either, and they did have that rule where they didn’t let boxers and other fighters 
uhh....ummm...make love, before a fight... 


Himiko looked disappointed just for an instant, “That is your cue to go, right? Now go before I 
start kissing you more and you miss the plane!” Himiko grinned and then pecked him on the lips 
again, “Last one for now!” Her face showed absolute bliss, and Izuku was sure he looked exactly 
the same, even if they hadn’t gone any further, and it was a bit awkward walking with his 
backpack in front of his legs as he went to the station. 


“T will miss you.” Izuku told her, as they reached the station, and they had to part ways for good. 


“ll miss you too! We’ll keep in touch, Izu-Izu, [ll call you when it’s safe!” 


Joint Operation 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


“Deku why is it that these days you always look like shit?” Katsuki asked, meeting the green 
haired hero outside of the military base. It was night already, so both wore jackets and scarves. 
“Did you punch yourself in the mouth or something? And...motherfucker, is that a bite on your 
neck?” 


“Oh, no! [ uhbh...[ cut myself shaving and uhh...I also ummm...some kids threw a football at me by 
accident when I went home.” Yeah right, Deku, that was probably Hatsume “experimenting” with 
you, dumbass. “Vm Just...tired, Kacchan. It was a long day. I had a few...difficult goodbyes. I'll 
catch sleep on the plane.” Deku answered. He looked like he’d pass out, likely the result of a 
crappy day, full of stress and mixed, intense feelings. That’s what you get for leaving all your 
emotional problems for the last minute, you dumbass. 


“Just make sure you’re ready to watch my fucking back, got it?” Katsuki said, with a huff. On a 
regular day, he wouldn’t care. But just as they set out for a mission? He worried. 


“Of course, Kacchan! I’m ready as I can be. Let’s go win this, okay?” Word by word, a little 
confidence appeared again on Deku’s demeanor. It calmed down Katsuki, made him feel like he 
could trust deku with his safety. Now just show again the guts of when you told Nezu to fuck off 
and that you would do your own thing about the mission, and we’re golden. 


“What do you think about those Chinese heroes, the Dragon Twins?” Katsuki said as they walked 
into the base, only interrupted by the security checkpoints. He realized something; the question had 
been a sincere ask and he honestly wanted to know what Deku thought. He had not used profanity, 
he had been respectful. He wanted to know Deku’s opinion, for once. And it had come out without 
a thought. 


Is this that bad? To have mutual respect? I’m...I’m fucking glad I asked for forgiveness. It is like a 
weight off my back. All that useless pride. He could be stronger, faster, but I can be smarter, 
deadlier. He could have everything in the world, and I could have only my pride, and that would 
still be enough. Enough of comparing myself to him! If I am to be the best, I won't be the one 
deciding that, he won’t be, either. 


“They are...well, I’m not sure what is the right word. They have a very practiced public presence. 
Ads on government run channels, their faces plastered all over Beijing. Their reputation is a little 
too spotless. Like how they keep Endeavor’s personal life private, and everything he did to Shouto 
and his family, secret? That, but at a bigger scale. I don’t think we should trust them, Kacchan.” 


Speaking about heroes Deku had a different expression. The knowledge was clear, the passion was 
clearly perceived. How he had learned about these “Dragon Twins”, Katsuki didn’t know, but the 
information sounded useful. 


“Trust them? I wasn’t planning to. At least we can still trust them more than Shigaraki, right?” 


Deku shrugged, “I don’t know. Shigaraki is genuine in his intent, I think. I trust him for this 
mission, if nothing else. But the twins? Kacchan, you remember what they told us in Hero History 
class? About how Chinese heroes are also intelligence agents?” 


“Of course, that’s why I wouldn’t trust them in the first place. Damn spooks.” 


“Tf All for One got them on his side, the spies, I mean, he would have all the heroes. It could be 
done by proxy. | think...I think that could be his reason for choosing China as his new base.” 


“Why the fuck didn’t you mention this before?” Katsuki asked. Deku’s brain worked in mysterious, 
usually dumb ways, but today he was pleasantly surprised. 


“Tt clicked a few moments ago. I don’t think I’m correct about it all, but I just...have a feeling. A 
hunch. That we shouldn’t trust them.” Katsuki nodded in response, and the two walked on silently. 
Planes of all sizes and types landed all around them, their flashing red lights matching the bright 
white ones of the runways. 


And there, in front of a hangar, was Tsukauchi, with his partner, cat-headed Sansa. And beyond 
them, in an orange jumpsuit and a military vest, was Shigaraki. With his hair combed and his skin 
moisturized, he almost looked harmless...but it was all a ruse. He was playing the long game, of 
that Katsuki was sure. He would use the heroes to get rid of AFO, the master who had cast him 
off, and then turn on them, and try to raise his own flag, be the next villain king....and then 
Katsuki would simply click a switch and stop him. 


Katsuki was so certain that Shigaraki would try to betray them, that he found himself wishing to be 
proven wrong. 


Tomura Shigaraki watched them all arrive. First the cops; Tsukauchi, his second in command 
Sansa, a few others. Then the heroes, Deku and Bakugou, both dressed up a bit from usual, nice 
shirts and trousers, though Deku looked a bit...dishevelled. As if he had tidied up, then someone 
had run a hand all over him, messing up his clothes, and then he had fixed it in some train station 
bathroom mirror. It still looked mostly neat. Trying to give those Chinese assholes a good 
impression, are you? I’d love to do so as well but sadly I have to dress in this fugly orange flight 
suit. I hate it. 


His own hair had grown even longer while in prison, so Shigaraki had requested a hair tie and 
gathered enough hair on a top knot, freeing his face and forehead. He had also received what he 
had requested to cover his face; goggles and a respirator that had straps over his forehead. The 
pressure the straps put on his skin reminded him of the old comfort of his father’s hand covering 
his face. He would be able to fight wearing the equipment, as well as if he had the hand. 


Speaking of hair, ’'m not sure that man bun suits you, Izuku Midoriya. Toga would love it, though. 
“More hair to run my fingers through, my Izuku!” she would say...Shit, I miss her. I miss them all. I 
hope that at least she is still free and is still being herself. Little sister...good luck. “We're over 
here!” yelled Lemillion, waving his hands in the air. 


With soldiers in camouflage all around them, moving to and fro all over the base, the Quirkless guy 
looked extremely out of place with his hero suit, as did Nejire and the other guy with them, 
Suneater. Suneater looked like a great guy, Lemillion reminded Shigaraki of Twice, but in a law 
abiding way. Twice...they say you are dead. Even showed us a bodybag. But I’m not so sure. Did 
they really kill you, my friend? Or maybe...no. I can’t focus on that. Dead or alive, I have revenge 
to think about. And whatever happened to you, Twice, all my anger is against Sensei now. I will 
avenge you on him! 


Tsukauchi met them first, while Bakugou and Deku walked on the runway, making their way 
towards Shigaraki. A couple more cops were with him but otherwise it looked like a tiny, minute 
affair. “You ready, Shigaraki?” 


“Sure,” he answered with a shrug. There was no way he would ever be completely ready, but he 
had made peace with everything. Everything except whatever he was starting to feel for Nejire, but 
that he could deal with when he returned. Or he would die and not have to think about that, quite 
simple. 


“Right. How about you, boys?” he said, turning to Deku and Bakugou. They both nodded, seeming 
eager to get this all done with, and to get some sleep on the plane. 


“Ready to fucking roll. Where’s the others?” Bakugou said, shoving his hands deeper into his 
pockets. 


“The Chinese should be... that plane.” Tsukauchi replied, pointing at an approaching private jet, 
cutting through the night clouds, silhouetted by the moonlight, flashing lights at either wing. After 
looking at Hatsume’s custom made VTOL jet, this simple airplane he now saw seemed almost old 
fashioned. 


It took a couple minutes for the craft to land, and almost fifteen more for it to taxi over to the 
hangar where they were all gathered. In the light of the airfield’s big searchlamps, Shigaraki could 
see the private jet more clearly; it was coloured a light grey, and had Chinese flags and government 
symbols etched discreetly on the doors and the tail. 


The door opened, extending a small, retractable step ladder, and two young men stepped down. 
They were dressed obnoxiously, like the members of some kind of boyband, and they had an air of 
confidence that bordered on arrogance. Shigaraki hated them instantly. Fucking jocks, fuckboys, 
douchebags...plus they are heroes. They sent us the fucking worst garbage...these are their number 
one? 


“Let’s go say hi. Try practicing your Chinese with them, I’m sure they will be understanding.” 
Tsukauchi said, and started walking towards the two dickheads. Fucking hell, they even have 
douchebag undercuts... bet I can kick their ass in any game. Fucking losers. 


“Greetings! ’'m commissioner Tsukauchi of the...uhhh,” Tsukauchi’s mastery of Mandarin failed 
him, so he took out his phone, typed a bit, and turned the volume up, a robotic voice saying, 
“Greater Tokyo Metro Area Police Department.” He bowed politely, and the twins returned the 
gesture, military discipline apparent at once. They were not what they seemed at first. Just who the 
fuck are they, really? 


“We are Shang and Ling Chen!” They said, in unison, and even their voices were duplicitous, a 
practiced air of careless confidence. They reminded Shigaraki of Hawks, except that Hawks wasn’t 
so annoying even at a first glance. He had abandoned the League rather than betray them, and for 
that Shigaraki had not hated him, but for helping in their downfall at Tartarus...it was still a sore 
spot. 


Which was ironic, given how much he had grown to care for Nejire, who had arrested him 
directly. Perhaps I judge Hawks so negatively cause I...cause I wanted him to be a friend. 
But...maybe he could truly be one, now? 


The two spoke in Japanese, though with a marked accent, and Tsukauchi gave a sigh of relief. 


“T’m Izuku Midoriya! Nice to meet you!” Deku greeted the two excitedly, as if he had just now 


noticed they were there, his enthusiasm for heroes present even when his demeanor was gloomier 
than usual, from what Shigaraki could tell. “My hero name is Deku.” 


The two chinese heroes shook Deku’s hand, and Shigaraki could see how they eyed his hair. Are 
they gonna suggest undercuts for everyone? They better not... “We are the Dragon Twins! China’s 
number one spot, together.” 


“T’m Katsuki Bakugou. New hero name’s Ground Zero. ll be the guy showing you that we’re not 
weak here in Japan. Can we go already, if all the talk’s done? We have villains to kill.” For once, 
Shigaraki agreed with Bakugou, pleasantries were for losers. 


“And you,” one of the twins approached Shigaraki, one wearing a ridiculous, neon green jacket. 
Even Dabi dresses better... “you must be Shigaraki Tomura. Or is it Tomura Shigaraki? Our land 
did give Japan writing, but the names...that confusion is all on you.” 


“My name is Tenko Shimura. “Shigaraki” is what All for One called me, when he forcefully 
implanted a Quirk in me, made me murder my own father, killed the rest of my family and gave me 
their hands to wear on me. Don’t call me that, Dragon Twin...what was your name? I will call you 
your name, you call me by mine. We can do that, at least.” He spoke as a challenge, getting right 
up to the hero’s face. 


The Dragon Twin was taller than him, slightly bulkier, and he kept on his air of calmness...until 
the moment Shigaraki had mentioned All for One. There had been a flicker in his eyes, a sudden 
fear, masked immediately. But Shigaraki had sharp eyes. Too easy to miss easter eggs without 
paying attention...I noticed, Dragon Twin. You have seen him. And he is in your dreams now. Your 
nightmares. 


“Tam Shang. And you are Tenko. I actually think it’s pretty cool you had a change of heart and 
will help us take down All for One, he has hurt countless people. Our government sanctioned a kill 
mission, are you okay with that?” 


“T asked to join exactly because of that.” Shigaraki snarled, “He murdered my family, he made me 
into a killer, a monster. I used to like heroes when I was a kid! All for One stole my life. Killing 
him won’t bring any of it back. Not my mom, not my grandparents. Not my grandmother Nana. 
Not My dad, who loved me to the last moment, even as I killed him. Not my sister Hana, who 
could have been a hero, or a doctor or whatever. I have my fucking reasons, Shang.” 


The hero smiled and clapped him on the shoulders with both hands, “Oh I like you already! A real 
cutthroat, a tragic character! Let’s all climb aboard, shall we? Ling, why don’t we help the teens 
with their bags?” He left Shigaraki standing there, confused. Well maybe I judged too quickly. Who 
knows. I’m not letting my guard down. I can trust Nejire, Tsukauchi, probably Deku. Bakugou has 
been honest, so I know what to expect with him. But these two? We shall see. 


“Well I have like two changes of underwear in a little bag so I will just start...No, I have to say 
goodbye. Give me a moment.” Shigaraki turned around and started making a beeline towards 
Nejire, who was completely caught up in a game on her phone. 


He paused to think a moment, about what he was watching. Two months back, he would have 
wanted to kill Nejire, to destroy everything she stood for. He would not have cared to see her name 
on a casualty list. And most of all, he would have reviled her because of one big factor; she was 
playing a mobile game! 


Old Shigaraki would have called that blasphemy. He would have argued that even the lousiest 
console was better, would have tried barging in with knowledge of PCs and high end consoles 


and...he now realized it, he would have been annoying as hell. He didn’t feel that anymore. There 
were big things to worry about and the smile Nejire had on her lips, even as she played what was 
probably a crappy gacha game, was what he wanted to protect. 


Or at least he wanted to be worthy of protecting that smile, one day. 


“Hey uhhh...goodbye.” Shigaraki didn’t expect anything with his words. He didn’t expect her to 
even look up from her game. I’m not her prisoner anymore, no matter how much attention she gave 
me, I- 


He found himself in a sudden, energetic, perfect embrace. At the same time, he felt as if Nejire 
would squeeze the life out of him, and as if she was giving him more life. Was it her Quirk, 
activated unconsciously? Or was it just the hug itself? 


“Be safe, Tenko Shimura! Return! It’ II all be just right, okay?” 


“Okay.” He smiled, the most genuine, heartfelt grin he had smiled in more than a decade. There 
was more to life now than revenge, and Tenko Shimura would do his best to find out what he 
would live for after it was all done. As he climbed aboard the jet and clicked on his seatbelt, Tenko 
looked below, to see Nejire waving them off as the plane started to taxi towards the runway. 


All for One might have stolen fifteen years of his life, but Tenko had to be strong, he had to have 
willpower. He would get it all back, and he would be a man that his family could be proud of. He 
would never do evil again. But before he could move on, he had to finish what One for All had 
started, what Nana Shimura had attempted, and what All Might had left unfinished. 


Shang took the bag that the Midoriya kid had brought, and was surprised to see it was light, made 
of some sort of weaved polymer that he couldn’t recognize. The logo on it wasn’t a brand that he 
knew, but then again he wasn’t especially versed in that capitalist crap. All his clothes were 
selected by handlers, so he had no idea about brands. 


“Packed light?” Shang asked. His Japanese was probably much better than whatever the kid could 
manage with Mandarin or Cantonese, and he’d rather avoid listening to foreigners’ cringeworthy 
accents. 


“Got all I need in it.” Midoriya answered. Izuku Midoriya, hero name: DEKU. “The Hero Deku” 
had virtually no reputation outside of Japan, but from a sweep of available records, the twins’ 
superiors had compiled a pretty conclusive background and psychological profile, for context. Or, 
if the mission would be easier through it, manipulation. 


The twins had been given a file on Katsuki Bakugou as well, though no hero name was given on 
the file, and they had only learned that it was “Ground Zero” from him directly. Both were as 
dissimilar in temperament as possible, but were strong, focused and effective, with decent enough 
arrests under their name. 


Both were resilient youths, and manipulation wouldn’t be particularly easy, at least not actively, 
but so far, in an unspoken exchange of glances, the twins had decided to be “social” as a way to get 
the young heroes’ trust. Something as simple as asking them for their goals and dreams, as showing 
“genuine” interest in what they were passionate about...in the few days before the operation was 
launched, the twins planned to have completely won over the teenagers. And by the time the 


mission was over, maybe make them agents for the People’s Republic. 


Midoriya was not naturally gregarious, but was a creature of loyalty, that much they had gleaned 
from the files. He kept his friends close, and judging by his push to include Tomura Shigaraki in 
the mission, he kept his enemies even closer. The higher ups had also determined that Midoriya 
had a rebellious, anti-establishment streak, visible in his disregard for the chain of command in 
operations, and even the laws themselves, such as when fighting the vigilante scum that had 
roamed Japan for so long, Stain. 


Physically, he was a series of contradictions. His body seemed trained for fighting, and yet he had 
no aggression to him, at least not at first glance. He looked like a nice kid, if one didn’t look too 
closely, but if one did, they would start noticing the agility and strength in his short, stocky body. 
His hair needed a haircut, urgently. Today, the boy looked exhausted, and Shang could see the side 
effects of a particularly effusive farewell, which included a hickey on his neck that had a Jot of 
teeth applied. Or maybe it was a bite. Shang preferred not to kinkshame foreigners over their 
brutish customs. 


Bakugou looked as if he had trained his whole life for using his power, every muscle shaped with 
clear purpose. His hair was spiky, and Shang also had the idea of suggesting a trendy, absolutely 
cool, fashionable undercut. It was all the rage back in mainland China, and everyone would benefit 
from one. 


As for his personality, on the other hand, Bakugou was outwardly combative, but inwardly a basic, 
simple individual with a set of morals he had always been too arrogant to examine. His upbringing 
had made him a model citizen of Japanese hero society, flaws included. He would be the easiest to 
turn. Give him a black and white dichotomy of heroes and villains, and he would not question it. If 
Shang found the appropriate common enemy, he was sure he could make Bakugou be useful for 
China. 


Or at least a common enemy beyond All for One. Presently, everyone involved was being useful. 
The two heroes, the company of special forces aviation that was now isolated in the mission 
launch site, the Japanese police. Everyone was playing their part. The only true variable was 
Tomura Shigaraki. 


Using a villain to kill another one seemed in line with what a shady nation full of cutthroats would 
do, perhaps the Americans. Shang had never imagined the Japanese would choose such a course of 
action, but then again, he didn’t know them so deeply. And in the end, it had been Midoriya’s 
initiative, and the work of Commissioner Tsukauchi. 


Tsukauchi was a maverick, a rogue. Closely associated with All Might, not afraid to bend rules for 
justice to be served. He had his own agenda, and he played favorites. If needed, his sister was a 
perfect bit of leverage to be used. But so far he had been most cooperative, finding common ground 
as deftly as a diplomat, finding a strategy against AFO like a military commander. Tsukauchi 
would not be useful forever, no, but for Operation SKYWALKER, he had been invaluable. 


“Come on, Hero Deku! Sit here next to me, I have a ton of questions to ask!” The jet had eight 
seats in two rows of four. Besides the pilots, it was just the twins, the Japanese heroes, and 
Shigaraki. He had asked to be called “Tenko Shimura’, and apparently had been groomed for 
villainy for over a decade by All for One and a servant, known only as Kurogiri. And now the 
villain was waving back at the pastel haired girl who had arrested him, if the reports were accurate. 


Shang blamed Stockholm Syndrome for Shigaraki’s fondness for the hero, but he didn't have 
enough information to accurately verify his hunch. And if luck was on their side, Shigaraki would 
never return from the mission. To allow such a villain to set foot on China, unharmed, was an 


affront to national honor. 


Would Midoriya or Bakugou care, if they decided to hold an impromptu execution? Bakugou 
might chafe at his kill being stolen, and Midoriya would likely object. There wasn’t anything on 
the file indicating a particular fondness for villains, but there had to be some for Izuku to vouch for 
Shigaraki on the mission. But if he was a secret villain apologist, well...China didn’t need any of 
those. And Japan probably didn’t, either. They would take him off the road and execute him as 
well, if he complained. 


“So all of your gear is in there? Can I take a look?” Shang asked, as he secured the suitcase to an 
empty space in front of a seat. 


“T’d love to show it to you! It was all crafted by my best friend, Mei Hatsume. She is a true genius 
in her field and well, also in avionics and heavy industry and...” The kid rambled on and on about 
some kind of multitalented engineer who had built a better plane than the one they were sitting on, 
had three Master’s degrees already, and a doctorate in progress, and was starting her own brand of 
drinks. “I brought one, from the latest batch. Would you like to try?” 


Midoriya offered Shang a very nicely made plastic bottle that incorporated a cog design to the 
plastic extrusion process, giving it a unique shape. The liquid was a neon pink, probably a 
strawberry, guava or pink lemonade flavour. The label read “Hatsume Sport” and had a small, very 
Japanese cartoon version of a sort of auto mechanic with pink dreadlocks. Midoriya seemed to find 
it an endearing cartoon, Shang just found it to resemble some kind of horrid gremlin. 


“Yeah, why not? Can’t be worse than American beer, right?” In a single statement Shang bragged 
about his worldliness, his seniority over Midoriya, and his discerning taste, while still sounding 
fun loving and approachable. It was a big lie; Shang had never left China before, he had never 
tasted American beer, and he had no intention of finding out if it was any good. 


“Here you go.” Midoriya handed over the bottle and Shang took a tentative sip. The pink lemonade 
flavour was a bit too sweet and sour, just overwhelming enough that it would not be a particularly 
enjoyable drink except when truly thirsty. 


“Not bad at all.” Shang remarked, giving the bottle back. Midoriya put it away and faced him 
again, the plane seats allowing them to converse in peace. Behind Shang, Shigaraki had closed his 
eyes to sleep, even as the plane continued to taxi. “We should buckle up, Midoriya, just for 
takeoff.” 


Bakugou and Ling sat close by, and Shang intended to bring them into the conversation later, for 
now he expected his brother to similarly get a feel for Bakugou’s personality, attitude and skill 
level, as Shang would with Izuku Midoriya. 


The soft sounds of the pilot’s final checks, in dreadfully accented Japanese, were all the warning 
they had before the plane accelerated on the runway and took off. It was a military plane, whatever 
the outside looked like, registered to the Ministry of State Security, and the pilots were at least 
Colonel rank, so they did not have to explain themselves to mere heroes, no matter their rank. 
Heroes were just the equivalent to Captain, and thus the men flying could technically order the 
Twins around...but they never would. 


“Ever been on a plane, Midoriya?” Shang asked, as the jet levelled to a steady climb. 


“Yeah! To go to I Island with All Might, and a few times on the Mei. It’s a hypersonic plane, you 
see, a homegrown design. We made it ourselves! Well, it was mostly Mei and Momo, I just carried 
stuff and helped Mei with other things while she assembled the parts.” He rambled on for a short 


while, describing some heavy machinery that he had lifted. Shang just nodded, until Midoriya 
casually mentioned that one of the machines was 600 kilograms heavy, as if it was the easiest thing 
in the world. 


“So you have a strength Quirk, right?” 


“Yes, it is called “Superpower”, I uhh...[’m a late bloomer and I’m still training to fully manage it. 
I can currently use about...hmmm I have probably gone above that recently...40% of my full power, 
channeled in a single attack. Or 35% consistently, in Full Cowling. It isn’t really a strength booster, 
rather it is pure kinetic energy that can be applied or directed via muscle input and-” 


“DEKU! Shut the fuck up! Pm trying to sleep over here. Besides, no idea if these two will 
understand all that!” Bakugou added. As Shang looked over, he saw that Shigaraki had cast a sharp 
glance at all of them, before moving around to get comfortable. He must have been very used to his 
cell’s hard bed, or to some other chair, thus the jet’s seats were too soft to rest. 


Their eyes met briefly. Shang knew distrust when he saw it, and it was all over Shigaraki’s eyes. 
And why wouldn’t he have it? They were complete unknowns. Midoriya and Bakugou, he knew. 
He had kidnapped Bakugou, held Deku hostage one time, in a mall. He had fought them. And they 
had decided to put their differences away, their grudges, for this one mission. From what he could 
see of Bakugou and Shigaraki, Shang now knew that it had all been Midoriya’s doing, getting all 
three to fight. 


“Maybe we can talk about something else while your friend drifts off to his beauty sleep?” Shang 
said, with a practiced smile. It was all what he had been taught in the Ministry, all spy tradework. 
Acting, to make himself appear likeable, nice, trustworthy. Midoriya did not seem to notice how 
fake the smile was, or if he did, he didn’t show it. 


“T heard that, fucker!” Bakugou said, flipping off the twins while donning a sleeping mask and 
noise cancelling headphones. 


“Right...well, we won’t bother him much anymore. So you were telling me it is kinetic energy?” 


“Yeah!” Midoriya said, “I think that Mei explains it best; when I use my Quirk I vary the output 
and it directly correlates to the energy generated...say, if I could punch with 5,000 Newtons of 
force at 8%, which Quirkless bones have evolved to resist easily, at 100% I am able to break a ten 
meter thick wall of ice...with just a finger flick. A full punch would go through much more than 
that, and a kick...” Midoriya shrugged. 


“A side effect of my Quirk is my bones developing bouligand structures similar to the ones 
developed by people with high speed emitter Quirks, as a shock absorber of sorts. But the power 
was too much for my body to adapt, so all the structures have managed, is to make sure my arms 
didn’t explode...so far. I have gone little by little to absorb shock with my muscles instead, by 
better using the flow of One for...of Superpower. Spreading the kinetic energy all along my body 
has been a move I have taken, as has been the use of equipment to absorb some of the shock 
mechanically but...” 


“But?” Shang asked. Midoriya’s Quirk was powerful, that they all knew from his files. They also 
knew that he had at first had trouble controlling his power output, but by his second Sports festival, 
had changed tactics and had become an agile, strong bruiser instead of a glass cannon. 


“Gear can only take me so far. Technique, training and my own strength will be the only way to 
get to 100% safely.” Midoriya said, grimly. “It is...versatile. I always had all these...ideas of what I 
would do with a strength Quirk, back when it looked like I would never have one, and now that I 


became a late bloomer, well...1 was wrong on half the stuff. But I have good help. Good teachers, 
good friends. My family. I have all I need, except time.” 


“Amen to that.” Shang said. He could see a new side of Midoriya now, one that he hadn’t quite 
considered before while studying his profile. The side of a work in progress . Midoriya had the 
potential to easily best Endeavor and any Japanese heroes, just by the simple math of what his 
100% implied...if he wasn’t lying. And judging from his face, he was truthful. 


There was willpower there; to master almost 40% of his full power in just two short years was 
admirable. Izuku Midoriya would be useful. Shang made a mental note to ask Midoriya to spar 
with him whenever they reached the mainland. 


“How about you? I’m really curious, how does your Quirk work?” 
“You already know about it?” 


“Of course!” Midoriya replied, excitedly, “I know the top ten heroes of all of the Asian countries, 
the US, and some of Europe, plus most everyone in Japan and Korea and Taiwan...” He listed off 
everyone else on the Chinese list, with perfect pronunciation. Shang was shocked. “I have studied 
them all, their Quirks, the way they fight. Or at least, what is publically available.” 


Shang raised an eyebrow, “What do you know of mine, then?” 


“Fire Dragon is an emitter type Quirk, which lets you control flames to the shape of a dragon, 
either fully or partially, varying the size and temperature! It can go as low as 40 degrees Celsius to 
just overheat opponents, or a few thousand Celsius when attacking with deadly force. All the while 
it keeps its state of matter, a coloured plasma, no matter the temperature, and if it drops way colder 
than usual fires.” Midoriya didn’t seem to need to breathe when he rambled about Quirks, and 
every word that was intently listened to, was further that Midoriya would go to trusting Shang. 


“Correct so far!” 


“The control over the fire is not the usual pyrokinesis, like Endeavor’s, except for the temperature 
control, rather it resembles more a...mind control over a creature, as if the Fire Dragon had a little 
bit of...resistance? It looks like taming it with your mind, imposing your control unto a living 
thing...Like my friend Tokoyami and his own Quirk, Dark Shadow.” Midoriya’s eyes, round and 
friendly, stared right through Shang’s soul. 


He was right, in more ways that Shang would ever admit. Fire Dragon had once had a personality, 
kind and gentle, materializing playfully to dance around Shang...but their psychic bond had made 
the Quirk easy to overpower, to bend to Shang’s will. By the time they had finished at the 
academy, both Shang and Ling had rendered their symbiotic fire Quirks practically braindead, pure 
vessels to be controlled, the “resistance” Midoriya had noticed in his spot on analysis merely the 
spasms of a dead beast relinquishing control. 


Many would have considered it cruel. Inhumane. Completely evil. Shang and Ling considered it 
useful. Their dragons were barely more than pets, to sacrifice them for the good of the People’s 
Republic was easy. It was simple math, morality at its simplest. The life of a symbiote or the life of 
everyone they had saved so far? To take the life and freedom of their dragons, to better take the 
lives and freedoms of China’s enemies. Simple math. 


“No, it is pure pyrokinesis, it just takes a shape. It ended up being useful, making us recognizable. 
We are liked, you know?” 


“Yes, you are very popular, then again, the #1 will always have the spotlight...” Midoriya’s voice 
trailed off, and he looked out the window. 


Outside, there was nothing but clouds. They covered the moon and the stars. It was like flying 
inside a tunnel, the low hum of the engines and the feeling of increasing pressure the only sign of 
their movement. 


“Why did you want to be a hero, Midoriya? Are you aiming for the #1 spot in Japan? In the 
world?” 


Izuku didn’t look back at Shang when the question was asked. His eyes were seeking the stars, the 
moon. “I am aiming for the top, yes. I have my reasons. The things I wanted to do, to make 
happen...I couldn’t do them as just a cop, or a firefighter. I wanted to be a hero...no, I wanted to be 
a hero for that but...no, I will tell you the truth. A couple years back, I had very little to live for, and 
being a hero, any kind of hero, was just....a dream. Something giving me hope. A lifeline. I 
don’t... don’t expect you to understand.” 


A tear fell down his cheek as he spoke, but Izuku had kept his voice steady. He was right, Shang 
couldn’t understand that. It was the last thing he wanted, to empathize with some depressed middle 
schooler, much less over angst that had already been dealt with. In fact, Shang had very little 
respect for middle schoolers; every show or meet and greet where he had to meet with those whiny, 
angsty, edgy pieces of shit was a torture. 


“And yet, here you are. Not even graduated from UA, and you are taking part in the biggest 
mission we have ever been on. Be proud of it, Izuku Midoriya. This is another big step for 
Chinese/Japanese relations, don’t you think? Be proud, you are among the good guys, our enemy 
is clear, there are no shades of grey. We just defeat the enemy, how simple is that?” 


“Yeah.” Midoriya said, “It is simple. The hard part was saying goodbye. Now...well, we just have 
to give it our all. Fight like hell, get back home in one piece. It is simple.” 


He was looking sleepier by the second, so Shang said, “Midoriya, we need you rested. All three of 
you. Bakugou and Shigaraki are asleep, you can catch some shuteye, too. [ll wake you up when 
we reach the mainland, if you’d like?” Midoriya nodded and clicked a few times on his phone, as 
he plugged in a pair of earphones. 


Shang noticed several things about Midoriya’s phone; the cover was All Might themed, the 
earphones had the same logo as his suitcase, and seemed to be noise cancelling, as he couldn’t hear 
what Midoriya was listening to, and that Midoriya held his phone firmly in his hand while he slept. 
Not easy to snoop around his phone like that, find out every secret. 


Was that clever? Or a simple coincidence? Shang chose to believe the latter. Sooner or later, Izuku 
Midoriya would reveal his every secret, and would end up as a tool for spies, for geopolitics. 
Unless he had some big plan himself, Izuku would only be a pawn to those ambitious enough to 
use him. 


Chapter End Notes 


Thanks for reading! I have been working on a few other projects, and November will 
be the start date for two new fics: Expendable Assets: Liberation Day and Expendable 
Assets: White Wedding, with the first chapter of each released. After that, I will think 


up the schedule to keep those two going and to finish Ependable Assets Zero, still 
going weekly. I hope to see you there! 


Sunrise 


One of the Dragon Twins woke up Izuku, just as the plane crossed above a mountain, and they saw 
daybreak through the windows. It was absolutely beautiful, a serene vista of pink and orange 
clouds slowly turning white as the sun rose. 


It took his breath away, and made him realize that there were good things in life, even when he had 
tangled his earphones all around him and had rolled over to a very uncomfortable sleeping position, 
making his leg feel asleep. There was also the vague recollection of a dream, in which 


Wiping the sleep off his eyes, Izuku looked on through his window. What at first had been a 
mountain, had become an entire mountain range, the peaks snow capped, the sides covered in 
pines. “Now this is a country, don’t you think?” said one of the twins, who Izuku recognized as 
Ling. They were very similar looking, but if they didn’t swap outfits from the day before, Izuku 
was pretty sure which was which. 


Maybe with time he would be able to tell them apart by the minute details in height, build and 
personality, but the mission would likely take much less time. [f I’m right, we’re about two days 
away from the attack, but given that we are working with the Chinese now, it could take more to 
organize. It’s not really enough time to get to know two people, to differentiate twins from each 
other. And I don’t trust them. 


He had known all along that they would be working with Chinese heroes since All for One had 
been confirmed to be in China, and everything he knew about Chinese heroes had come to the 
forefront. 


In Japan, heroes were all on the government payroll, but one could be a hero without much 
government control or intervention. Many heroes only had contact with the government while 
renewing their licenses, in fact, that was the case for most of the thousands of heroes in Japan. 


Only the top heroes, a hundred or so of them, had much contact with the Hero Public Safety 
Commission. They were monitored closely, given special assignments and bonuses, but even then, 
the top ten had the freedom to run their agencies as they saw fit, to manage their merchandise and 
advertisements, to recruit sidekicks they wanted, and overall they were completely free. 


The degree of freedom in Japan was similar to that in other countries, from what Izuku had studied 
in his almost obsessive desire to learn everything heroic. Most of Europe worked with a similar 
system, the US and Latin America gave their heroes even more freedom, but on the other hand, 
there were other countries, especially in the East, where hero work was embedded completely into 
military, police and intelligence work. 


Russia and China were the most notable examples. Russian heroes didn’t go to hero high schools, 
they graduated from military colleges, ranked as lieutenants. Even the lowliest hero in Russia was 
an officer, and considered an active duty soldier. But in China, they were not military, they were 
part of the Intelligence community. 


And Gran Torino had told Izuku of how All for One had ruled China’s intelligence agency decades 
past, before Nana Shimura’s time, as, apparently, he had been a spy many, many years before. If 
there was a single AFO loyalist still there, it would mean that he could control Chinese heroes 
directly, so Izuku knew not to trust any of them completely. 


Shang and Ling seemed like good people, decent. Good listeners, kind, cheerful. At least, that had 


been the impression they had given Izuku while boarding the plane, and during the flight so far. 
But if Himiko had taught him something, it was that people could act and adopt false personalities 
very, very easily if they had the right aptitude for it. 


The twins were at the top of the Chinese hero ratings, ratings that were run by the government. 
They were spies, as much as they were heroes. Whatever they showed Izuku of their true selves, 
was likely not the whole truth. He couldn’t trust them. 


I wish Himiko was with us. I know it is impossible but...she could tell what was lies. She could help 
us, She could sniff out all that was fake. I...I miss her. Maybe I should have made a deal, let her 
also join the mission? Maybe...no, Kacchan would have never joined, if I had. Shigaraki would 
have seen how close Himiko and I are now, he would be suspicious. Would he think she was a 
traitor? Maybe he would turn against us all, if we did. No, Himiko could not have joined this, 
but...I really, really wish she was here. 


“Midoriya? Hero Deku?” Ling asked with a laugh, taking Izuku out of his thoughts, “You with 
us?” 


“Yeah, I was just...admiring the view. Can I take a picture of it, to send back home?” 


“Sure! You can even send it right now, we got nationwide 7G coverage. Just one of the 
infrastructure projects of our glorious leaders.” Ling replied, almost smugly. Yeah, projects just like 
those bipedal tanks that Mei talked about, do you know anything about those, Mr. Spy Twin? 


Izuku took his phone, which was still playing an All Might movie song, and he snapped a picture of 
the beautiful sunrise. He checked, and indeed his phone could connect with a government 7G 
network. “You weren’t kidding, I can really connect! Is this part of that umm...silk road project?” 
Izuku asked, trying to remember as much as he could about China’s current affairs. 


He knew about Chinese heroes, about their villains, a little about their history, but before All for 
One and all this Operation SKYWALKER business, Izuku had never truly needed to dig too deep 
into what Japan’s big, menacing neighbour did. But if he was to be the #1 one day, perhaps he did 
need to pay more attention. 


“Oh, that train? Yep, pretty cool little thing. Connects Beijing with Moscow, Berlin, Paris and 
London, with stops all along the country. Mountain, farmland, desert, it crosses all. Pretty glorious, 
eh? Shang and I spent our rookie year guarding a...particularly ummm... unstable section of the 
tracks. Ever had a fight against ten heavily armed terrorists while they corner you up to a mile-long 
train that travels over 300 kilometers an hour?” 


Izuku shook his head, “No, sorry.” 


Ling smiled savagely, “It is very much a pleasure. Nothing quite like seeing fire claws rip through 
a stolen helicopter...they should have stolen one from the army instead of whatever Mongolian 
news station they took it from! How about you, though? What’s been your best fight? The 
deadliest?” 


“Against a Yakuza boss called Overhaul.” Izuku answered, confident in his response. “His quirk 
allowed him to alter matter itself, even organics. He...he fused himself with two of his henchmen, 
turned himself gigantic. I had to...go all out. Eri helped me. With her help, I destroyed Overhaul’s 
body, all the parts that he regenerated with the fused body and then...when I was going to give the 
final blow...I held back. I couldn’t just...kill. Even if he was a monster, even with how much he 
hurt Eri.” 


“This Eri...is she a friend? A fellow hero? If she helped you go all out, why didn’t she join?” 


“Eri is an eight year old child!” Bakugou suddenly said, his loud voice making Izuku jump. “Deku 
saved her from that asshole villain, that’s just that. But why not brag about defeating Muscular, 
Deku? Now that was a fucking fight, eh?” 


“Are you...complimenting me?” 


“Shut up. I just learned about that one recently, you fucking idiot. I respect it, it was a good fight. 
Power against power. I could have won it in half the time, though.” Bakugou said, with a wild grin. 
“Why not tell them about our fight? I’m pretty fucking sure I am the strongest person you have 
ever fought.” 


“Kacchan, that..no! You’re just the strongest person I have beaten without injuring myself. 
Muscular was stronger!” 


“Nuh uh!” 
“Yes he was!” 
“If you had poked his eyes out and then gone for his neck you could have killed him easy!” 


“That...hamm, that is actually a good idea, thanks! Would you have done that if you had fought 
him?” Izuku said, his mood swinging from slightly defensive to curious. 


“Of fucking course! Eyes are always weak as hell. Look!” He tried poking Izuku’s eyes, his fingers 
in a V. Izuku stopped his hand, nonchalantly. “See? You had to protect them. Plus, Muscular had 
just one real eye. So a well placed explosion could leave him blind, eh?” 


“Right. So your biggest fight was Dabi, right?” Izuku turned it over to Bakugou, curious to see the 
fight explained. Shouto had described it from his point of view, but Kacchan had done most of the 
real fighting there. Ling watched them attentively, almost as if he was taking notes. Izuku liked it, 
it felt... validating. They had won great victories, even before graduating. 


“T fought fire with explosions. If I had to do it again, or against someone stronger, I know what I 
got to do; remove all the oxygen. If you wanna put out a fucking fire, you set off a bigger explosion 
right next to it. Sucks away the oxygen, snuffs the flame.” His eyes looked around to Ling, and he 
smiled. And Izuku felt secure with that smile, that statement. Jf they turn on us, if they are working 
for All for One...You’re on my side, right, Kacchan? 


“This “Dabi’”...who was he? One of the League of Villains, right? Hey, Shimura! You awake? You 
are missing a cool conversation!” Ling called, causing Shigaraki to look their way, moodily. 


“Dabi was a fucking loser. I don’t care that he was my best friend, he was a loser.” Shigaraki said, 
gave a huff and turned around again, closing his eyes to sleep. 


“Loser or not, that fire was no joke. You know why his fire is blue? Those flames are three fucking 
thousand degrees Celsius. And the fucker used them on my bike . I still get pissed off thinking 
about it.” Bakugou said, with angry satisfaction. 


“Three thousand? That is a very respectable temperature for a fire user, yes. Means that it is 
burning efficiently. So how did you beat this villain, Bakugou?” Ling asked. Izuku was sure that, 
in his head, the Dragon Twin was thinking of ways it could all be used against him, forming a 
strategy to counter Kacchan. As long as Kacchan’s arms are in play, Kacchan would win. 


“Ever seen a Muay Thai knee to the chest?” 
“Yeah?” 


“Ever seen one going at the speed of a fucking car, with...”” Kacchan quickly fished one of his 
vicious knee pads from his bag, “With one of these? Broke all his ribs, probably ruptured a couple 
organs. I shattered his fucking elbows , that far the shockwave got. Fucker was lucky his spine 
didn’t snap.” He grinned, every bit the image of some olden time gladiator. 


“Cool!” Ling said, patting Bakugou on the shoulder. “Pretty creative, yeah! So, if your biggest 
wins are against a henchman that his own leader calls a loser, and a Yakuza that nobody has ever 
heard of...what are you doing here, then?” His voice was suddenly accusatory, judgemental. 


“What are you-?” Bakugou started asking, but Shang appeared from inside the cabin, interrupting 
him. 


“Ling’s right. Why are you the ones they sent, huh?” 


Bakugou didn’t seem to know what to answer, and he turned to Izuku. Shigaraki didn’t seem 
involved in the conversation anymore. 


Izuku considered his answer for a long, long time. Outside the mountains gave way to a tranquil 
valley, with great fields of farmland and a stream running down the slopes to feed all the crops. He 
saw tiny farmhouses, their corrugated iron roofs glinting with the rising sun, which was also 
reflected on the stream. 


“We are enough for the mission. We have trained especially for the foe we will fight, have insider 
knowledge, coaching from people who have fought him. We have personal reasons; our mentors 
have fought the man, and now he threatens us directly. And you two are China’s #1, aren’t you? If 
you are...if you are so good, you won’t need us at all. But we are going. And we are fighting.” 
Izuku’s eyes moved from twin to twin, challenging them. They both backed down, and Izuku felt a 
strange pride. 


“Tt was...a trick question. We are glad for any backup, honestly. The Ministry is 
compartmentalized right now, and we can’t really get every hero we have on the field quick 
enough, so you helping...it will do. But we will need to test you, when we are down there. Up for a 
spar?” Ling said, but Izuku saw that the Dragon Twin was not pleased. Did I...hurt his pride? 


“You got it.” Bakugou said, exchanging a glance with Izuku. He seemed in doubt, probably asking 
himself the same questions as Izuku. If they win the spar, they know they can turn on us easily. If 
we win...we can’t count on them for the fight against All for One... 


“That sounds stupid.” Shigaraki said, speaking suddenly. He was up again, walking their way, 
standing just a few feet away as he stopped. “If any of you injure yourselves, we could all die. I 
know my life is worthless to...well, all of you. But I would still rather die later, after we win. And 
losing people because of training injuries? Don’t be so fucking stupid.” 


“Who do you take us for, you piece of shit?” Bakugou said, rising up from his seat and getting 
right in Shigaraki’s face, “You think I’d get hurt fighting chumps like them ?” 


“They are China’s top heroes, Bakugou. They just questioned why you are even here. If they 
wanted you out of the mission right now, what better than a sports injury making you unfit to fight, 
huh?” His gaze went from Bakugou to Izuku, to the twins. 


“What are you accusing us of, exactly?” Ling asked, icily. All the good nature and cheer was gone 


in an instant, and Izuku instinctively let One for All start to build around his limbs. /f they start a 
fight right now, we will all die. 


“T’m not accusing you of jack shit, Ling Chen. I’m stopping your little stupid fight idea. I want to 
murder All for One, nothing else. How about you? Is this just a fucking competition for you two?” 


Both twins hesitated, and when Ling spoke again, his tone was measuredly jovial again, “No. You 
are...right. I see why it could be a bad idea. Still, we would like to test...” Shigaraki’s gaze cut him 
down, and for an instant Izuku doubted that he had ever really let go of his evil side. “Fine. We 
will take your word of your...capabilities. All of you. Now uhh...the mood got a bit weird...who 
wants to play some truth or dare?” 


Shigaraki gave a huff and went back to his seat, Bakugou looked out of the window and put on his 
headphones again. Izuku didn’t hear any of his music, as they were noise cancelling headphones, 
but he imagined Kacchan was listening to some death metal or maybe some video titled “Relaxing 
Explosion Sounds; 10 Hour Edition’. 


“Midoriya, you in?” Izuku turned towards the two Chinese heroes, unsure whether to participate 
and make the atmosphere less tense, or to tell them to piss off, like his two compatriots had done. 


“Sure.” He answered with a sigh, expecting awkward questions and embarrassing dares. 


“Want to ask first?” He didn’t, really. He just wanted a quiet moment to send the picture of the 
sunrise to his mom, All Might, his team, and Himiko. He wanted very badly to chat with her, to 
talk over the phone. She had been the last person he had talked to before leaving for the military 
base and airfield, and he missed her. J will see her when I return. We will kiss again, I hope, and 
then I will arrest her, make sure they give her all the help possible. I will fight tooth and nail for it. 
If they imprison her in Tartarus, I could visit every week, every Sunday. She won't be alone, hell 
no! 


“Sure. Who is the strongest person you have fought, individually?” 


“Hey! That counts as two questions!” Shang said. / wonder what he was talking with the pilots 
about... “But okay. Mine’s a mountain rebel, real nasty piece of work. Called himself “Wukong’, 
the disrespectful shit.” Izuku noticed that Shang could speak the Japanese insults much more 
fluently than the rest of his vocabulary. “Looked somewhat like a baboon, acted like the Monkey 
King himself, stick and all. Didn’t have a cloud for transport, but he did have a nuke and an 
armored vehicle to smuggle it to Beijing. I killed him.” 


Ling then answered, “Mine was a monster, a creature created in a lab in Wuhan. It was a project 
experimenting on panda bears for increased fertility, you know how they are sti// endangered? 
Stupid animals. But the leaders want to keep them. They are the nation’s symbol, they say. Well, I 
decapitated the nation’s symbol, that had grown three extra arms, was the size of a building, and 
had bamboo shoots coming out of its spine. Its blood was green, and there was a Jot of it.” He 
made a disgusted face and gave a laugh. “Do you have many of those in Japan? Rampaging 
monsters?” 


“Well, a few years back there was a string of cases involving the drug Trigger, but they were 
people, and we have the Nomus and...Gigantomachia. He is arrested now. A walking disaster.” 


“We heard about him. That Ryukyu woman who took him down...whew!” Shang said, with a sly 
grin. 


“What, brother, have a crush on her? Or just a healthy respect for dragons in general?” They both 


just laughed. Like hell would we let you two meet Miss Ryukyu... 
“Oh shut up, Ling. Anyway, our turn. Truth or dare?” Shang asked. 
“Truth.” 

“Why did you recruit a villain for this mission?” 


“Hmm...a few reasons, really. First, I know he has the willpower to fight till the end. He has the 
motives for this, more than most of us. He is a good fighter, a capable strategist. He has shown his 
worth for the villain’s side, and I am making him do that, for us. Second, it gives them one more 
person to fight, and I was NOT risking my friends.” Izuku answered. And third, I get Kacchan to 
trust me more. That way we can really be friends again...maybe. We are at a much better place 
now that he can only trust me. Maybe it was underhanded, maybe even villainous, but if it gave 
Izuku his childhood friend back... 


“Clever. My turn. Truth or dare?” Ling said. 

“This time...dare.” 

“T dare you to prank call the last person you called!” Wait...that would be...Himiko? Crap. 
“What...what do I tell her... mean, them?” 


“Oh, it is a she, eh? Excellent! Lets see...tell them that you are currently on vacation to umm...bro, 
tell me a foreign city?” 


“Uhhbh...Cancun?”’ 


“That. Tell your person that you are in Cancun, and just had your underwear stolen by a cyborg 
monkey. Do it!” Himiko is definitely gonna have a laugh at my expense... 


“Oh...well...sure!” Izuku said, easily adopting an attitude of a teenager trying to get his elders to 
like him...which in a way, he was. If only to keep the peace while the mission was still ongoing. 


He checked the phone and saw that, indeed, he had last called Himiko. With a deep breath, he 
clicked on the call button. There was just one ring, before she answered, “Izu-Izu?” Her voice was 
excited, but had a cautious edge, as if she had noticed immediately that the call was anomalous. 


“Ubh...hey umm...Rumiko!” Izuku wished he had thought of a new name for Himiko by now, but 
he hadn’t. J need to think creatively...or maybe let her come up with the aliases now. 


“Oh aye, that is me. Rumiko.” Himiko said, with a giggle, her voice cheeky and playful, adopting 
the accent she had used in their trip to Shizuoka. 


“Put the call on speaker!” one of the twins called, Izuku didn’t see which. He cautiously clicked on 
the speaker phone option, certain that the twins would not recognize Himiko’s voice, even less 
with the Northern accent. 


“So uhh, Rumiko. I got here all right, here in Cancun. It is pretty nice! But uhhh, my wallet got 
stolen by a...by a cyborg ninja.” J hope she gets that this is a joke call and rolls along with it... 


“Tt was a cyborg monkey!” Ling said, in a whisper. 


“Ahh, it was actually a cyborg monkey!” Izuku quickly corrected. Himiko burst out laughing, a 
wild, almost feral laugh that made Izuku feel his face was a little warmer than usual. 


“A monkey, huh? I figured that would happen! Was it a baboon? A full gorilla? A capuchin? 
Capuchins are cute. But oh well. It happens. Ye kno nuthin, Izu-Izu...” She giggled again. Izuku 
wanted nothing so much as to tell her the truth, that he had longed to hear her voice, even if it had 
only been a few hours. He wanted to tell her that he was alright, that he was well rested and 
focused for the fight ahead. That he would win and return to see her very soon. 


But he couldn’t. Not with everyone around them. “It was uhhbh...yeah! A cyber capuchin! It was 
funny but I still lost my wallet.” 


“Now hang up the call.” 
“Bye! Talk to you soon!” 
“Stay safe, Izu-Izu!” With that, Izuku turned off the phone, ending the call. 


“T’ll be damned, you actually did that...and it seems we’re getting closer now. Base should be an 
hour or two away. One more round?” Ling said, clapping his hands. 


“Sure.” Izuku said, looking around. He was completely sure that Bakugou had not heard the call, 
and even if he had, with the fake accent, he probably wouldn’t have identified Toga, he had only 
met her very briefly. 


But Shigaraki met his gaze. He raised an eyebrow, and Izuku felt a chill run down his spine. Then 
Shigaraki grinned. 


Enji Todoroki had purposely scheduled a patrol near the Hero Public Safety Commission’s 
building so as to finish right about the time of the scheduled meeting. The government had called 
for a few heroes to attend and for even more to join through video streaming, even though they 
were hundreds of miles away, for a routine meeting on the status of the All for One situation. 


The supervillain was still in China, but his location had now been pinpointed and a Japanese 
mission had been sent, authorized and led by the Tokyo Metropolitan Police, after some 
authorization by other government forces, of course. Enji had known all about it, but some fellow 
heroes were probably still in the dark, and they all needed a plan should those two kids fail. 


He walked in through the front gates, ushered in by secretaries and other personnel that he 
thoroughly ignored. He didn’t have much regard for bureaucrats, not even those that were directly 
linked to his work, only opting to regard those with high enough ranks to give him orders as 
deserving of his attention. 


They were all dressed in grey suits, which reminded him of mice, the little laboratory mice that his 
earliest teachers had once used to explain Quirk genetics, specifically. They also scurried about 
while squeaking as he passed, so the resemblance was quite strong. 


The hallways were full with staff, analysts and even a few guards, armed with handguns. Enji 
thought the use of weapons was much beneath him and he had melted his share of firearms while 
in action, but they were effective enough, against most people. With the evolution that Quirks had 
brought to people’s bodies, even to those who were born Quirkless, the regular human being was 
now sturdier, healthier and even some bad traits, like acne, were less common. 


But a bullet to the brain was usually still enough for most. Not that Endeavor was careless enough 
to let someone try that with him. 


He didn’t see the other heroes yet. Some were simply not too punctual, like Hawks, who was 
probably rushing to the place instead of leaving for it early. Hawks...he was an enigma. Enji didn’t 
know what Hawks was planning half the time, hiding that quick, smart mind behind a veneer of 
lazy, casual playfulness, and endless teasing. 


Things were strange with Hawks. Enji knew that Hawks had once admired him, been inspired by 
him to be a hero, or at least that was what Hawks had told him. But now that they knew each other 
well, they might even be considered friends. And if Hawks had his way, with how seriously he 
seemed to be dating Fuyumi, they might even end up being family. 


It was impossible that Hawks didn’t know about Rei. Not with how close he was to Fuyumi, not 
with how much he knew about everything else. The government had used him as their trusted 
agent, and they all likely knew every single detail. But even knowing about Rei, Hawks still treated 
Enji with respect, with positivity. Perhaps he was truly earnest in his friendship. 


Enji had never given much importance to friendship. There was just so little time for it when he 
had his objectives so clearly set. It was easy to divide his time and dedicate it to studying, training 
and bettering himself to reach his goal. At UA, his single minded drive had been admired, praised, 
and thus he had never second guessed it. Not even when he realized that, no matter anything he did 
himself, his limits would never let him be stronger than All Might. 


It had been a bitter pill to take, and he was now starting to regret his actions to overcome All Might 
in any way possible. They had alienated him from his wife, from his children. He had ruined their 
lives; it was a wonder they had come so far with everything he had thrown their way. It had all left 
him alone and bitter, friendless, unsatisfied with reaching the top spot through All Might, the 
eternal, impervious hero, retiring after a fight that Enji knew he could have never won himself. 


A less busy man might fall into despair. Or a weaker man. 


But Enji was not done, not at all. Japan still needed him, and as long as he drew breath, or as long 
as he wasn’t forced to retire for his sins, he would fight for his country. 


“Over here, Endeavor.” called a government clerk of some kind, his eyes hidden behind the glare 
of LED lamps reflecting on his glasses and his grey suit neat, tailored. Still, he didn’t have much 
presence or power, so Enji didn’t think the man was worth a second glance. He thanked him coldly 
and walked into a conference room, large enough to sit twenty people. 


But inside, he only found six, as well as a large camera connected to a laptop. In the conference 
hall he saw three young heroes that he knew in passing, known as the Big 3, and annoyance flared 
the instant he looked at the Quirkless one, Lemillion. Why a Quirkless person had been invited to a 
meeting, he had no idea, but his two companions were capable enough. 


The other two were young male heroes; Death Arms, a hero with a muscular build and a brutish, 
unintelligent face, and Slidin' Go, a hero based in Deika city, of little note, with no high profile 
arrests and otherwise mediocre. Death Arms was just as mediocre; having started at the same time 
as Mt. Lady and Kamui Woods, Death Arms’ career had stagnated and he was even lower ranked 
than when starting. Both were probably early at the meeting to suck up to the bosses and try to get 
something thrown their way before everyone forgot they existed and they had to retire. 


Enji regarded them as mere footnotes, and instead took his seat, next to the curious and sometimes 
impertinent Nejire Hadou, who for once looked calm and collected, if a bit listless, as if she had 


recently received some sad news or had said goodbye to a loved one. Enji hoped things would be 
better in the future for the young hero, who greeted him with a polite wave and a couple strange 
comments, asking him about his favorite haiku and if he thought he could fight Godzilla v1. Enji 
did his best to humor the girl, and answered truthfully. 


“...80 that is why I believe that Godzilla would maybe defeat me.” Enji finished, which made 
Hadou give a satisfied smile and a nod. By then more heroes had arrived, and the sixth person he 
had seen originally, the Commission’s chairwoman, had started to set up the “Room” videostream 
call. After cursing a bit, she had asked one of the Big 3, Suneater, to help her, and the boy, who 
clearly had to have a mental disorder of some kind to be so anxious, managed to initiate the 
conference call. 


The chairwoman, a smart, deliberate middle aged woman called Ishigami, was one of the 
government people that Enji knew best as he had done a few assignments reporting directly to her, 
in particular one mission involving the navy and Korean terrorists trying to sneak a nuke into 
Japan, that had ended with one of Endeavor’s team members losing a leg and some others had 
likely died. He did not remember their names. 


She moved to the front, right where the camera caught her face, and a projector clicked on, 
illuminating an image behind the chairwoman with dozens of heroes, including the top ten and the 
main heroes of each major city. Some appeared to be having trouble, like the semi-retired Gran 
Torino, who was so close to his camera that only one old brown eye could be seen, only his name 
tag identifying him. 


“Heroes, I will dispense with all ceremony. We are all busy here. Thanks for attending this 
meeting. As of zero hour today, the Tokyo Police has launched an operation against All for One, 
that is the reason for this conference. I now give the room to Commissioner Tsukauchi, who will 
put us all up to speed.” The chairwoman spoke with that same cold, polite and impersonal tone she 
had always used. 


“Thank you, Mrs. Chairwoman. I am Naomasa Tsukauchi, head of the Tokyo Metro PD. It is my 
pleasure to meet you. As it was said, we launched an operation, dispatching two heroes and an 
extra-official police asset to link up with our Chinese counterparts. These two will be the tip of the 
spear, and, should they fail, it is up to the rest of you to react quickly in case of a sighting of All for 
One. Plans for the quick transport of heroes by police vehicles are underway now. Be warned, 
though; the villain is extremely dangerous, and it is advised for teams of at least fifteen heroes to 
be dispatched to take him on.” Tsukauchi said, speaking from one of the video vignettes along 
those projected on the wall. 


Enji heard a few murmurs of doubt, especially among those in the video conference, and in the hall 
he heard Death Arms and Slidin' Go speak of their insatisfaction with a mission only containing 
four heroes and an “asset”, while they were being told to gather at least fifteen people in order to 
react. But the words were cut short, at least in the room he was in, when Hawks made his entrance. 


He was only a couple minutes late, and yet everyone in the hall eyed him with annoyance. With a 
dastardly, smug smile, Hawks sauntered over and sat on the other side of Enji, raising his 
eyebrows and grinning even harder. 


“What kept you, Hawks?” Enji asked, in a hushed whisper that was full of annoyance. 


“T was texting, and you know what they say; “Don’t text and fly, Hawks!”, so I waited until I was 
done texting, and then flew over.” Hawks’ impression of Endeavor himself while speaking the 

“suggestion” was not especially welcome. “I couldn’t let such a special person on read, don’t you 
agree, Endeavor?” Hawks was so impossibly smug that Enji had to clench his fists in order not to 


yell his name in anger. 


“Hawks, you irresponsible...Whatever. You are here now. Pay attention.” Enji turned back to see 
that Tsukauchi was explaining the plan for his mission, codenamed Operation SKYWALKER, in 
as much detail as possible, while also hiding the identities of Izuku Midoriya and Katsuki 
Bakugou. “I had a question, Hawks. You met them yesterday, as I asked, right?” 


“Sure, my respected dad-in-law.” Hawks said, mocking Enji with his smiles. 
“Enough about that. Tell me their response.” 


“Bakugou got pissed off at everything, Midoriya says to piss off, that he has a hero agency already. 
You know which one, right? The one Shouto is part of? The one with all the ads all over the 
internet? Seriously though, using the Yaoyorozu fortune for advertising? That Hatsume is really 
bringing that team to the forefront.” Hawks said, with more than a little admiration. 


“T see. It is a pity, I expected that having Midoriya in the Endeavor Agency would get Shouto to 
join. I was...I was sure that Burnin’ and everyone there would really love them, you know?” Enji 
said, feeling rather disappointed. He had indeed hoped to indirectly convince Shouto to be a part of 
the team, and the Midoriya boy had always given him a positive impression...even with how 
expendable he truly was. Enji didn’t think Midoriya would survive against All for One, but if he 
did...it would certainly be a shame not to have him on the team. 


The team which he could now see on the screen, with Burnin’ and the rest focused on the 
conference, from back in the agency base. 


“He was pretty clear about it, Endy. Sorry. Gave them the advice you passed on, they accepted it. I 
don’t have an idea what the outcome will be, man.” 


Tsukauchi finished his speech and answered a few questions, some about All for One himself, a 
few about the mission. He declined most information politely, as it was on a need to know basis. 


“Who are the brave heroes fighting this...this monster?” Slidin' Go asked. As Enji turned around to 
look, he saw that Hawks had raised an eyebrow, suspicious of the other hero, and was watching 
attentively. “Who is this “extra-official asset’? I don’t like being kept in the dark, Commissioner. I 
know I am but a humble defender of Deika city, but I only wish to honour these fighters who are 
visiting violence on the villain who would do us harm, these rough men who stand ready so we can 
sleep safe in our beds!” 


Enji scowled at the quote that Slidin' Go was referencing. 


“Orwell, huh?” Hawks muttered, and Enji assumed he was thinking the same thing, suspicious at 
this mediocre hero making a fool of himself to get information. 


“Their identities shall be kept a secret, Mister...uhhh...what’s his name, Sansa? Please check for 
me.” There was a rustle of papers and computer keyboard clicks from Tsukauchi’s end of the 
conference, but he quickly continued, “Umm...Mister Slidin' Go. For the safety of everyone 
involved. I’m sure you understand. Any more questions?” Tsukauchi rubbed his forehead 
exasperatedly when another person raised their hand, and he was forced to answer ten more 
minutes of queries. 


“With the questions finished, we will proceed to the next item on our list. Thank you for the time, 
Commissioner.” The chairwoman adjusted her tie, saw Tsukauchi give his farewells, and 
continued, “Next up, the situation regarding Gigantomachia, the titan henchman of the League of 


Villains. I have the pleasure to inform you that he is contained securely, and he has been told that 
All for One is dead. The prisoner has seemingly lost the will to live and mindlessly follows the 
routine of meals and sleep set up by his wardens. Thorough medical examination has revealed the 
presence of multiple combat related Quirks, and thus the prisoner is now classified as Nomu Unit 
00, for study along with Unit 01, known as the USJ Nomu, and those few captured alive at 
Tartarus, numbered 26 through 33.” 


The projector showed some footage of Gigantomachia imprisoned, meekly eating a bowl of rice 
and then being prodded by scientists and doctors with a variety of tools. Enji couldn’t help but feel 
uncomfortable at the images shown, and imagine what measures would have been used to contain 
him, if he had been on the other side of the law. 


“Gigantomachia has been placed in an underground cell floating inside a pool of electrolytes. 
Consumption of these is toxic, and they can conduct millions of volts instantly. At the press of a 
button, the cell will be flooded and the electrolytes connected to a geothermal energy generator. It 
is a harsh measure, yes, pretty much an electric chair, but his escape could bring unimaginable 
death and destruction. Are there any questions?” 


Nobody was dumb enough to ask where this prison was located, or to oppose the measure. The 
loyal servant warrior of All for One would not be missed by anyone. 


The chairwoman cleared her throat and continued, “Next up, is our next joint hero plan. We will be 
making a stand, to make the citizens of Japan feel safe. For that purpose, we have planned some 
joint patrols in areas of high visibility, for public heroes, especially top ones, as well as side routes 
for underground heroes to follow. These patrols will be well publicized, and we ask that your 
agencies do their part to make this KNOWN. They shall last the entire day, with extra patrols all 
along the week, and after that, we shall remain in a state of readiness. We will do a sweep of our 
cities, towns and villages, and show Japan that it has HEROES!” She grinned, for the first time 
since Enji had known her. It scared him, more than any Nomu, more than Gigantomachia, even 
more than All for One. 


It was the smile of someone who knew every secret he had, while he didn’t even know her name. 
It was a smile that rendered him completely powerless. Even if the chairwoman was completely 
benign, she was in complete control. 


“This will overlap with our current ongoing missions. The search for missing fugitives, such as the 
one that Team Lurkers is conducting in Shizuoka, shall keep going, hopefully our patrols might 
spot any enemies of the state.” 


The chairwoman started assigning patrol routes to the different agencies and hero teams, and Enji 
was surprised to find out his team had been partnered up with the Big 3. He just hoped they didn’t 
bring the Quirkless along. 


“Tron out the details with Burnin’, here’s her contact info.” Enji said curtly, giving the presentation 
card to Suneater. Wave Motion was likely to lose the card while starting a rant about hammerhead 
sharks, and he did not even trust a piece of plastified cardboard to the Quirkless Lemillion. 


It was perhaps too harsh of Enji to treat the young hero with such disdain, given the nature of the 
loss of his powers. To have something as sacred as his Quirk ripped apart with a fucking bullet? It 
was dreadful. And the reason that Enji now disarmed his foes with even more care. 


But then he remembered a man armed with a gun that he had faced recently, and a shiver went 
down his spine. Exhausted, Endeavor had been in the sights of Doctor Ujiko, armed with a dart 
rifle...A few seconds too late, and Enji would have lost his Quirk. 


He frowned and gritted his teeth, deciding to correct his behaviour right away. He took out two 
more cards, gave one to Lemillion and one to Wave Motion, and then patted Lemillion in the 
shoulder. It was awkward, and he knew that adding a smile would only make it worse, so instead 
Enji spoke. “You are joining the patrol, Lemillion. Your Quirk...it will get returned someday, 
right? They all talked about you surpassing me in the UA Sports Festival two years ago, didn’t 
they? I'd like to see you try that, some day.” 


He nodded at the other two and turned around on his feet before the newbies could answer. 
“Hawks, let’s talk outside.” 


Hawks raised an eyebrow quizzically, but followed. The other heroes were still inside, taking time 
to acquaint themselves with their temporary partners, and barely noticed the two greatest heroes in 
the country walking out and leaving their mediocre asses behind. 


“Who'd you get, Hawks?” 


“Nobody.” Hawks replied, frustration clear on his sharp face. ““The Commission still has a bit of a 
grudge against me after I walked out on the whole ‘double agent within the League of Villains’ 
business. It was...Endy, can I trust you?” 


“Yes. You will be my son-in-law, you simpleton, we are supposed to trust each other.” Enji said, 
exasperatedly, but he let a bit of a smile show through. A small smirk of satisfaction was the only 
kind of smile that felt natural to him. 


“That...so you’re okay with it now?” Hawks asked, tilting his head like a curious owl. 


“We? ll talk it through some other day. Over dinner. That you are buying. But there’s bigger things 
to worry about. So tell me about you and the Commission.” 


“Remember the League and the whole business with them? Well...I talked with Fuyumi about it. I 
had doubts, you know? Dabi was well...you know, and some of the League were...too relatable. 
Human, and deep down, similar to me. I didn’t exactly fancy betraying them, I’Il tell you that.” He 
scratched his neck with a dry, humorless laugh, “I got too close, wasn’t objective anymore. Cut my 
losses before I started questioning my loyalties. The Commission didn’t really see it that way, they 
felt I was an ungrateful bastard, that I was throwing everything they did to me on their faces. I 
didn’t. I’m still loyal, but...is it worth it? ’'m thinking more about that now.” 


Enji raised an eyebrow when he noticed Hawks had mentioned everything they did to him, instead 
of saying everything they had done for him, but he wasn’t about to ask that in their own building. 
“Just be careful, Hawks. Be very careful.” Enji shrugged and continued, “If you are not on 
patrol...stick around town. Have your phone on.” 


“Oho! You gonna give me a call?” Hawks said, his eyebrows rising and falling quickly as he 
elbowed Enji. He could be such a cheeky, insufferable bastard... “Or is this a true teamup?” 


“In your dreams, Hawks. Unless you want to give up your agency and be my sidekick. But still. 
Stay in town, got it?” Enji said, frowning. 


“Sir, yes sir!” Hawks replied, with a mocking salute. “I have plans in town, so I will keep any 
conversations brief, if you wanna chat, Endy.” 


“Plans? Ughhh. Damn you. Tell Fuyumi I said hello.” Enji said, giving a sigh. He looked around, 
and saw Slidin' Go standing close enough that he might have overheard something. “What are you 
looking at?” Enji bellowed, getting right in the younger hero’s face. 


The man cowered when singled out, his small eyes darting around, looking for help, but there was 
none. It was just Hawks besides him and Enji, and Hawks’ expression had turned cold and 
calculating as he looked at Slidin' Go. 


“N-nothing! I was just...leaving!” he squeaked, his voice surprisingly deep, not at all what Enji had 
expected. His big nose twitched as Enji got even closer, the flames on his face burning even hotter. 


“Exactly. You. Were. JUST. LEAVING!” Enji yelled in his face, content to watch tears appear in 
the man’s eyes. He was completely unfit to be a pro hero, and Enji did not hide his disdain. Slidin' 
Go ran away from them, as fast as his legs could carry him. 


“Are you going to lecture me, Hawks?” Enji said, turning around to meet the young hero’s gaze. 


“Not at all. I don’t like people eavesdropping when I talk. Not at all.” Enji liked this “Cold 
Hawks”, but at the same time, he managed to almost make Enji afraid. Those eyes of his had seen 
bad stuff, that was clear. 


“We'll talk again. Stay safe, Hawks. Be quick.” 


Hawks nodded, “I always am. You too, Endeavor. Keep your head on a swivel, I have a bad feeling 
about the patrols. And keep your young friends close, too, they are said to be strong.” 


Enji frowned, remembering that one of his reinforcements would be about as useful as an unarmed 
cop tagging along. “I will.” 


New Contacts 


“We’re not gonna get more opportunities as good as this one. In two days, Endeavor, Hawks and 
Crust will be in the same part of Tokyo, along with a couple dozen other heroes that have a small 
bit of fame. There’s one from the Musutafu suburb, Death Arms, he will be around Crust, 
apparently they are setting up a partnership. The Lurkers team is still in Shizuoka, so we won’t be 
facing them then. Just these.” Nine said, pointing at the board. 


He had placed a map of Tokyo there, with all the streets and train lines visible, as well as some 
landmarks. In the southwestern edge, on one end of the bay, was the suburb of Musutafu, where 
UA academy was located, on a hill that overlooked the small urban centre with buildings and the 
train station, the rows of houses and apartment complexes, and the beach, called Dagoba beach, a 
small strand that had up to recently been full of trash that washed over from Tokyo proper. 


Much further along the coast was Tartarus, the best guarded prison in Japan, perhaps the entire 
Pacific. Also known as the place where they would throw in Nine and company, if they failed. If 
they failed AND survived, which was unlikely. 


In the north, almost a city on its own right, was Hosu, a satellite business area that had grown 
larger and eventually connected with Tokyo. It had been there that the Hero Killer Stain had been 
caught, almost two years earlier, by Endeavor, according to the official version of events. 


“Three of the top ten, then. Good enough, if we can actually kill them. But how about we start with 
Best Jeanist? By all accounts he is retired, from an injury in the battle of Kamino.” Chimera asked, 
pointing out the most logical plan forward, if Nine was honest. 


“We...haven’t found where Jeanist is. He has been out of the public eye for a year now. Curious 
had nothing on the guy’s current whereabouts, and their mole didn’t, either.” Nine didn’t think the 
hero traitor, a rat called Slidin' Go, was worthy of getting his name uttered aloud. Sure, he was 
useful, by granting Nine and his band, along with the rest of the Liberation Army, access to the 
Hero Net, as well as all information not deemed top secret by government authorities, but he was a 
traitor. 


Nine despised traitors. It was one thing for a man to bend the knee and embrace a cause when 
winning was impossible, and then strike in rebellion, just as he planned to do against All for One, 
but to live among people, to call them “brother”, to share every moment of every day, and then to 
whisper everything he had learned to his real masters, with no scruples? That was lowly, 
despicable. 


The moment Nine was king, he would make an example of such traitors. The streets would run red 
with their blood, yes. Perhaps it would be the only way for the righteous to be free, liberated, to 
follow his rule. 


“Where’s Rykuyu?” asked Mummy. “Back from the south already?” With the typhoon, most 
heroes had been channeled to the south, to direct rescue and recovery efforts, and Ryukyu had not 
been the exception. 


“Still down there, yeah. She’s directing some rebuilding in Okinawa, as far as I can tell. Plus she 
flies slow, lethargically slow.” Kiruka said, coldly. She didn’t have any beef with Ryukyu that 
Nine knew about, so it was probably just her tactical assessment. 


“What about Wash? I wanna see Wash’s organs. See if he bleeds detergent or, well, blood.” 


Chimera asked. 


“T had completely forgotten Wash existed.” Nine replied, “But they aren’t gonna be in Tokyo for 
the day.” 


“What about Miruko?” Mummy said, with a slight tinge of fear in his voice that didn’t go 
unnoticed by Nine. 


“We will kill her eventually, don’t worry. Or do you maybe want to offer her a spot in our new 
world?” Nine asked, wiggling his eyebrows to tease the scarred henchman. Mummy squirmed 
uncomfortably at the implications of the idea, but then again, it was Miruko. Even villains loved 
Miruko. 


“That...uhhh...just...whatever, Nine!” 


“Last that anyone at the Liberation Army heard, she was up North, mopping up a crime family by 
herself. We won’t have to worry about her. The ones I am worried about though, are these three.” 
Nine pinned three Polaroid pictures on the board, showing three teenagers, “The Big 3. UA 
graduates, best in the entire school, from what I have heard. The blonde one is Quirkless, and they 
still went to fight at Tartarus against All for One. We don’t know what they are capable of, and I 
want you to stay alert around them, got it?” His crew all nodded. 


“The patrols are meant to be routine, in areas with large populations. It is a show of force, people. 
They are trying to make everyone feel safe , to lull them to a false sense of security. We have to 
wake them up. It’s a dog eat dog world out here, and all in the way is a few weak heroes. We will 
bring them down to the ground, to our feet. Let’s kill anyone who stands in our way!” Nine 
slammed the board with his fist, grinning. 


He was quiet while fighting, not prone to supervillain monologues or angry screaming. He didn’t 
tell the enemy his plan, or his entire backstory. He didn’t want a philosophical debate, he wanted 
his enemy to DIE. And that was why he preferred to show energy and life while planning, to 
reassure his people before a fight. He had to show them that he was certain of their plans, that he 
was not afraid of any outcome. 


He wasn’t afraid. He knew exactly how mortal he was, he was reminded of death every single time 
his cancer chose to make itself felt. The moments where his every cell tried to rip apart were now 
less frequent, courtesy of All for One’s kidnapped doctors, but the disease was still there. It would 
only stop if Nine found the right Quirk to heal his own cells, or his body would give out, and he 
would die. 


No matter what happened, he would die. All he could change was when he would die. Would he 
die fighting heroes? Fighting All for One for the right to rule over everyone? In prison, where he 
could no longer get the medicine he needed to survive? Or having reached old age, in his own bed, 
having made his mark in the world, Kiruka by his side? He knew which option he preferred, and 
he was completely willing to kill to get it. 


“Right, then. That’s the plan, now we’re gonna go talk with the Liberation Army people to iron out 
the last few details. Don’t destroy the safehouse while we’re gone, got it?” Nine said, giving 
Mummy and Chimera a stern, almost fatherly look. 


“Sure thing boss, count on it.” Chimera answered, with a lot less confidence than Nine would have 
liked to hear. Still he accepted it, and hoped for the best as he walked out the “planning room’, 
which had formerly been a spare bedroom and upgraded with a board, a table and some plastic 
chairs. 


Outside was the living room and beyond, the door to the outside. Kiruka followed him, and the two 
walked to the nearest train station, bound for a soba shop two stops away, where at least one of the 
Liberation Army officers would meet them. 


“Who do you think they’ Il send this time? Curious? Geten?” Kiruka asked, her sharp eyes catching 
Nine’s easily. 


“T’m not sure. I think they might send Skeptic. Or perhaps that lightning guy with the moustache? 
Or the old lady?” They both laughed; all they knew was that the old lady was a ranking member of 
the army and had been there in the last meeting with Nine’s band, where ReDestro had formally 
pledged to support their strike on the heroes. 


“T wonder what her Quirk is or...Meta Ability.” Kiruka said, “The word’s pretty weird, isn’t it?” 


“They said it was Destro’s idea, to empower the people. That they are things that make us mighty, 
not things that make us just “quirky” or simply unique. I agree. As for the old lady...maybe it is a 
special baking Quirk?” Nine said, jokingly, not avoiding laughing at his stupid suggestion. 


“Never underestimate the power to generate a metric ton of chocolate chip cookies right on top of 
an enemy.” Kiruka said, elbowing him and giggling under her breath. On a whim, Nine reached for 
her hand, and held it as they walked. She smiled at him. 


Kiruka’s hand was small and dainty, but confident, deliberate. The polish on her nails had been 
applied steadily, elegantly, and her palms were soft. But he knew there had been scars on them, 
once. The burn scars of clumsy, drugged out fingers burnt with a lighter or a red hot spoon, the 
bruised veins when she had accidentally stabbed her hands with the needles. 


It had taken a long time for Kiruka to get clean. He had not abandoned her, and he never would. 
They had each other now, and forever, till death took them. And even in death, they wanted to be 
together. 


“Hey, Nine?” Kiruka asked, as they reached the train station, “Do you think we can take them at 
the same time? All these heroes we are planning?” 


“T think so, yes. We will be ambushing them, so they won’t know what hit them until it is too late. 
And then we will get away and get back here, have some Chinese takeout, sleep and wake up late 
the next day...stay in bed all day.” 


“We don’t even have a TV in the bedroom, Nine, what are you planning to do, oh evil 
mastermind?” Kiruka purred, winking and squeezing his hand harder. 


“You know just fine what I have planned.” Nine placed a quick kiss on her cheek, making her 
blush slightly. They were used to being affectionate, but something as pure as a cheek kiss, from 
someone as wretched and malicious as Nine? She had not expected it. 


The train was quick, bringing them slightly deeper into Tokyo from the suburb where the 
safehouse was located, Akiruno, but not quite taking them downtown. They would need plenty 
more time on a train or a car to get there, rather than five minutes as their current trip. 


Walking off at the station, it took them another five minutes to find the place, a restaurant called 
Tomino’s, and they walked in. They were greeted by a young waiter, who mentioned they had a 
special for couples, and Nine made a mental note to buy that, just to flex on whoever ReDestro had 
sent; from what he knew, they were all single in the top ranks of the Liberation Army. 


Except maybe Curious, but whatever dominatrix shit she pulled on her partners probably didn’t 


count as a relationship. 


Nine quickly spotted the envoy, and exchanged a disappointed glance with Kiruka after making 
sure that the mysterious old lady was not there. It was Skeptic, as he had guessed, joined by Geten. 


Skeptic he had disliked at first, but most of it was a gut reaction to the man’s appearance, voice and 
generally slimy presence, rather than Skeptic being a coward, a traitor or some other disgusting 
being. Geten was a man after his own heart; strong, confident, with an ease for applied violence. 
And he also had gorgeous eyelashes. If he wasn’t utterly devoted to ReDestro and the cause, Nine 
would have already tried recruiting Geten. 


Nine and Kiruka joined the two lieutenants, sitting down at a booth. The bastards had already 
ordered and were even eating. “Skeptic, Geten. A pleasure. Do enjoy your meal.” 


Geten finished slurping his cold soba and gave the two an even colder smile. “Right on time, Nine. 
The boss sends his regards.” 


Skeptic wiped his ugly mouth, the lips in a semi-permanent scowl, with his sleeve, leaving it filthy, 
and then spoke, “Yeah, ReDestro says hi. We considered your plan, Nine, all of it, especially the 
parts where you want help. So we two are here to tell you what gets the green light, and what you 
will have to make do without. The restaurant owners and staff are all in the MLA, so we can speak 
freely. Can I begin?” 


“Sure, Skeptic, go ahead.” 


The man wiped his mouth again and continued, his nasal voice disturbing the ears, but his message 
a good one, “We will have a fleet of vans for your escape, 22 vans, exactly. They all have the same 
livery, and the drivers are MLA footsoldiers, so whoever picks you up will be loyal, strong and 
ready to die for the cause. If the cops give chase, you only need to switch places with another van, 
exchange the license plates, and get away. The cops will pull over the other van and find nothing 
more than a delivery driver with a greater than usual pride in his Meta Ability. We will have the 
GPS signals of every van ready in your HUD. Are you used to wearing the contact lenses yet, Nine, 
Slice?” 


“They make me thankful I always had 20/20 eyesight, but they work well.” Kiruka replied with 
cool politeness. She pointed at her eye, blinked twice to activate the contact lens, and Nine could 
see the millimetric hologram appear in front of her eye. “Might want to design the next ones with a 
bit more flexibility next time. And a bigger bottle of eyedrops.” 


“Suuuuure! I'l tell my techies to look into it whenever we aren’t preparing in secret for war while 
trying not to alert some fucking Russian supervillain that makes All for One look like a suburban 
dad.” Skeptic said, his voice clearly annoyed. Nine was sure that, if he could see Skeptic’s eyes, he 
would have been rolling them. 


“We will kill that bastard for you, Skeptic, so chill.” Nine said, as confidently as he could. He 
didn’t really think he could even find Pestilentia, let alone kill him, but ReDestro and his cronies 
didn’t need to know that. “What about the rest? The gear? The backup?” 


“We will give you the armor you wanted, it has been streamlined to wear under any clothes, even 
that fuck ugly white suit you like wearing, like the asshole groom of some tacky beach wedding.” 
Skeptic shook his head, in disgust, which was quite rich coming from someone like him, who 
looked shabby even with a tailored suit. “We noticed you didn’t ask for any weapons, and we like 
that. Just using our Meta Abilities is the way forward.” 


“What about the backup?” Kiruka asked pointedly, her gaze clearly making Skeptic uncomfortable. 


“Tam the backup.” Geten said, sending a chill down Nine’s spine. “If you draw Endeavor to your 
trap, I will join. We have a score to settle.” Nine didn’t want to know anything about that, but if 
there was to be an extra pair of hands to bring Endeavor’s head to AFO, then so be it. “I have 
already acquired a truck with all the ice I require for the battle. Do not bring him too far away from 
main streets, and I shall join.” 


“You have a deal Geten. When can we have the armor?” 


“We have it in two duffle bags right here.” Skeptic motioned to the counter, and an instant later the 
chef brought forth two bags, embroidered with “Detnerat Sports” on the side. “Now go, keep this 
all under control. Make it easier for Liberation to begin.” 


“Thanks for the help, Skeptic. Tell ReDestro that we are honoured to work together. We will be in 
contact, Geten. The Liberation of Tokyo has begun!” 


The jet plane had landed in a dirt runway in a base just at the foot of a mountain range. Except that 
“base” was too generous a name for half a dozen tents and two prefabricated buildings that acted as 
a control tower, some chain link fencing and a number of helicopters and trucks. 


Katsuki wasn’t too impressed. He knew that it was just the halfway point and the actual staging 
area for the mission was halfway into the mountain region, in a base that was likely even more 
sparsely furnished. The jet probably gave me the wrong fucking impression, I expected comfortable 
conditions, a good bed before the fight. Shit, I wonder if they even have hero offices or if they keep 
their heroes in some fugly barracks in Beijing... 


Close to a hundred soldiers roamed the base, some venturing out into the forest for reconnaissance, 
some jogging or doing push ups along the runway, most working on maintaining their weapons or 
the helicopters. As he walked down from the jet’s step ladder, Katsuki could see a tanker truck 
being brought to the choppers and a rubber hose being connected to the tanker, and soon the 
airmen were fueling the vehicles. 


The Dragon Twins had explained that all the soldiers present were Chinese Special Operations 
troops from their Air Force, but beyond that Katsuki drew a blank, as he had tuned out when they 
had started using the adjectives “most patriotic’, “people’s” and “glorious” to talk about the 
jarheads present. By now it was clear and apparent what Deku had warned him about; Katsuki 
couldn’t trust them, because the twins were clearly spies for the military they so loved. 


“Guys, we have to go and talk with the officers. Make yourselves at home at Hero Tent 2, it is over 
there. You can’t miss it.” Ling said. By then Katsuki could tell apart both twins well enough, a 
testament to his perfect eyesight and his situational awareness, trained for years to perfection. And 
the fact that Shang, the uglier twin, had dark bags under his eyes, which made Katsuki think of that 
whiny asshole Shinsou, but sneakier and with a modicum of social skills. 


“Will do!” Deku replied, all smiles. He seemed to be getting along well with the twins, which 
made Katsuki concerned. /f you are getting so close, you are not listening to your own warning, 
you fucking idiot. Are you trying to manipulate them? They are goddamn spies, and you are just 
Deku. You can’t lie, can you? You never could when we were kids, but now? No. You are too much 


of an idealist to lie. They will play you, they will play me if I let them. Don’t know if they can play 
Shigaraki, crazy fucker that he is...Dammit. 


“Let’s go then. Shigaraki, stay with us, you piece of shit.” Shigaraki stared sullenly at Katsuki, a 
gaze that he met with equal disdain. And yet, he somehow felt less threatening now. Maybe it had 
been that Katsuki had trusted everyone on the plane enough to sleep and Shigaraki had done 
nothing against him, or that Shigaraki had been positively cooperative since leaving Japan, but 
Katsuki felt less endangered. Not enough to lower his guard, but just enough to trust that the villain 
would not try anything anytime soon. 


“Sure. You two are my best pals in all this damned continent, aren’t you? Or do you reckon one of 
these Chinese spec ops dudes has ever played against me on an FPS? Hah, I probably killed them a 
lot if that was the case.” Shigaraki answered, giving a small smile to Deku, while still grimacing at 
Katsuki. 


“We should find that place, guys, maybe have something to eat? I never really had the question, 
Shigaraki but...what’s your favorite meal?” Deku asked energetically as they walked. Shigaraki 
looked puzzled, and ignored Katsuki’s piercing stare. Yes, you fucker, I will judge your taste in 
food. You look like a picky bastard, don’t you? Asshole. 


Katsuki looked at Deku. In just a few hours he had switched on and was his usual self. That gave 
Katsuki an unexpected amount of peace; with everything else being new and unknown, all that was 
familiar was Deku and Shigaraki, a person that he knew he could trust, if he wished to, and a 
person that he knew not to trust. It was more than a little confusing, and it made him want to talk 
about it after the mission. Maybe with Uraraka, definitely with Eyirou, perhaps even with those 
dumbasses Kaminari, Sero and Ashido; they deserved to know a bit more about everything. 


And Deku as well. I wonder how you’d react, Deku, if I just went up to you and told you that ’'m 
trusting you with my life and that in this alien land you feel like an actual friend just cause you’re 
someone I know. Would you like it? Hate it? Be neutral about it? We have each other here, unless 
you decide to trust that slimy villain Shigaraki. Would you? With your weird friends? Do I actually 
worry about this? Fuck...I do. I do care. Fuck me. Guess we both gotta live through this and it will 
all be fucking rainbows and sunshine, eh? 


“Favorite meal? I never gave it much thought, to be honest. The first couple of years after I got my 
Quirk, everything tasted like ashes. Still does, sometimes. Maybe it was just Dabi’s cooking being 
shit. In fact, pretty much everyone in the League is a shitty cook. Especially me.” Shigaraki 
shrugged, “Prison food has been good since I got arrested, though. Had some beef teriyaki the 
other day that almost made me cry.” 


“Was it spicy?” Bakugou asked, joining the conversation. For some reason, Shigaraki was even 
less imposing and more pathetic after having admitted to his inability to cook a proper meal. Yet 
another thing I do better than you, fucker. 


“A bit, yeah. You like spicy food, Bakugou?” Shigaraki looked at him, and, to Katsuki’s surprise, 
there was no malice in his eyes as he spoke. 


“Tt’s the fucking best. There is a place in Musutafu that serves these extra spicy buffalo wings, they 
literally have warnings about them wrecking everyone’s shit, and I love those. That’s where ’'m 
eating to celebrate winning here.” 


“My favorite’s katsudon!” Deku added, happily. You fucker just managed to make me casually 
exchange sentences with Shigaraki . How the fuck, Deku? How the fuck? “My mom made some 
before I left. I also had some nigiri sushi afterwards.” 


Katsuki raised a questioning eyebrow, which Deku chose to ignore. So you had a farewell with 
someone after Inko and All Might? Deku, who was it? Hatsume? No, can’t be, she was asleep back 
at UA, unless...Someone else? “You had your fill of katsudon and sti// had sushi afterwards? 
Fatass.” Katsuki poked at Deku’s stomach, his finger meeting hard abs. Huh, not bad for a loser, 
Deku. Not bad at all. He poked the abs again, which made Deku chuckle awkwardly. 


“Well, it was...maybe a bit much, yeah! What do you think they’ll serve here?” Deku asked, as 
they finally found the hero tent and each claimed a bed and a storage cabinet for their gear. Katsuki 
closed his cabinet with an old fashioned padlock and stashed the key down his boot, Deku closed 
his bags with weird locks already on them, Hatsume’s invention, most likely, and Shigaraki had 
virtually no possessions, so he didn’t bother locking his box. 


Katsuki found a lever that moved some hard plastic screens around the tent, partitioning it into 
individual rooms, and he replied, “My dad served a couple years, though it was with the Japanese 
military, of course. I think I have a rough idea about how it works. There’s a cook here, on the 
field they will carry disgusting MRE’s. As for today’s dinner, no fucking idea.” 


The other two remained silent for a while, focusing on making the little partitions “theirs”. Deku 
had started knocking on the plastic curtain between his “room” and Shigaraki’s, mumbling 
something. Jf I can hear your mumbling, you better not snore, Deku, or I swear you won’t live to 
fight AFO! Then again Katsuki had noise cancelling headphones, in case necessary, for example if 
Deku started sleepwalking and bumping against the wall. At least it’s not Mineta next door. Had to 
stash that fucker in a bathroom stall in the last summer camp to let the rest of us sleep... 


Katsuki checked the bunk that he’d be sleeping in for who knew how many days. It was less 
comfortable than his bed back at UA, or the one he had back at home, obviously, but it wasn’t 
quite as rough as he had expected. The pillow was surprisingly decent, too. Maybe the old man was 
“embellishing” his tales a bit, huh? Or is this better cause it is a special unit? Who cares? 


The floor was a set of interconnecting plastic mats, almost like martial arts tatami, placed over a 
layer of insecticide-coated netting and packed, flattened earth. Pretty standard camping stuff, and 
doesn’t leave too much of a residue afterwards. He took a look at the branding, curious to see if the 
mats were quality or if they were an unknown make, and to his surprise, they were made by 
Detnerat. Detnerat, huh? So we are not the only Japanese collaborating with China. Interesting. 


The rest of the tent looked to be manufactured by the Chinese military, though, so Katsuki quickly 
lost interest, and focused on giving his new gear a little inspection. He started by checking the 
sweat reservoir gauntlets, which likely would not have been allowed on any other plane, and then 
methodically examined every grenade and shell. All were in good condition, and the sweat didn’t 
seem too adversely affected by the weather, which meant that he was ready for any winter with his 
current gear. 


The Detnerat made, Hatsume designed items clicked onto his base gear with ease, and he secured 
them with rugged titanium bolts that kept it all sturdy and movement free. The electroless nickel 
finish fit his aesthetic well, and the extra pieces of armour he had been sent all slid easily in place. 


The company had also sent him some prototype HUD contact lenses, one for each eye, and he tried 
them on. They synched quickly to the Hero Net, and satellite mapping software, and gave him a 
rough layout of his surroundings, basic info on weather and ally positions and a compass, all in 
holographic orange colours, but the HUD did not load before some information in Chinese flashed 
about his vision, telling him that all hero data used in China belonged to the People’s Republic. As 
long as it helps while we are here, and I am not using these outside combat anyway. 


Katsuki picked up one of the new parts of his hero suit, the shotgun glove, and he aimed it, and the 


contacts instantly showed an aiming reticle and a counter for the glove’s fuel, which was currently 
empty. “Fucking nice. Not that I need any of this shit, but still...” 


He would work out later, after eating, to fill all of his fuel canisters, but for now... “Deku! 
Shigaraki! Let’s go fucking eat!” 


Last Call Home 


Tomura Shigaraki had taken his new surroundings with ease, the new, alien environment easily 
absorbed by his senses. It felt surreal and yet he knew just how tangible the place was; the thin 
forest air, the cold wind, and the scent of food from the mess tent that Bakugou was leading them 
to. 


Shigaraki was certainly out of his element, and, while he was used to the lack of self determination 
that his imprisonment implied, to be a prisoner in a foreign country and still be able to move 
around was very confusing, subconsciously. He saw that the soldiers regarded them all with a 
muted curiosity, more than any distrust or worry, and that was definitely a big change. 


The camp itself was not a particularly exciting place but the surroundings, a forest and the foothills 
of mountains, were a very enjoyable scenery, and Shigaraki found himself enjoying the experience 
a lot more than expected. 


Overall, his mind was focused and clear, concentrated on the mission ahead. He had made peace 
with every possible outcome, whether they won or lost, whether he lived or died, and it gave him a 
strange sense of calm that had eluded him all his life. All of his anger and pain were stored deep 
down, hidden below only to be tapped when the fight was upon him. 


It was no sense of nirvana, though, not some meditative trance. He still had doubts and questions to 
ask, still had immediate thoughts that demanded his attention. Food was one such matter, as was 
finding if he would have a chance to take a shower later. And one idea in particular gave him 
pause; the person Midoriya had spoken to on the phone, while still on the plane, had sounded very 
familiar. 


He couldn’t quite place the voice, not with that Northern accent and the strange choice of words 
used, but the voice reminded him, strangely, of Himiko Toga. 


It was very unlikely, though, that Midoriya would have Toga on speed dial like he did with the 
person he had talked with, much less have the sort of closeness that the call had implied. Not when 
Toga was a stalker obsessed with Midoriya, but then again Deku had proven himself time and 
again to be unpredictable, and if he was willing to work with Shigaraki... Nah, still unlikely. He’d 
have to be a fucking saint like Nejire to even try talking with Toga, and be even more patient. A 
fucking uphill battle all the way. Do you have that, in you, Deku? 


Perhaps he did, perhaps he didn’t. He’d need to confront him, if the curiosity ended gnawing too 
much at him...The wielder of One for All was a mystery, now more than ever, now that Shigaraki 
didn’t have Ujiko’s conjectures or Toga’s personality analysis, Spinner and Twice’s dumb 
comments, Dabi’s sarcasm or Gigantomachia calling whoever they were talking about a 
“weakling”. He was all alone, and for so long he had been just a part of the team before, as the 
leader, but as part of the team in the end, that now he felt incomplete, lacking options. 


His own judgement was all he had left, and perhaps his two companions themselves, Izuku 
Midoriya and Katsuki Bakugou. Midortya, for all the soft appearance and mysterious actions, gave 
him a trustworthy vibe, and Shigaraki would try and have as good a relationship with him, for their 
shared survival, at least. 


The two heroes had been at odds since the League of Villains had started targeting UA and 
investigating the students, and as more and more records were uncovered, they’d found out that it 
all went way back, to when both were four years old. That had been revealed only after Bakugou 


had been freed by the battle at Kamino ward, so it was only then that Toga had suggested several 
ways to kill Bakugou, each sicker and crueler than the last. As Shigaraki watched Bakugou walk 
briskly through the camp, ahead of him, he wondered why he had not let Toga go out and kill him. 


Because he has reminded me of myself all along. That is why I never let our insane little sister 
leave your decapitated head in your parents’ bed, Bakugou...well and because that was too much 
of a mafia move. How would Deku have reacted to that, Shigaraki wondered. Grief? Anger? 
Vengeance? You two might have fought but you never let go of your friend, did you, Deku? 


It didn’t matter now, in any way. There was no League, there would be no attempts on the lives of 
either of the two heroes, unless Toga took it upon herself, and she likely wouldn’t, and all that 
remained was the mission at hand. 


And perhaps whatever lay ahead of it, once they won. Shigaraki had a lot to look forward to; with 
the gloves he had been given, he could sleep comfortably and securely, the food supply was 
steady, he would be getting some kind of therapy or psychiatric help, it seemed. And Nejire would 
visit him. It sounded glorious, and if they could allow him to have a gaming console or three, he’d 
be set for life. 


They walked until they reached the largest tent in the camp, and the smell of food was 
mouthwatering. Shigaraki didn’t know much about Chinese food, hell, he didn’t even know much 
about Japanese food, so he couldn’t tell what was being cooked, but the two heroes looked excited. 


“Kacchan, I think that’s chow mein?” 
“Tt fucking is. Let’s go.” 


What followed was an eye opening experience, into the worlds of militaries and heroes, and the 
sheer amount of food they went through. This “chow mein” were some noodles that he’d had 
already several times before, when Dabi was the one bringing food, with fired vegetables and some 
kind of savory sauce, so it wasn’t a particularly new concept, but the way Deku and Bakugou filled 
their plates to the brim gave him pause. 


And they cleaned them within minutes, only commenting once or twice on the quality and taste. 
They looked a bit closer after eating, it seemed, and Shigaraki could barely see the enmity that had 
once been there between the two heroes. 


“Do all heroes eat that much?” Shigaraki asked them, as he was still finishing his meal and the two 
had already finished and were talking quietly. 


“Mostly, yeah. It takes a lot of energy for this kind of work. You should maybe ask for more, 
yourself.” Deku replied, eyeing Shigaraki’s plate, unconvinced. “I understand if you aren’t 
particularly hungry, Tenko, but the fight...well...it won’t be easy. Calories will be on our side!” 


“For once, Deku’s right. And the food’s good so pigging out a bit’s fucking okay. As for other 
heroes...Eijirou eats more than I, Ponytail and Creepy Calves around the same, Dunce Face eats 
less. Depends on the person, but we need to be at the top of our fucking game to crush people like 
you .” Bakugou said, with a sneer, but overall there was less hostility in his voice, and he looked 
slightly more cooperative. “What, you trying to get an idea for what budget you’d need for asking 
out our senpai? Hah! Dumbass, I can smell the Stockholm Syndrome on you, you fucking reek of 
it!” 


“Kacchan, that’s a bit...well...did you ask because of that, Shigaraki?” Deku interrupted, his big 
green eyes curious and seemingly innocent. 


“No, I didn’t ask because of that!” Shigaraki answered, clearly exasperated, though deep inside he 
truly had been considering that question. Not that it would ever happen, one can’t exactly invite 
someone to dinner when they are behind bars... 


“Yeah, suuuureee...you fucking creep. Well, whatever, senpai’s a dumbass so who cares.” 


Shigaraki was about to reply, angrily, perhaps insulting Bakugou’s mother like if he was in a 
multiplayer lobby, but a different voice interrupted him, “Japanese heroes! We are back, talked 
with our officers, and everything’s in order. The one in charge of the soldiers will speak later 
today, explain the plan, and after that we will be jamming communications in the camp, we can’t 
allow any leaks, you see.” 


The Dragon Twins were now in uniform, camo fatigues and boots, with name tags showing their 
last name and both wearing rank insignia. Shigaraki didn’t exactly know what rank that was, but 
they were clearly officers, seeing as how nearby soldiers saluted. Distinctively, both wore white 

berets and armbands. J guess that is what heroes wear, huh? 


“The speech will be at 1900 hours, local time, of course.” the second twin added, and in uniform 
Shigaraki truly couldn’t tell them apart. “So any and all calls will be from now until then. Wear 
your hero suits and stand with us at the side of the formation, the officers will introduce you to the 
men that will be getting us to the temple and supporting our moves. They will take on the monks, 
and we will focus on the supervillain.” 


“When do we fight?” Bakugou asked, leaning forward, a wild smile on his lips. 


“Two days, counting today as the first. But it will all be explained, don’t worry. You'll have time 
to exercise, breathe good, pure air, and relax in the best country on Earth for a while longer.” 
Shigaraki didn’t like the twins’ penchant for casual nationalism in every conversation, and he 
thought it took away from their generally affable character. 


“Bring it on.” Shigaraki looked back, and to his surprise, the one full of determination and drive 
was Deku, his face turned grim. “We all want to fight and get this over with.” 


“Speaking of...do you still want that haircut? Base barber’s pretty good!” 


Deku exchanged a glance with Bakugou, gulped and nodded, “Okay, I do want to get all this hair 
from my face.” 


“With an undercut you'll look pretty cool, Deku!” 


“Deku, I take back everything I said about you ridiculous man bun hair. Now you look like some 
Beijing frat bro douche!” Bakugou said, laughing out loud, the moment Izuku walked out of the 
barber’s tent in the camp. 


Izuku brought a hand to the shaved fade on the sides of his head. J thought it had looked good 
enough, and it kept my hair away...is it really that bad? Kacchan, did I make a huge mistake ? 
Wait...is he just saying that out of banter? Friendly banter? 


“T-they did say it was in style over there...” Izuku didn’t particularly want to know what 
Shigaraki’s opinion of his new hairstyle was, so he fetched a beanie from his backpack and put it 


on before Shigaraki walked into view. 


“T missed the hair? How sad, I was wondering if this was one of those barbers that could add more 
hair, you know, like one of those games?” Shigaraki looked at both of them, and when neither 
replied, he sighed, “Tough crowd, huh? So what now? We ate, digested a bit, and the speech is 
in...like five hours more, what do we do?” 


“Wait, sleep, workout, clean our gear. Shit, what do you see everyone here doing? Deku and I can 
call home, but you? Take a fucking nap or something, Shigaraki, we are not doing much today.” 
Bakugou looked more bored than anything, and Izuku inferred that it likely was all the food they 
had eaten being digested; he himself felt drowsy and in dire need of a nap, after which he would 
work out, lightly, to keep his muscles ready for the coming battle. But before he did any of that, he 
had to call everyone, tell them how he was doing. 


And he needed to call Himiko, work on the details of what they would do after he returned. 


Now that he was in China, it all seemed different . Even if he was nervous, even if he didn’t fully 
trust the Dragon Twins, seeing all the vehicles and weapons carried around by the Chinese spec 
ops people reassured him slightly, having food in his belly was a grounding sensation, and the 
prospect of working out and a nap, without worrying about missing a class, was surprisingly 
liberating. 


He had entered the mindset of those weeks he would spend with his team, First Response. He liked 
the name very, very much, and not just because Mei said it was great for marketing, it truly felt 
fitting; they would always strive to arrive first to help, no matter if it was a fight or a natural 
disaster. J miss them already. It is so easy to feel like a fully fledged hero while they are around me, 
when we can protect each other, when our friendship is the force multiplier. With or without 
everyone, I feel ready. Focused. Alert. Strong and capable. Confident, even. This team may not be 
perfect, but I trust Kacchan in any fight, and Shigaraki...well, I have faith in him. If I can trust 
Himiko, I can give Tenko the same treatment. Except for the kissing part and all the feelings and, 
well, you get my drift, me... 


“So...” Izuku started. He didn’t really want to leave Bakugou and Shigaraki alone together, even in 
a camp full of other people. They would not fight, neither of them was dumb enough to start a 
brawl, but they could speak very, very harmful words, Izuku knew that very well, and the last thing 
they needed was to be a fractured team. “How about we all nap now?” 
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“Sure. Pll try. Though you know what they say, “can’t sleep when enemies are nearby”... 
Shigaraki laughed at his own joke, while muttering something about glitching horses and jumping 
up sheer cliff faces, but he started walking back to the hero tent. 


“Deku.” Bakugou called, as they both started walking behind Shigaraki, then whispered, “I want a 
word, when the bastard’s asleep.” Both looked at Shigaraki, and Izuku nodded. 


“Of course, Kacchan, we can talk...what about?” 


“The fucking weather.” Bakugou looked around cautiously, raised two fingers and then pointed at 
Izuku’s head. My hair. Two. The twins, they are not around...ah. It’s about what I told you 
yesterday. Got it, Kacchan! 


“It has been mostly nice so far, like spring is a bit early here, right?” 


“Remembering Birdbrain’s pollen allergies last spring?” Bakugou shuddered and gave a quick 
laugh. 


“Tt’s gone by quick, hasn’t it? Two years of UA...feels like just yesterday that I met All Might 
and...” 


“The sludge. Don’t fucking remind me, I can still smell that fucker sometimes. Had to burn that 
damn uniform, you know?” 


Izuku had been fearful for Bakugou’s safety and sanity after the event. It had to have been 
traumatizing, by the smell, let alone the villain trying to fully use Bakugou’s body to escape. 
Maybe they could talk about it one day, just like how Bakugou might one day ask about Muscular 
or Overhaul, or any of Izuku’s most terrifying moments. 


“But yeah. We’re almost done with it all. Fuck, we already have our full licenses and we are here 
fighting, what does UA still have to teach? What else can we learn, now that we have proven 
capable?” The question gave Izuku pause. In the eyes of the law, he was as much a hero as anyone, 
and yet he was still just a student, basking in the wealth of information and training he could get at 
VA. But just for one more year. One more Sports Festival, one exam each semester, and then we 
are done...Do I want it to be over? To stay like this? School is a comforting environment, but still... 


“T don’t know. I still want to learn more, but...maybe I can do that in my own time. Do you think 
that it'll be easier, when we have all graduated?” 


“Just a bit. We will have the chance to decide how we want to do our goddamn jobs, at least. You 
got a team already, and I...we’ll, ’'m Ground fucking Zero, I can start wherever I want!” 


“Wait...Ground Zero? Is that new?” 


“Damn right!” Bakugou seemed extremely pleased with himself, “I have...I have decided that there 
are things that need to change, got that? And they start with me.” Bakugou gave Izuku the most 
genuine smile in more than a decade, and it stirred something deep inside Izuku’s soul. This is 
what it felt like, Kacchan, back when we were best friends... 


“That’s a good reason for the name, and...it sounds pretty cool, Kacchan.” Could Izuku admire 
Bakugou again, now that they had put their differences aside? Or would he answer with anger? 
Indifference, perhaps? To be so close to that old friendship, but even better, as they now fully 
respected one another...Izuku wanted it. J want my friend back, goddammit! 


“Thanks.” Bakugou’s answer was short, clipped, a bit brusque, even. But as Bakugou turned his 
face away to look at one of the helicopters, Izuku saw that he had grinned. And for some reason, he 
felt proud about it. 


They reached the tent with no issues and they all made for their beds. Izuku sat on his; he knew 
that if he laid his head down, he’d fall asleep right away, and Bakugou wanted to talk with him. So 
he waited. Five minutes, then ten, then he heard Shigaraki’s breathing become constant, 
comfortable. Either he was sleeping or faking it convincingly, but it didn’t matter; Izuku and 
Bakugou wouldn’t talk in the tent anyway. 


He walked outside quietly, and soon Bakugou joined him, stomping around less loudly than usual. 
I guess that’s what passes for Sneaky Kacchan, huh? The two walked over to the edge of the camp, 
to a chain link fence. Beyond it there was just nature, a forest and hills beyond, then mountains. 
The soldiers didn’t look their way, their watchtowers trained on the outside of the compound, not 
the inside. 


It was as much privacy as they would likely get. 


“Do you have anything you want to say, or can I fucking talk already?” Kacchan spoke as quietly 
as his raspy voice let him, and he seemed more bored than worried. 


“T think that the twins want us on their side. Not sure how much so, we are not any kind of spies, 
after all, but maybe they want us to think they are harmless.” Izuku said. If they were here to talk 
about the Dragon Twins, beating around the bush was useless. 


“And you are doing something like that too, right? Playing their stupid truth or dare game, being 
all curious about them, letting the barber give you the same haircut as them...Shit, Deku, they’ Il 
think they already have you as their double agent.” Bakugou’s words had an amount of begrudging 
respect that Izuku relished. That’s right, Kacchan! I’m playing them by making them think they are 
playing me and...yeah. 


“Tf I let them think that, they won’t try anything too...aggressive, I think. And we can go home 
with less trouble.” 


“You know something, Deku? A good thing about being here alone?” Bakugou’s smile grew smug 
as he gave Izuku a thumbs up, “Nobody is around to see me tell you that it is actually a pretty 
fucking smart idea. Shit, ’'d believe anyone who got the same haircut as me just out of some team 
spirit bullshit was no threat. Not bad, not bad at all.” 


Genuine praise? Izuku couldn’t help a huge grin. “Oh but don’t be so fucking pleased with 
yourself, Deku, it’s not that big a win, eh? Now...what do J do about them?” 


“Just keep being yourself. I think it’s working. They’I] think you are predictable and they will try 
and make you loyal to them with simple things. Maybe they’Il talk about AFO with you, or villains 
in general. They will want a common enemy so you rely on them.” Izuku hoped that Bakugou 
didn’t realize that it was exactly what Izuku himself was trying by making Bakugou and Shigaraki 
a team, by giving them AFO as their enemy... 


“Well that’s...huh. Makes sense they’d do that.” Bakugou looked confused for a fraction of a 
second, but then he grinned again, “So I can just do whatever and they think they are winning me 
over? Ha! Too easy!” He paused, lowering his voice again, “Shigaraki has been acting weird. Too 
chill. I think the fucker could try something, and soon. Keep your eyes open, got it?” 


“Sure. Want to do our calls home here?” Bakugou just nodded, and they both took out their phones. 
First Izuku called his mom, and Inko was happy and relieved to know that he was alright so far. All 
Might wasn’t there with her, so Izuku called him next. He put the call on speaker, so Bakugou 
could also say hello, and the retired hero told them both that he was very proud of them. They 
talked to their friends, and Izuku saw that Bakugou was staring at him just a little too much as 
Izuku phoned Mei, raising his eyebrows with a cheeky smile. 


The inventor girl was much more composed than when last speaking with Izuku. She seemed to be 
doing fine, and had just woken up a couple of hours before the call. 


“Shinsou came by with some pancakes and coffee! Class A was feeling stressed so they cooked a 
lot. It was the idea of ubh...pink girl...hold up, Pll ask...SHINSOU!” Izuku chuckled as the purple 
haired boy joined the call. 


“Hey Izuku. I see that I’m not the one you called first...such a betrayal. How’s China?” The 
sarcasm in his voice was dulled by genuine happiness, from what Izuku could tell. 


“T’m so glad to hear your voices! Hitoshi, Mei, how is everyone else?” 


“Scared. Stressed. Not focused on class. Aizawa told me when I met him in a corridor that nobody 
got a single answer right in his class today. Dinner time got extended to...decompress. So I’m here 
with Mei, in the drawing room of Support.” 


“T’m trying to design a helicopter with my left hand and an eye closed. We’re okay here, Izuku!” 


He hesitated before speaking, “I...we are going for the fight in a couple days, but the army here 
will cut all communications in the base meanwhile. So...this might be goodbye.” 


“Shut up.” Shinsou interrupted his next word, harshly cutting Izuku off. “All that means is that 
you'll call in three days. Say it. Say that you’ ll call in three days, or whenever the fight’s over.” 


“Please.” Mei added, her voice uncharacteristically soft, “That’s all we ask.” 
“T will.” Izuku, “See you in three days!” 


The call for his team was a video stream, and the whole class quickly joined after Shouto picked 
up, all of them squeezing into the frame and sending their best wishes. Izuku told them as much as 
he could, and Bakugou joined in with some other choice comments, reassuring everyone in his 
own proud way. By the moment Izuku was ready to click off the phone, their class had looked 
calm, their worries soothed. Or at least that was what they showed us... 


“Okay, we have to end the call now, I don’t have that much battery...” 


“And Deku looks about ready to pass out, fat fucker ate too much! Come on, Deku, turn that off 
and let's go!” Bakugou’s grin was almost wholesome as he spoke. He is probably sleepy himself 
too... 


The class waved and said their best wishes, and Izuku ended the call. 


“They were scared. Fuckers...” Bakugou muttered, after Izuku put the phone away. “Are they 
cowards for fearing, if it is for us? Can’t they focus on their own goddamn lives and just let us 
fight? Deku, are they underestimating us?” 


“No...they just care. They are worried.” 


“They shouldn’t be. We will win, that’s for sure.” Bakugou did not sound as confident as his words 
implied, but Izuku wasn’t 100% sure of their chances, either. And yet, he had too much to lose, so 
winning was the only option. 


“We will, Kacchan. Win to save, right?” 


“You remembered that crap? Ha!” Bakugou said, but the small grin on his lips betrayed some 
satisfaction at Izuku remembering the phrase. “I always thought it meant that heroes, at least, the 
cool, badass ones, were meant to fight evil head on and leave saving to the rabble. For a long while 
I thought that was the difference between you and me, Deku. That I was always ready to kick ass 
whenever, but that you would always prioritize the weak. That you would always care more about 
side effects and motivations and causes...” 


“Ah...well...” That does describe me well... 


“Guess that with a villain as clearly evil as All for One you don’t have all that other crap in your 
brain and are ready to fight right, eh?” Bakugou asked, his gaze pinning Izuku on the spot. “No 
morality questions, right?” 


“Yeah. It is...easy. Easy to hate him.” 


“Even if it is just this time, Deku, I’m...I’m glad that you can see things my way.” Bakugou said 
nothing more as they walked back, and he only gave Izuku a quick wave as he retreated to his own 
section of the tent. 


Izuku was left considering his words. So many times he had tried seeing the world from Bakugou’s 
perspective, and it had never explained his actions, it had never been accurate. His apology had 
been so different to what Izuku had dared imagine, that it had made Izuku stop thinking that he 
truly had knowledge of how Bakugou thought. He was complex, and full of doubts, Izuku could 
see that now, and his motivations were plain to see, but beyond that, Izuku did not know anymore 
what was going on. 


Perhaps that was a good thing. The less expectations he brought to a friendship, the more he would 
be surprised by everything good about it, and now that it seemed he could have Bakugou as a 
friend again, he wanted that. 


“Well I guess I didn’t need explaining to anyone, huh?” Izuku muttered to himself as he walked 
over to a set of portable toilets. The technology for portable toilets had thankfully evolved, 
somewhat, so he wasn’t instantly assaulted by the stench of human waste, but it was still covered 
with graffiti in the inside walls, with tasteful messages calling people by various insults, with some 
crude doodles and even a poem dedicated to a particularly bad time at the port-a-potty. 


As China was officially just one time zone, and one hour behind Japan’s time, Izuku was glad to 
know that he was not calling Himiko at a strange time, like 3 in the morning, for example. She 
picked the call after the second ring, “Izu-Izu?” 


She seemed to be waiting for his reply, “I’m alone this time. Sorry about that uhh...that prank...” 


“Tt is a part of our cover story, baby! Don’t worry a bit.” Himiko answered quickly, with a casual 
air. 


“So...1 know when we are leaving. It’s at dawn, in two days. They...they will be cutting off all 
outgoing calls for the soldiers and for us in a few hours so...I wanted to tell you.” It was a bit 
difficult to hear her voice and not think that it could be the last time he might ever listen to it. 


“We had our goodbyes, Izu-Izu, and I think neither of us left sad, right?” Izuku had been so tired 
that he had gone past his every inhibition and for the first time in his life, he had made out with a 
girl! A lovely, beautiful, amazing girl... who was waiting for him to arrest her, for her own good. 
Can i even admit to myself that I like her? That I enjoyed it very much? That I want to do that 
again? To kiss her like that? 


“Y-yeah...that was ummm...” 


“Tt was amazing.” Himiko said, dreamily. Izuku could picture her face turning red, and he felt his 
own follow suit. “I loved it when you started kissing me, I really felt for a second or two that it was 
some vivid wet dream!” 


“W-wet dream?!?” Izuku himself had started thinking about more before time had interrupted 
them, but to hear Himiko tell it so casually got him all flustered and shy again. 


“Yes! [have told you that I have a very vivid imagination, right?” 


“Oh. OH! [ uhh...Himiko, what am I supposed to answer to that?” Izuku asked, trying to think of a 
way to steer the conversation back to something safe for work. 


“T can think of a few answers. Ehem...” Himiko cleared her throat, and when she spoke her voice 
was a rather accurate impression of Izuku’s voice, or at least how it sounded in recordings. I hate 
my voice on recordings... “Oh Himiko, I love you so, I will now fuck you silly.” Izuku yelped in 

embarrassed discomfort, and Himiko laughed out loud. “Okay, you would not really say that.” 


“T...It would be very difficult to say that, sorry...” 


“Oh shush, I am just teasing you. Giving you something to think about, right? Maybe for when you 
are all alone in your bed and feel all hot and bothered and...” 


“The walls are really thin, Kacchan and Shigaraki would hear...” Izuku was surprised that he had 
been bold enough to answer. 


“My my, that answer...I really didn’t expect that, I guess the one imagining will be me, huh?” She 
laughed again, but it was a low, husky laugh, right into the phone’s microphone. It made Izuku 
shudder. She whispered again, “Ill be dreaming of you, Izu-Izu.” 


“T ubh...thanks!” J don’t know if I want to dream of you...again. Maybe I do? “Oh! How was your 
day? I almost forgot to send you some pictures about my day... thought maybe...you’d like to see 
them?” 


“Yes! Send them PLEASE! I had a regular day at the bakery, nothing special. Oh, I ate some nice 
ramen nearby, picture trade?” Izuku put his phone on speaker and opened Line, quickly sending the 
pictures he had take from the plane and of his plate at the mess hall, with little explanations of 
each. “That looks delish...here’s mine.” Himiko had done the same and quickly answered back with 
a picture of a big bowl of piping hot ramen, as well as about two hundred heart emojis and some 
cat stickers that looked as feral as she did. Izuku loved it. “Tell me about your day! I am at a comfy 
spot and hearing your voice is juuuust gonna be perfect.” 


Izuku told her about the plane flight, the landing and setting up of everything they had brought, 
and then their meal and the calls back home. 


“So you called them all before me, huh? I’m very jealous, Izuku Midoriya!” Himiko said with 
mock anger, before giggling happily, “I’m not. You just called later cause you would have been 
seen if you called me first. I appreciate it. So up next you’ ll nap, work out and listen to some 
geezer babble on and on in Mandarin about stuff you know better than him?” Himiko recapped 
what he had told her he would do next, though he had not mentioned knowing more than the base 
commander. 


“Well...yeah. That’s it.” 


“Easy enough to picture you working out...” Himiko gave the microphone a quick kiss, “Fuck, I’m 
always so thirsty. Anyway, it can’t all be happy times. I want to...[ want to set up how we will meet 
after you return. The park where we walked after our...after our date. There?” 


“Yeah, it sounds perfect to me!” 


“T will be there at 6 pm for an hour every day, if for some reason we can’t call each other, okay? 
I'll stay for the hour and all...”” Himiko sounded tired, defeated, but in a way, she also sounded 
content. 


“Himiko, you don’t have to commit just yet...” 


“No, I want to do this, Izu-Izu. I will keep my word. And now, I want to daydream for a nice while 
about you working out. Hnnnnngghhhh yesss, that I like to imagine, glistening sweat and rippling 


abs and...Sorry, got sidetracked. Yeah, ummm...This won’t be goodbye, Izu-Izu. But I want you to 
know I really, really love you. With all my heart.” Himiko kissed the phone’s receiver several 
times, and Izuku could almost feel her lips on his again. 


“Himiko, I...thank you so much, for everything!” J think I like you, but...I am not ready to tell 
anyone “I love you”. I’m sorry, I’m so sorry, Himiko, you deserve to be loved back but 
I’m...scared. Scared that when I think those words, when I say them, it will all go away again, that 
it'll all be fucked again...’'m so sorry... "V\l call when I can, and I will see you really soon!" 


“Yeah. Pll see you really soon, Izu-Izu.” 


Before the Plunge 


Chapter Notes 


One last chapter before the final battle! Thanks for reading so far! 


There were few things in life quite as exciting as a battle. One of those was a battle that All for One 
had prepared for, with every possibility and eventuality planned for. His mind full of information, 
of tactics, of strategy, he felt ready. 


One last surgery remained, if Pestilentia’s information was accurate, and it had no reason not to be. 
With such adirect source, his friend had no trouble getting all sorts of juicy details about 
movements, plans and troop composition, and had passed it down to AFO. 


It was similar to what the supervillain had imagined, to what he had prepared for; Izuku Midoriya, 
Katsuki Bakugou, Tomura Shigaraki. The two heroes that had spotted his base from the mountains 
around it, and some Chinese soldiers, which would at least give his monks something to do. 


They had been very useful so far, and they were proving useful at the very moment, having been 
sent out to capture six people with Quirks that, by themselves, were barely notable, but when 
combined would allow All for One to hijack every device with a screen in a gigantic area that he 
had not yet fully calculated. 


Besides activating Pestilentia’s sleeper agent, little #98, it would have little use except for gloating 
and intimidating his foes, and the combination seemed particularly taxing on his brain, so he would 
only use the Quirks once. 


As he waited for the monks to get in position at six different cities in China, Vietnam and 
Mongolia, AFO had one final checkup with the doctors. Doctor Han Yuexin talked in a soft, 
professional voice as she went over every detail of the surgery to prepare his body to take on the 
six Quirks and amplify them. 


“..we will attach another titanium plate to the base of the neck, in case this transmision Quirk 
combination makes you convulse. If you snap your own neck it would get fixed in a few hours, but 
as your doctor I must advise, the damage could be considerable. The Quirks might not counteract 
said damage if it is caused by your own movement.” 


“Tt always does. I’m above all that, snapping my own neck is a minor inconvenience. What is an 
injury to a superhuman?” AFO said, regarding the doctor coldly. “But do it. What about the rest?” 


“The charts you gave us to review about the radio wave and microwave effects of the combined 
Quirk...they will put undue strain on your cerebellum. We can’t brace that with metal. But again, 
my recommendation is to keep your umm...message, short.” With his vision and detection Quirks, 
AFO could tell that the doctor had been both impressed and worried by the math that the 
supervillain had shown to the doctors, proving that it was possible. 


“Hijacking every device gives me a huge advantage in intimidation, and it lets me contact some 
associates.” 


“You don’t even know how far this broadcast will reach. Wouldn’t it be safer to get some...some 
computer to do that?” There had been whispers of supercomputers that could maybe hijack screens 
worldwide, but that tech had not been within AFO’s reach. Or if I could send the monks to get 
them, they’d likely be large servers...but no, using Quirks fits my image a lot more. 


“There are no such computers within our grasp. But the Quirks are. I will make them work, you 
focus on keeping my body in good condition. There is a fight approaching, doctor. Let me tell you 
a little story...” Through his every sensory Quirk, AFO detected the doctor rolling her eyes, but she 
said nothing. Hostages were always such great listeners. 


“A long time ago, longer than the lifetime of any regular mortal human, I had a brother. He was 
weak, and he had no Quirk, or so I thought. I wanted him to rule beside me, what brother wouldn’t 
want that? I gave him a Quirk and he...he turned his back on me. We fought, and I saw that his 
power had evolved, and could be passed on...” It was old history now, but it felt as if it had been 
just yesterday. 


AFO could still feel his anger boiling, when his brother, that ungrateful bastard, had betrayed him. 
He could still feel the wrath in their battle, the resentment they both had for each other. The void 
left when his brother lay dead at his feet, his form mangled, a smile still on his lips after telling 
AFO that he had passed on his Quirk. 


A blood feud that had endured through time and anger and death. A feud that ended now. J may not 
be able to take back One for All into myself, but I can kill Izuku Midoriya and take out the Quirk 
entirely. He is too young to have passed it down already, after all. 


“T killed my brother, and the people who succeeded him. The last one, Izuku Midoriya, is on his 
way. I will kill him soon, doctor.” 


“That is...great news, yes.” You are speaking thusly to stay alive, wretch. You want me dead, and 
all my followers. You want Midoriya and Shigaraki and the rest to win and be saved, don’t you? 
Pathetic doctor, you haven’t even tried killing me in the surgeries. So much fear, and so little 
courage...Their victory would not be your deliverance. 


“Anything else on the surgery?” AFO asked, and the doctor shook his head, and started to speak, 
but a phone started ringing. The signal . “Stand back, doctor, leave a space for at least twelve 
people between you and I.” As she scampered away, All for One used the black liquid portal, with 
six balls of viscous, disgusting liquid appearing from the air and expanding to allow six monks and 
six hostages to be transported to the surgery room. 


It had once been a meditation chamber, but AFO had decided to convert it by filling it with the 
Monastery’s stock of medicines and drugs, with all the medical equipment that the monks had 
stolen, and with ten beds for surgery. It was large enough to accommodate his new visitors, as 
well. 


“Well done, brothers. You have accomplished your task with speed and honour. Tie them up to the 
beds.” There were terrified screams and cursing as the monks dragged down six people and 
strapped them to the beds. They would have their Quirks taken away as soon as the surgery was 
over, but they would also watch it as it occurred, making them more and more afraid. 


“You can’t do this to me, please!” 
“T have a family, please, I don’t want to die!” 


“Mommy where are you? Help! Please!” 


One of the new prisoners was a seven year old child, the others were a young teenager, some 
adults, and an old woman. She was the only one who didn’t cry out, the only one defiant. Maybe 
seeing the doctors open me up will make your will falter, old woman. They had stopped being 
people the moment they had entered AFO’s vision, and now they were just husks, containers of a 
useful power. 


“Cover the mouths of all these new guests, brothers. The doctors will need peace and quiet.” The 
screams only turned louder and louder as the monks gagged the prisoners. “Don’t struggle, friends! 
You will not die, don’t worry! You will not get operated on, no, all that will happen is that I will 
take your Quirks. If you cooperate, when we win the battle I will give your Quirks back! I can be 
merciful, when rewarding loyalty.” 


He was lying, of course. After the battle he would come to the prisoners and gloat, telling them 
that he never intended to give back their powers, that he never intended to release them again. And 
then he would relish their cries of despair, sweet as their current screams of pain and anguish. It 
would be glorious . 


“Doctors! You have an audience now, isn’t that just terrific?” AFO said, as he laid down on the 
surgery bed. Han Yuexin placed a plastic mask over his nose and mouth, and within seconds there 
was a Steady flow of anaesthetic going into his lungs. But it was not enough, not with all the Quirks 
he had; twin IV drips were connected to his arms, and finally, a concentrated sedative was injected 
directly into his spine. 


AFO drifted to a state of near conscience. He could distantly hear the monks talk, the hostages 
whimper, the doctors give orders. But everything was above him, as if his soul was slowly drifting 
underground, perhaps into his grave, perhaps into hell. Perhaps the sedative drug cocktail had 
simply freed his mind to a point where he could feel the pull of gravity taking him to the centre of 
the Earth. 


The surgery lasted endless hours. His mind drifted further and further, pulled back by his own 
willpower. The call of the void was strong, with his senses dulled to such extent. The oblivion of 
death, the peace of an ending...the attraction they held for him was terrifying. All he had to do was 
let go, and the healing Quirks would all stop. If he let go, his body would collapse, and death, 
sweet death, would take him. 


Would he meet the thousands he had wronged? Those he had killed with his own two hands? 
Would he meet his brother again? Would Nana Shimura be there? He had no regrets and he could 
meet them all and spit in their face again. He could fight them all again, if they were idiotic enough 
to try. 


But thinking about death was futile. All for One was immortal. He had no equal left standing. 


Hours and hours passed. Maybe an entire day. He perceived how the monks got restless and some 
left, how the doctors tired and took turns to rest. How the prisoners struggled against their 
restraints, in vain. 


He could feel his organs getting operated on. His lungs had needed some patching up, to 
accomodate for the resonance that the waves would need, and his entire vocal apparatus had to be 
reinforced as well. Then the neck plates, made of titanium, and some extra liquid was injected at 
the base of his skull, to further shield his cerebellum. It was not conventional medicine, and there 
would need to be further surgeries to take away all the side effects. 


But for now, it was over. As Han Yuexin stitched up the last parts still open, the sedatives on his 
IV drips were switched for a drug cocktail that would bring him back to consciousness smoothly. 


Slowly but surely, his senses returned. His Quirk returned. 


Once more he could see through the Quirks, he could listen and he could move. “How do you 
feel?” Han Yuexin asked. All for One stretched his neck and raised a hand, flexing his fingers and 
clenching them into a fist. 


“Ready. The Quirks will have settled perfectly by tomorrow. But first, let me take them.” AFO 
rose to his feet, unsteady at first. It was all an act, a show of force for the benefit of his monks and 
the doctors; it would have been just as easy to steal the Quirks by being wheeled around on a 
wheelchair next to each bed and placing a hand on each prisoner. 


But that had no drama, no. No terror to haunt nightmares for decades to come, no dread every time 
they closed their eyes. 


All for One needed contact against the person’s body to work. It could be done with a foot, with a 
cheek, even with an elbow; as long as AFO had a couple of seconds of touch, he could snatch a 
Quirk or give one away. The limbs he used to transmit the power did not need to be the ones he had 
been born with; the spider-like tendrils that he extruded from his spine or his fingers, usually to 
forcibly activate a victim’s Quirk, were a very dramatic way of using All for One. 


Using the obsidian spider legs to dig into someone’s spine? Now that was art. Painful, of course, 
but the tendrils had several states of tangibility and it could be done with no permanent damage, 
such as when young Tomura had received his Quirk. 


The prisoner’s beds had been arranged around AFO’s, so they could watch the surgery. The circle 
of beds was all around him, and he sensed that the monks were raising the heads of all the 
prisoners, making them look. Shirtless, dressed only in light blue hospital pants, AFO’s entire body 
would terrify them. 


Scar upon scar. Visible bolts at some joints, where needed. Colour differences between skin that 
was dying and skin that was still somewhat healthy, fluctuating in rhythm with his heartbeat. Not 
even the monks had seen the full extent of the damage upon his body, and he sensed their unease. 
“Gaze upon me, prisoners. LOOK AT ME. I am the closest thing to a god that you will ever 
see...and I can be just as merciful, if I wish so. Now say goodbye.” 


Six tendrils shot from his spine. Articulated like spindly insect legs, hard and sharp as obsidian, the 
limbs surged with a dark red aura. There were muffled screams, and the smells of pheromones 
assaulted his nostrils just an instant before fear made the prisoners lose bowel control again. The 
poor monks will have to clean up again...but I do so love making people piss themselves in fear. 


The tendrils shot towards the prisoners, quick as snakes striking. He felt their pain, as the obsidian 
dug into their skin, but not actually causing them lasting damage. And then he felt the satisfaction 
of stealing Quirks. 


There was no word for how good it felt. No other feeling came close to it. Perhaps the utter fear of 
people, but it was a distant second. 


Every atom in his body felt the new Quirks. He was rewriting himself at a cellular level, adapting 
his Quirk factor to allow himself to have the victim’s power, and at the same time, he rewrote the 
victim, taking away the Quirk and every part of it, leaving them Quirkless, base humanity all they 
had left. 


The old woman and the child resisted the most. With enough willpower or enough fear, one could 
try and keep their Quirk, but no person, living or dead, had managed to hold onto their Quirk for 


more than three seconds. 


Radio waves. Jamming. Projection. Sound Volume Control. Wireless Transfer. Digital 
propagation. 


They would have never used the Quirks to the fullest. They would have never known their true 
potential. But now they had given up that potential to someone truly great, someone truly worthy. 


“Do you feel that, my prisoners? Do you feel the emptiness ? Do you feel the loss? Something 
essential to you has been stolen...Brothers, remove their gags. Let them cry out in anguish.” As the 
monks let the prisoners’ mouths be free again, AFO started walking out of the room. The surgery 
had taken a toll on him, and he wished to rest before testing his powers on a small scale, by 
hijacking all screens in the Monastery of Famine. 


There were no screams, some whimpers, but most of them were quiet, feeling their Quirks gone. It 
was always the same; the victim would not accept it at first, trying to call upon their Quirk 
desperately, as if their life depended on it. 


Then they would bargain, asking AFO for their Quirk back, saying they would do anything . Some 
had, and the lengths they had gone to, to be whole again, had in one instance been officially known 
as the Seoul Bombings. Another had been the assassination of the Meihoko emperor, and AFO’s 
favorite, the simultanoeus takeover of the Public Intelligence Safety Agency and the Ministry of 
State Security, in Japan and China, respectively. 


Anger was usual, too. Vengeful people who tried coming at him with all the means their lowly 
condition left them; guns, knives. Some even had tried running him over. One particularly amusing 
incident had consisted of a man rigging a forklift with explosives and getting a friend to hurl it at 
AFO! 


But they all accepted, in the end. Or they died. Most usually died. 
These six prisoners would be the latter. 


The slippers he wore made a small rasping sound against the stone floors and wooden staircases. 
The Monastery had big window arches from which he would have been able to see the magnificent 
vista of the mountains and the “floating islands”, but for a man without eyes, all he could feel was 
wind. Cold wind, but less cold now that spring was on its way. 


Soon there will be cherry trees, back home. And by the time they bloom, One for All will be no 
more, and my counter attack, my conquest of Japan, my takeover of the entire fucking world, will 
have begun. 


The wind chill made him wish he had a blanket or even a shirt, for that matter, but he was beyond 
human. Cold could not harm him, not any more than his hundreds of injuries. He would reach his 
chambers, take a bath and sleep. Proper sleep, not the dreadful limbo of anaesthesia. 


The chambers were warm and inviting, the bath, invigorating. The soft bed and the covers cradled 
him, and exhaustion took him away. 


His dreams were vague, fading in and out. A glimpse of a traditional Japanese house, the scent of 
coffee at an Intelligence office. The distant feeling of taking Quirks long ago. Nana Shimura’s 
smile, switching from inviting and welcoming, to defiant, antagonistic. 


His brother. Hugging his brother when they were children, punching a hole into his chest on their 
last day together. He would have cried, if he still had eyes... Odd... usually have my old body in 


my dreams... 


Morning found him rested, but troubled. He was only a day away from the fight, and there was still 
a lot to do. And for some reason, he missed his brother very, very much. 


“Gentlemen, we are the tip of the spear. Behind us, the entire might of the People’s Republic is 
organizing. But they are all slower. We have you, we have our great heroes, the Dragon Twins. 
And we have some foreigners from overseas, called “Dekoo”, Grand Zeero and uhh...how is this 
pronounced? Shigarakee? Right. We have to stop the enemy here, NOW! In 36 hours, air 
squadrons Alpha, Beta and Gamma will launch from here, pushing forward towards the enemy 
base, this temple.” The base commander, PLA Air Force Lieutenant Colonel Zhang Huang, had 
started his speech, talking at the camp’s drill square. 


The commander was a clean shaven man of muscular build and medium height, filling his 
uniform’s arms and shoulders visibly. He was balding, but he hid that with an officer’s cap, 
emblazoned with the “Leishen” unit’s sigil on the centre. 


All the soldiers, staff and pilots were formed in ranks before them, with the pro heroes to the side 
and the commander in front, standing on top of a podium, with a holographic screen behind him. 
As he talked, the image on the hologram changed to a bird’s eye view of the monastery, a satellite 
map and the photos that Shang had taken and had caused the mission. He felt a small degree of 
pride seeing his photos projected like that, with dozens of people looking at them. 


“The style of the buildings corresponds with the Song dynasty. A lot of stone was used in the 
construction, parts of buildings are carved into the mountain. It is not a protected historical site, so 
you can unleash weapons fire at will. The most prominent features are a main building, seven 
stories tall, wide and solid. It houses most living quarters and a ceremony room on the ground 
floor, if we compare to similar monastery buildings. In front is a wide courtyard, littered by debris 
but large enough to land helicopters.” 


The commander clicked the next pictures, showing more of Shang’s photographs. “Several 
outbuildings surround the courtyard, and there is an archway connecting the courtyard and the path 
down the mountains, through the “floating islands”. The rock formations are protected, on paper, 
but the safety of China is more important than preserving some rocks, so it will be weapons free at 
the approach, too.” 


Next the presentation showed the image of All for One surrounded by his monks, which sent a 
shiver along Shang’s spine. Come on, Shang, those are just nightmares. He can’t read my mind, he 
can’t know anything about me, he is just an old villain... “Enemy force is expected at fifty 
‘Monastery of Famine’ fighters. The monks are unknowns, but their Quirks are reported to be 
strong. Shoot to kill, confirm every death.” 


The commander switched to a photo showing just All for One, and Shang discreetly looked away. 
Come on, Shang, control yourself. Dreaming that a villain can kill you is not that unusual. Though 
it is usually less...graphic. He’d had trouble eating since the nightmares began, a few days after 
their recon mission, and had only gotten worse and more unnerving every night. 


“The main threat, however, is All for One. Soldiers, you are the best we got, but he is still a 
dangerous foe. Analysts estimate that the man has roughly eight hundred Quirks contained within 


his body. And that might be an optimistic estimate. So I expect each and every one of you to let the 
heroes here,” the commander said, smiling as he pointed at Shang and the others, “take the lead on 
that fight. The enemy is strong, yes, but we are strong, too. Our pride, our honour, our very 
homeland is at stake here, and I expect each and everyone of you will fight bravely!” 


There was a roar of approval from the crowd of soldiers. Tough as nails, strong and superbly 
trained, they were all part of the Air Force unit “Leishen”, named after the Thundergod. Shang 
liked them, in general, but as an officer he couldn’t really befriend them. But I don’t need to be 
friendly with them, I need them to watch my back. And they are the best for that. 


They had six Z-100 “Fierce Thunderbolt” helicopter gunships, and ten transports; fast, agile Z-99 
“Haitun” choppers, quick enough to keep pace with the gunships, and a tiny bit slower than Shang 
and Ling’s dragons. Haven’t flown next to a helicopter since that arrest in Kowloon, huh? Gotta 
keep my head down with their blade rotors... 


“Officers will brief you further on the enemy at squadron level. Now for our movement; Alpha, 
you are the frontal assault. You have our gunships and two helicopters. The Dragon Twins are in 
command of Alpha, I expect you two to fly beside the choppers. Beta, you will flank from the east, 
flying low, and attack directly, inserting at the monastery courtyard, by the time you arrive, Alpha 
will have engaged the enemy. Alpha and Beta, secure the monastery and eliminate enemy forces, 
all targets are hostile. Gamma, you will drop your troop as a rearguard and remain on standby to 
extract wounded.” 


The commander smiled, looking around him, completely in control of his troops. He raised a fist, 
and finished his speech, “Squadron leaders will brief specifics. You have your orders, men. Move 
out!” 


The commander had spoken briefly, which was a blessing. Shang had seen his share of speeches 
where officers would ramble on and on, and then sergeants would “piggyback off what the 
commander said” for hours on end. This commander, thankfully, was not one for extended talk. 


Beside Shang, the Japanese heroes and Shigaraki stood straight, not exactly like soldiers, but with 
unexpected discipline and dignity. He had not expected that of the students, especially not from 
standoffish Bakugou, and much less from Shigaraki, who was a villain . It made no sense. Perhaps 
it was only to get them off balance? 


Noticing some soldiers lingering, the commander spoke again, “Fall out, troops. You have your 
tasks, get to it!” As the square emptied of figures in camouflage, the commander turned to them. “T 
don’t believe I’ve introduced myself? I’m Lieutenant Colonel Huang. Which one of you is 
“Deku”? They say you’re the leader...” It had been the twins’ idea, to add some distrust among the 
Japanese, by implying one was in command. 


“T am Deku!” Midoriya answered, “But I’m not in command, sir, no, it is both me and Kac...I 
mean, me and Bakugou, we are both the same uhh...same rank.” 


“Damn right, we don’t give orders to each other.” Bakugou said, nodding. Aren’t you just happy 
that Midoriya didn’t accept the authority, huh? Shang wanted a word with the intelligence analyst 
that had compiled the files on the two students and said they had a feud; the two were clearly rivals 
at this point, resembling bickering friends more than they did enemies. 


“And I’m but a humble NPC.” Shigaraki added, smugly. 


“Is that a Japanese military rank? Do they conscript criminals in the JSDF? Savages...” the 
commander said, which caused both twins to roll their eyes. 


“It means Non Playable Character. Those two feel like they are protagonists so what does that 
leave me? Just the background, ha! I just want my revenge, nothing more, nothing less.” Shigaraki 
showed the commander his explosive manacles and mimicked them exploding, with an unsettling 
grin. The commander’s eyes trailed from the handcuffs to Shang’s eyes, as if asking if he had a 
detonator. Shang shook his head. 


“Right...well, I did not make that deal, so I don’t honestly care. As long as you don’t make trouble 
in my base and don’t harm my men, you can eat our food, sleep and do whatever the hell you want, 
villain . But personally, I despise all your kind, so getting rid of a bigger villain is a good act. Since 
you are in the Japanese team, stay, and listen.” The commander did not hide his disgust, and Shang 
could see Midoriya move slightly, getting in front of Shigaraki in a couple of discrete steps, as if he 
simply wanted to listen closely. 


“You heroes, and villain , will take the vanguard. It is a full frontal assault. Shock and awe, quick 
and deadly.” 


“Yes! Now we’re talking! That I CAN do!” Bakugou answered, with a grin that the commander 
didn’t react to. 


“Your helicopter will be the “Red Phoenix”, it had the animal painted on the side. Have you seen 
the craft? Good. That one, you have to be there at 0345, ready as you are right now, full hero gear.” 


“Are there any civilians? Hostages, prisoners?” Midoriya asked, seemingly the only one with such 
a concern. Shang had to admit that he did not know if there were. He assumed that All for One 
might have kidnapped some people to cook and clean for his forces, but there had been no civilians 
seen while they had reconnoitered the area, so there probably were none. 


“None that we know of, but the temple complex has a few rooms that could house hostages, from 
satellite scans. Maps will be provided to you for study; if you think you can find citizens of the 
People’s Republic there, I would thank you for saving them. I...I will instruct my men to search 
those rooms as well. I had not considered that idea, hero Deku. Thank you.” Seems the commander 
respects you, Midoriya, good going. 


“Thank you for taking it into account at all, sir. Will we have maps of the floating islands?” 
Midoriya asked, taking care that his pronunciation was adequate. His Mandarin was heavily 
accented, but surprisingly passable, as had been Bakugou’s and Shigaraki’s, so far. Perhaps I 
underestimated them on this. 


“Yes, of course. But only the rearguard will stop there, you and the shock troops will attack the 
monastery head on.” 


“Pure and simple. Direct. A sword stabbing right into the enemy’s heart, right? Deku, we can learn 
from this guy, this is the kind of plan we should use more often!” Bakugou said, switching to 
Japanese after mentioning Midoriya’s nickname. 


“Kacchan, you just say that because it is like one of your plans.” Midoriya answered back in 
Japanese, with a small amount of sass conveyed in a raised eyebrow. 


“Yeah I admit that.” Bakugou turned back to the commander and grinned again, “Right, then I 
think we have no more doubts or questions or dumb shit like that...Deku stop looking at me, it was 
an accident, i’m too used to swearing!” The Japanese excused themselves politely, leaving the 
twins and the commander. 


“You two, keep your eyes on them. All three. I don’t want them to cause trouble when we execute 


the villain one when the battle is over, understood?” Once again, Shang noticed the age of the 
commander, weighing him down. Gray haired, balding, but clean shaven, the commander was a 
good, honest officer, which meant that the twins could play him like a damn fiddle. 


They wouldn’t unless necessary, though. So far, the commander had needed little prompting to 
spout Shang and Ling’s ideas and call them his own, such as with supporting the execution of 
Tomura Shigaraki. “Yes, sir. We'll convince Midoriya in case he tries anything. Bakugou might 
not care at all, we think. As for the execution itself, sir?” 


“Unless we run out of ammo, the firing squad should work, yes?” 


“Of course, sir. Shigaraki has no physical augmentations to speak of, a bullet would do him in.” 
Ling answered with a nod. 


“Excellent. Now, if you’ll excuse me, officers.” They were not the same branch of the military, but 
ranks had equivalences, and the lieutenant colonel outranked them nominally, so the twins saluted. 
When the commander was gone, Ling looked over to Shang. 


“Come on, let’s hurry up and wait. Maybe we can turn the Japanese on each other or influence 
them in some way, let’s use these 36 hours well, bro.” 


“Deku. Midoriya. Izuku. Whatever you want me to call you. Wake up!” Shigaraki elbowed 
Midoriya, trying to wake up the young hero. He still found it natural not to reach out and touch 
people, so he used his elbow instead. With the gloves I would not do a thing to you, Deku. But I got 
too curious while trying to sleep. You HAVE what it takes, don’t you? You have it in you, I feel it...I 
NEED to ask. 


“What...is it breakfast...oh, ah!” Midoriya blinked thrice and then seemed to recognize Shigaraki. 
For a long instant, his features hardened, his breathing shallow, eyes focused. But an instant later, 
it looked as if he had remembered that Shigaraki was not a villain anymore, and they were allies. 


It was strange to see a former foe vulnerable, so Shigaraki was glad for Midoriya waking quickly, 
before more dark thoughts, more of Tomura’s thoughts, crawled their way to the front of his mind. 
I could have killed him. Take off the gloves quick and silent, kill him, KILL HIM. Then kill 
Bakugou. Melt the detonators. Escape! Be free again, so free, and the nature here is so pretty, I 
could live so well... 


But those were not thoughts Tenko wanted to keep. He wanted to be someone who kept his word, 
who could trust and be trusted in return. He wanted to be good , and there was no reason to wait 
after killing Sensei to start. Killing his hero companions was completely against every decision he 
had made recently. 


“Sorry to wake you. I wanted to talk about a few things. It’s just 10 p.m., we’ll have plenty of time 
to sleep afterwards.” Shigaraki said the moment Midoriya’s face softened again into that 
expression of empathy and kindness he usually wore. 


“Tt’s okay, no need to apologize. Kacchan is asleep?” Midoriya asked, and Shigaraki nodded. What 
I want to ask is none of his business, at all. I want to trust Izuku Midoriya at this point, but 


Bakugou...who knows. He would probably mistrust Midoriya if he heard what I have to say, 
anyway. 


“Okay, let me get my shoes.” Midoriya gave a tired, sleepy smile and picked a pair of red shoes. 
Hey...what the hell? I had the same brand and colour... 


“Wait, are those...I had a pair like that! Mine were low tops, though.” Shigaraki pointed out as 
Midoriya tied his shoelaces. He was dressed in sweatpants and a loose shirt, with a vintage ‘All 
Might: Origins’ movie poster printed on it. He grabbed a jacket and walked out the tent, Shigaraki 
following closely. 


“T think we could look a bit conspicuous, so...Kacchan and I found a quiet spot earlier, made our 
calls home from there. Follow me.” Walking casually and not bringing any undue attention to 
themselves, the hero and Shigaraki reached a somewhat secluded spot by the perimeter. 


The chain link fence was extremely tempting. All he would need to do would be melt it and he 
would be out the other side, free. My freedom is worthless if I don’t get my revenge. And what 
good would it be if I never see any of my friends again? If I never see Dabi or Toga or Compress? 
If I never see Nejire again? Hell, if I never see Bakugou and Midoriya again? No. I’m not running, 
now or ever. 


“So...” Midoriya said, warming his hands inside his jacket, nervously expecting Shigaraki’s 
question. What do you think I will ask you, huh? What are you hoping for, what are you dreading? 
Do I soften you up with a stupid question, lower your guard? “Oh, Izuku, my pal, how do I ask out 
Nejire?” Yeah, right, as if he would know how to answer that! Though maybe...No. 


“You know what I will ask, don’t you?” 


“T’m not sure about that.” Midoriya’s expression was guarded, not letting a lot through. How long 
have you been hiding stuff, Izuku? How long have you known exactly how much your secrets would 
hurt, and kept them anyway? “Is it about the fight? All for One? One for All?” 


“Maybe we can talk about that later? But no.” 


“Then what?” Midoriya’s tone was defensive, almost as if he was protecting someone with his 
words alone. You think that she needs protecting? If so... 


“Who did you call ? On the plane, on that stupid game with the twins. I knew that voice. I know 
that accent. It just clicked when I was trying to sleep, my brain wouldn’t drop it...[ know that 
voice.” Shigaraki asked the question, his words almost a snarl. !’m onto you, Izuku. I’ve caught 
you, you piece of shit. I have you now. I have heard her speak with that same accent before. 


Midoriya’s eyes widened. He gave a resigned, downcast sigh, and looked away. “If you know who 
it is, why even ask?” 


“To confirm my suspicions. To see if you would lie to my face, make excuses. To...Shit, to find out 
who you really are once for all, “Hero” Deku.” Shigaraki kept his gaze on Midoriya, watching his 
body language closely. He tensed, then relaxed, then tensed again. 


Midoriya looked back at him, and his eyes were very intense. It wasn’t hatred, or anger. It was 
concern, and protectiveness and a sense of impending loss, as if he could hold all the people from 
leaving by staring harder at Shigaraki. “Okay, Tenko. I talked with Himiko Toga. I uhh...we met. 
A few weeks back. We talked. I went with her to her family’s graves. We are...[ don’t know what 
will happen when we return, okay? I should not even tell you a thing .” 


As he spoke, his voice cracked, and the whole facade of control was removed. He was upset, that 
was for sure. And Midoriya, admitting that he had seen Toga, had spent time with her, hit 
Shigaraki like a ton of bricks. She’s alive! She’s ALIVE!!! And she’s still free. Toga, Toga you 
amazing, ruthless, bloodthirsty dumbass, you live and you are okay! 


The relief washed over Shigaraki, one worry less on his mind. She was like a sister to him, so 
knowing she was alive and well took off a huge weight off his shoulders. Now everyone is 
accounted for. Toga is free, Twice is dead, Ujiko too. Everyone else, a prisoner. 


“T...wow.” Shigaraki was still processing it. In his mind, he was willing to accept Midoriya’s 
excuse, and to call his own recognition of the voice just wishful thinking on his part. After all, why 
wouldn’t he want for Toga to be okay? For her to be on good terms with the boy she was in love 
with? “Give me a minute.” 


“Look, Tenko. I care for her, okay? We have spent some time together. And uhh...we had an actual 
date. She has nothing to fear from me, okay?” 


“You idiot, the one who should be afraid is you...” Shigaraki muttered, gazing back into the 
wilderness beyond the fence. 


“T’m not scared. She...she needs help. If I arrest her when we get back-” 


“ Arrest her?” In an instant, Shigaraki had cleared the distance between them. He knew that he had 
no chance against Izuku while the gloves were on, but he could at least punch...He caught his hand, 
looking resigned again. “You yourself said you went to see her family graves, we knew nothing 
about those. And they couldn’t have been in Tokyo. You have been sneaking around , Izuku.” 


“T have.” He did not release Shigaraki’s arm, not even as the ex villain relaxed his hand, undoing 
the fist. “And if I could keep it like this forever, I would. But...but there are things I can’t help her 
with. She needs help I can’t...I can’t give.” 


“You mean for her fucked up mind?” 


Izuku’s eyes flickered with anger, and he let go of Shigaraki’s hand, making him stagger 
backwards, “Her mind’s not “fucked up”. She has problems, sure, but you are her friend, surely 
you ’ve seen it right? She has good inside her. You know it too. If she can-” 


“Will they lock her in an asylum, Izuku? Will doctors torture her, screw with her mind? Will you 
let them do that? WILL YOU?” Shigaraki poked Izuku’s chest with his finger, letting all his fear 
show through, as anger. Anger at the impotence he felt, at the prospect of a sister getting denied a 
life. Hana never got the chance to live because of ME, and now Toga...she’ll end up behind bars? I 
care for her, it hurts! Will it be a horrible mental ward, Izuku? 


“T won’t let them! I promised...I promised her that I would do everything for her to be okay in 
prison. And I will visit a lot! Please, just let me explain...” Izuku’s face pleaded with Shigaraki, 
asking him to trust. Can I trust a sister to you, hero? Are you a good one, like Nejire? Or are 
you...no, of course he is a good one. He has done all that for Toga...Fuck. 


“Okay, Izuku Midoriya. Explain. ” 


“You know Tsukauchi. He will help me get her to a good prison, as good as the one they’ Il put you 
in, or better. I will see to it that she gets proper doctors, none of those horror stories you are 
imagining. It won’t be Quirk therapy. If she needs to drink blood, Pll give her mine. L..’m not 
going to let them hurt her, just...just help her.” 


Tenko was taken aback. He’s...he’s genuine about this. Toga...oh god. But it...it has to be a secret. 
“Tzuku...this, I didn’t expect. It’s a secret for now, yeah? I won’t talk about this unless you talk 
first. It could sabotage your career if I talked, right? And you need all the favours you can get to 
put Toga in the nicest jail in all of Japan. So...P'Il stay quiet.” 


“That...thank you. I...I didn’t want to lie to you, you know?” Izuku’s smile was genuine, if a bit 
sad. 


“Thanks for not doing so. Shit...Toga’s still out there, kicking and breathing...” Shigaraki gave a 
chuckle, “Fuck, that’s some...She got what she wanted in the end, huh?” 


“T guess so!” Izuku smiled and scratched at his neck, at a mark that looked like a bite. A sharp bite. 
“Well, I’m glad to see it wasn’t game over for her. Now uhh...” 

“T noticed you called me Izuku?” he asked, raising an eyebrow curiously. 

“Huh. I guess I did. You okay with that?” 

“Sure!” 


“Legendary. I guess I have one last question, then.” Shigaraki paused, waiting for Izuku to say 
anything. Jf you can do that for the crazy girl who wants to kill you , what about me? What is my 
future, Izuku? Is there hope for me, at all? 


“Do you believe that I can turn things around, after Sensei is gone? Be a good person? Or is it 
black and white for you and you only did those things for Toga so she’d just surrender 
peacefully?” He had not meant to sound so scathing with his last question, but he still did not feel 
like he could trust Izuku fully. 


“Yes, I want to believe you can be the person you want to be, if we give you a second chance...and 
I would never lie and manipulate someone to arrest them.” He sounded more hurt than offended, as 
if he had never imagined someone asking that question. 


“Fair enough, [ll trust your word. Izuku, I never figured you’d think about villains this way, you 
know? When we were researching you, I always assumed you would never ask, and just fight. 
I’m...?'m glad I was wrong. I guess it is unnecessary to ask you if you think that heroes can date 
imprisoned villains?” Fuck! I did not mean to say that last part out loud!!! 


“Well, I uhh...” Izuku’s face turned completely red, even his ears, which were now not covered by 
hair, and he nodded effusively. “Are you asking because you and-” 


“T asked for your sake. Not mine .” Shigaraki grimly cut in. J can’t be having that dream, not even 
if you believe in such kind things, Izuku. I won’t have that for myself. I can’t, realistically, right? 


“Oh, I thought that you and senpai...” Izuku started, but one look at Shigaraki’s face stopped him. 
“Sorry, I will not pry.” As if Nejire would ever want something with a wretch like me. Though if 
you support me, Izuku, that is...nice of you. Yes. Real nice. 


“Let's just head back, sleep. Are you ready for this? Extra hyped by that speech earlier?” Shigaraki 
asked. He himself was already bored of waiting around and wanted to get it all over and done with. 
So I can go back behind bars. I wonder if my next prison will be worse, or maybe better. I want to 
see Nejire again so badly... 


“Yeah, ’m ready. And for all right now...thank you. I hope you keep your word.” 


“T will. It was ummm...nice talking.” Shigaraki moved to scratch his neck but stopped at the last 
second. I have to kick off this bad habit... 


“Il visit you in prison too, if you want?” Izuku asked. Shigaraki didn’t know how to react. Are 
you saying that you’ll be a friend? You might be insane for offering, and I might be insane for 
accepting, but fuck it. 


“Yeah, that’d be fun. Who’s your main on All Might Ultimate Showdown 3?” Maybe if we talk in 
a language we both understand... 


“All Might” Izuku answered. 


“So predictable. I play as Miruko. Cause she is...” Shigaraki looked away, embarrassed, “...cause 
she’s got a small hitbox and uhhh...quick attacks. Want me to kick your ass sometime?” 
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The last day at the Chinese base went by in the blink of an eye. Eating, stretching, working out, 
sleeping. Thinking. 


Izuku was both relieved and terrified that Shigaraki knew about Himiko and him being in contact. 
And I revealed that it was more than that . A lot more. I spilled the beans on everything and blurted 
out pretty much everything I feel... 


On one hand, it had seemed to make Shigaraki friendlier and more trusting; on the other, it gave 
the former villain a terrible bit of leverage against Izuku. If he blurted out the words convincingly, 
Izuku knew that Bakugou would turn on him, as a "villain sympathizer" for bringing Shigaraki 
along and dating Himiko. 


If that happened before the mission, all was ruined. So he had hoped Shigaraki would not use the 
information against him, trusting almost blindly, and it had worked. 


The day of OPERATION SKYWALKER had arrived, the entire camp awake two hours before 
dawn. Izuku had managed a few hours of bad sleep, with vague dreams of Mei having somehow 
made Eri eight feet tall and Tokoyami had armed this Big Eri with a massive sword, but his All 
Might alarm sound had banished those weird and wonderful images away from his mind. 


“Why did Big Eri even eat that watermelon, to prove a point? Hmmm...” Izuku muttered, as he 
walked out his part of the tent to meet Bakugou and Shigaraki. 


Shigaraki looked a little less crusty than usual, perhaps helped by the skin cream Izuku had seen 
him constantly apply on his face. Bakugou looked even less rested than Izuku, but as he woke up 
completely and they all walked over to the mess tent and had one last quick meal, Bakugou looked 
excited and ready for action. Shigaraki, too, was positively stoked. 


The three talked casually, or about as casually as possible, considering the animosity, as they 
walked back, to don their full gear and go to the bathroom one last time before the mission, 
“..cause if Shigaraki here craps his pants it will be fucking terrible, right, Deku?” 


“Yeah...” Izuku said, “Let's get ready! We'll win this!” For once, he felt the confidence he put into 
his words. Perhaps it was the other two being in a state of contagious excitement, perhaps it was 
the cold pre-dawn air waking him up and chilling his cheeks and brow with its crisp breeze. 
Perhaps it was the simple rice dish he had eaten, safely digesting in his belly. But in the end, it 
didn’t matter. He felt good about the mission. Terrified about it, yes, but just as excited. 


“T'm fucking ready!” Bakugou said, laughing a bit too loudly, as he went to get changed. He's 
scared. Just like me. And just like me, he is hyped to the max, too. 


Izuku and Shigaraki were finished first, as Shigaraki had only needed to change his boots to a more 
rugged pair, add a pair of kneepads and a tactical vest with some first aid gear, a hairband and a 
mask, that covered the same areas of his face that the hand he wore before did. He looked very 
different, now that he was midway between a prisoner and a hero. It’s a good look on him. 
Though...maybe the orange prison jumpsuit might be too easy to see... 


Izuku’s gear had been engineered from the ground up to let him put it on by himself, and he had 


plenty of practice with his past suits, so it had taken him just five minutes to be ready, while 
Bakugou took a whole ten, appearing with the grenade launcher attachment still needing 
adjustment. 


“Deku, you piece of shit, how do I connect the cables here? I tugged at one when putting it on and 
I threw away the fucking instructions, so this one got loose and now I don’t know where...” Izuku 
quickly secured the cables, gave it a tap and a status light on the side flashed green, “...shit, you 
really know this stuff, huh? Damn nerd.” 


“You could have asked before. All of Mei’s designs share some elements, so I likely have worked 
with that same buckle somewhere. You ready?” 


“Damn right. And I didn’t ask before because I hadn’t broken it before, dumbass.” Bakugou 
blinked twice with his left eye, and it suddenly glowed with tiny lights. “You got HUD contacts?” 
Bakugou had been given some Detnerat prototypes, Izuku knew, but the others had been given a 
Chinese equivalent by the Dragon Twins. They would allow for them to see a rough map of the 
area and the estimated locations of their companions. 


Izuku blinked twice and activated his HUD, showing up the locations of the two others, and a light 
blue arrow indicating the helicopter they had been assigned to. He didn’t see the Twins, and hoped 
that would get sorted before they reached the battlefield, and it wasn’t some glitch. “These work 
well, Kacchan! Yours do the same?” 


“Yeah but mine are not some bootleg version, they’ re the real deal!” 


“They make my eyes a bit itchy, like if I had played 32 hours straight...” Shigaraki complained, 
and his sad, resigned voice reminded Izuku of Tamaki Amajiki, for some reason. “But I love them. 
My light indicators are in a light blue, what about you?” 


“Same.” Izuku answered, looking at the azure readouts. 


“Orange here. Fits my aesthetic, looks badass. How are we on time?” Bakugou asked, took out his 
phone and checked the hour, “The HUD needs a fucking clock. We are only ten minutes early, leg 
it!” 


They found their transport very easily. The helicopter was code named “Red Phoenix”, and had the 
mythical beast stenciled on the side, the fiery red contrasting with the matte black paint 
aesthetically. The pilots were already on board, checking fuel levels and other readings, speaking 
in Cantonese too quickly for Izuku to catch half of what they said. Cantonese, huh? I wonder if 
that is official army procedure or if these two are from there...or if it is to avoid us listening to 
them. 


The helicopter was sleek and agile looking, and one of the ground crewmen had told the heroes 
that it was a Z-99, the newest model of the "Haitun", or dolphin. From the bottle nosed front, Izuku 
could see the resemblance. 


Izuku climbed aboard first, followed by Bakugou and Shigaraki, and four spec ops soldiers. Two 
seats were left vacant, between the heroes and the soldiers. 


Izuku clasped a restraint cord to his belt; there were no seatbelts on the chopper, but getting thrown 
around was still likely with the aircraft's ludicrous speed. Bakugou sat in front of him and gave a 
thumbs up, a wild grin on his face. 


“Let's fucking DO THIS!” 


“Let's KILL!” Shigaraki added, sitting down right next to Izuku. 
“We're ready!” Izuku said, feeling the energy of the other two infecting him. 


The helicopter's rotors started spinning, making remarkably less noise than Izuku would have 
expected. Looking around, he met the gaze of one of the soldiers, who pointed at the roof, and 
said, “Stealth helicopter!” 


Izuku didn't think he'd get much from asking further questions and accepted that it would be less 
noisy than he had thought. 


The lights inside the helicopter turned green as the pilots spoke fast with the control crews. 
Bakugou had taken a headset and was listening in to the military chatter, Shigaraki was tapping the 
metal floor with his foot, to the rhythm of a song Izuku couldn't quite place. 


“That is the final checks...the bossman ordering everyone to start...Fucking liftoff!” Bakugou said, 
and Izuku felt the craft leave the ground, shooting for the clouds. 


It was nowhere near as fast as the Mei , but the walls were much thinner and he could feel the wind 
beating the helicopter from the sides. The chopper's regular motion was much jumpier than a 
plane's, but still steady enough not to make Izuku queasy. 


“How far away are we?” Shigaraki asked, raising his voice. Even with a stealth chopper, they 
needed to shout to be heard above the sound of the winds hitting the fuselage. 


“One hour and 10 minutes!” Izuku answered, hoping they would pass quickly and he wouldn't have 
to fight fears that could build up during the flight. 


Izuku noticed that every soldier had some kind of ritual as they approached All for One's base. One 
was praying silently, his mouth moving but making no sound. One listened to music, headphones 
on. One had a book in hand, and was straining to read, and the final one was chewing on an unlit 
cigarette. 


He realized that he didn't have any sort of set ritual like that, and that any that would make him 
think of home would be a bad idea, so he tried clearing his mind of all thought, of maybe finding 
Buddhist Nirvana by accident. 


It didn't quite give Izuku enlightenment, just a state of blank meditation that made him much more 
aware of how nervously Shigaraki tapped with his footbut the flight time passed quickly. 


“Ten minutes out!” yelled one of the soldiers, raising both of his hands to count ten. The lights 
turned red, and every face around Izuku was focused, determined. 


The battle was upon them now, and speed was still on their side! Izuku was ready, ready to fight, 
ready to win. The moment he set foot on the ground, he would seek out his foe and defeat him... 


But then his phone started vibrating. Bakugou's started ringing, with an unexpectedly adorable 
jingle, “Bakuretsu bakuretsu lalala! EXPLOSION!” He cut down Shigaraki with a gaze when it 
looked like the former villain was about to make a comment, and moved to answer... 


And then a tablet carried by a soldier started to chime with a tune, and Izuku's blood ran cold. His 
phone was ringing too. 


With a trembling hand, he reached for his phone and clicked it on. Shigaraki looked first at Izuku 
and then the screen, “What the hell is going on?” 


a | don't-” 


“Our monitors are hijacked! We can't tell altitude or pitch, all on screen is a...a guy! Dammit, it’s 
the guy!” The pilot was panicking, and on his screen Izuku saw a guy too. A guy that was All for 
One, his skull mask gleaming under studio lights, recorded by a high fidelity camera. 


“Hold the fucking chopper steady and don't you dare crash, you pilot piece of shit!” Bakugou 
yelled into the headset, his eyes going from his phone to the window and back in rapid succession. 
The red lights signalling the 10 minutes to target were now flashing dangerously, sparks flying 
from their circuits. 


“There is fog! We can't see the cliffs!’ Out the window, all Izuku could see were the faint flashes 
of fire from the Twins, flying further away than before, among a mist that was unnaturally dense 
and heavy. The other helicopters were nowhere to be seen. 


“Then rise, fucker! Climb higher!” 


The helicopter lurched upwards, and All for One began talking. His voice was calm, collected, 
utterly terrifying. Izuku could feel his blood freezing with every word. 


“Heroes, villains, citizens. You know who I am. I apologize for the quality of the image, this 
broadcast Quirk is a very recent acquisition, and the monks who were kind enough to shelter me 
had only a small camcorder.” He was wearing the suit he had worn in the reconnaissance pictures 
that the Dragon Twins had taken. Bakugou had said it was an Italian cut, and likely modified to be 
sturdy as a tank. 


And of course, he wore his mask. It hid his face and neck, and was shaped like a skull, all made in 
heavy, solid metals. It altered his voice just slightly, when compared to how he had spoken at 
Tartarus, and there was a slight hiss when he took a deep breath. 


“T have a few words for my friends,” Friends? You? All for One has friends? For a moment, 
Izuku’s fear of every one of his friends turning their backs on him was lessened. “Cenotaph, 
Farmhouse, Storm, Hail, God's Eye, Simple, Execute.” 


Izuku could feel a terrible presence when he heard those random, unrelated words, and a shiver 
went down his spine. They are orders? A coded message? What is he doing? He looked around 
and saw that Shigaraki had grown pale and was nervously scratching his neck. 


“Do you know those words?” Izuku yelled, through the rattle of the helicopter’s rotors and the 
wind. Shigaraki’s eyes met his, and he looked afraid. 


“No! But I have a really bad feeling about them!” Shigaraki replied, looking clearly upset. The 
helicopter stopped climbing, just a few feet above the fog, and the pilots seemed to be in control 
again, so everyone else’s eyes were glued to the broadcast. 


“Thank you for all your help all these years, Dima, I consider you a true brother.” Dima? Sounds 
European, maybe Russian or Ukrainian...Who is his “friend” ? We might end up fighting this Dima 
someday, who the hell is he? All for One gave a nod that would have looked friendly on any other 
person in the world, and then stared directly into the camera. Izuku could feel his eyes on him , as 
if they truly were in the same room. “Now all of you, people of the world, hear me.” 


AFO’s voice rose, and he brought his hands up, like a politician gesturing for a grand speech. “The 
time of chaos is finally upon us. Events are in motion now, and the society you know is on a 
straight path to the grave. Will you join me in a new world, or perish in the old?” 


“Not if we stop you right here!” Izuku yelled at the screen, feeling it was useless. There’s no way 
he could hear me, is there? He is powerful but he can’t- 


AFO stared beyond the camera, and right into Izuku’s soul. He felt fear, pure dread, the sense of 
someone stepping over his own grave. He wanted to flee, he wanted to be anywhere but there. He 
wanted to be held in someone’s arms, his mom’s embrace, or maybe Hmiko’s... 


But he took a deep breath and fought his fear. Izuku stared back, and met the challenge.“One for 
All, come on, let us end this. I will enjoy crushing you again, this time for good.” 


“How far away are we?” Izuku yelled, the instant AFO stopped talking. He knows where we are. 
We are all in danger in this chopper, we need to land and soon! 


“Three minutes!” a soldier answered, the one with the tablet."I can find the landing zone again! He 
is gone from the screen, continuing nav, he is gone...fuck." The chopper was hit by a massive 
explosion, the copilot instantly turned to pink mist, his seat and controls turning to shrapnel. 


“Get down!” Bakugou yelled, rising to his feet and catching the shrapnel with an explosion of his 
own, blasting it out of the new hole. Bakugou touched the pilot’s shoulder, trying to see if he was 
still okay. “Pilot, can you la...Fuck! He's dead, we are going down.” When Bakugou crossed eyes 
with Izuku, he looked scared, shocked; it was the same expression that had been on his face the 
moment All Might’s secret had been revealed. It’s the first time he has seen someone die, and these 
poor pilots...oh god, this is horrible... They both looked away from the cockpit. 


“We have to jump.” Izuku knew that they needed to act quickly or end up in a fireball. He snapped 
the restraint with a burst of OFA and aimed his hand at one of the side doors, snapping his fingers 
and blasting it out of the way. “If we stay here, we die!” 


Outside he could see just how fast they were falling down, and he saw the floating islands begin to 
form around them, enveloped in fog. 


Beside him, Shigaraki had dissolved his restraints and looked out, apprehensive of jumping without 
knowing if he would splat himself on the rocks and die a pointless death. “I have never even 
wanted to jump down a flight of stairs, let alone a fucking cliff!" 


“There is a cliff coming up, jump now and you can fucking live!” Bakugou yelled, and the soldiers 
leapt out the blasted door hole, yelling insults in Mandarin. Shigaraki leapt as well, landing on top 
of another island. In the distance, Izuku saw the other chopper crashing and exploding, and one of 
the Dragon Twins evading the blast, before the fog enveloped them too. 


“Kacchan jump, now!” 
“Deku we are 50 meters above the ground!” 


Izuku knew that Bakugou would make it, his explosions would get him safely to ground. “I know! 
You can do this! I'm sorry, Kacchan!” So he shoved Bakugou out the door, and the blonde’s curses 
were gone after an instant. 


“That leaves just...just me. Shit, shit...can I really do this? I mean, I can probably fight with both 
legs broken...Here we go!” 


He braced himself, ready to jump whenever he saw a cliff... 


From the big hole on the front of the helicopter, Izuku saw a floating island approaching on the 
side, and one close to it, right in the chopper's path. 


One would let him survive, one would destroy the helicopter. 


Izuku placed himself against the metal wall, positioning his feet firmly and letting One for All flow 
along his body. He would need every bit of the power he had at his disposal to reach the cliff face 
and hold on. 


3...2...1...NOW! 


“Smash!” It wasn't an actual smash, not in the etymology of it being a punch or kick or grappling 
throw, but it felt right to scream it as he kicked the wall and propelled himself into the air, flying a 
dozen meters in an instant, the rush of wind beside him cold and cutting. 


The cliff rushed to meet him, the ground hidden by fog, and he moved his body so that his feet 
would crash first and absorb the impact. 


He needed to grab a tree or a root, maybe some rock, and hold on...There. A thick, moss covered 
vine was just a meter to the left of where he would crash, so he readied to jump to it and hope not to 
slip. 


He crashed feet first, sending a shockwave of pebbles and mud flying all around, but the iron soles 
kept his feet safe yet again, absorbing most of the shock. 


With not an instant to lose, Izuku hurled himself at the vine, grabbing on with both hands, hoping 
to use it to climb upwards. 


But the moss was damp, slippery. Before he could place his feet and steady himself, he was sliding 
down the vine, faster and faster, until there was no more vine. 


He fell, trying to catch onto something to slow down his fall. There was no way of knowing how 
close the ground was... 


Izuku punched the air, trying to use the air pressure displaced to get himself in contact with the cliff 
wall. He crashed again, painfully, hitting his elbow, but he managed to dig his hands onto the rock, 
and then his feet. Having slowed down, he took a second to breathe, to try and relax, but instead he 
found himself grinning. "That...was horrible, but...I'm alive!" 


He shook his legs and arms and readied for the climb down, lowering first his left leg, then the 
right, then the left... The ground. I was so close to crashing against the ground! 


Keigo Takami couldn’t help but smile. Sure, he was walking rather slowly on the ground instead of 
flying at the speed of sound, and a sudden craving for some snacks was unanswered, but he was 
happy. His feet were slow, yes, but his hand was warm, held by Fuyumi. As she looked up at him 
he saw her kind smile, that smile that could calm a rowdy elementary schooler or get them a 
discount at the library, the smile that he pictured when he pondered his reasons for being a hero. 


“Ts...iS something wrong? Oh god is there ketchup on my cheek? A bean in my hair? One time 
Natsu put some beans on my hair and I didn’t notice till I got to school...” Fuyumi said with an 
anxious laugh, that didn’t make the memory sound like a particularly fun one. She had no beans on 
her hair, just a crimson bow adorning it, that combined well with her hair and her muffler, her dark 
blue sweater and black shorts and tights making her pale skin more evident. 


“Nah, no beans at all. You just have a really cute smile, that’s all.’ He grinned as he pushed a 
strand of white and crimson hair behind her ear. The blush on her cheeks was just adorable. This is 
what I want, more and more I grow sure of it! The guy that’s too fast for his own good, plunging at 
Mach speed into the trap of domestic bliss? The press will love it...but not as much as me. 


“Hey!” she said, pushing through the embarrassment and smiling even harder, “I like...that you like 
it...uhh, yeah. That. You make me smile and then smile more and then I ramble on and on...” 


“You are adorable when you ramble, I love your voice.” 


“Then why do you sometimes interrupt me with a-” Keigo kissed her, a quick peck on her lips, just 
barely enough to find out that her lipstick was peach flavoured. “You just did it again!” she said, 
poking him on the cheek as Keigo laughed. 


“Guilty.” Keigo said, squeezing her hand tightly, “What can I say? I feel like such a bad boy taking 
a day off that it just comes naturally, I guess. Stealing kisses, maybe later I can steal your heart?” 
He wiggled his eyebrows to give some humour to how sappy and cheesy he was being, which 
made Fuyumi blurt out in laughter. 


“Oh, yeah, sooooo bad. Is that why you chose this leather jacket that isn’t warm at all?” Fuyumi 
pointed out. Due to the thermal Quirks in her bloodline, she was far more resistant to temperature 
changes than Keigo, but the spring warmth was starting to seep in, and thus Keigo could bring out 
the ol’ reliable leather jacket, which he had bought with his first paycheck six years back. J was just 
17 and already on government payroll, just like Shouto and his friends are now. Hope they don’t 
spend it all on leather and sodas and snacks. 


“Hey! It is the leather jacket, isn’t it just the coolest thing?” 


“You’d even look cool dressed in an ugly sweater.” Fuyumi pointed out, her voice completely 
confident, and now it was Keigo’s turn to blush. “Even a sack of potatoes!” 


“I'd rock it anyday. And besides, I have my feathers in case I get cold!” he said, wrapping a wing 
around Fuyumi. 


“This is cozy!” she replied. “So I already picked the spot and we still have some time, no need to 
rush!” 


So far their date had been an idyllic early morning stroll around an open market, just a few blocks 
away from Shibuya crossing. The few blocks made the difference; while it was still bustling and 
busy, so far nobody had recognized Hawks, even with his trademark wings, and he had not wanted 
to use his fame and status at all, not even for free samples. 


It felt free. Like he was just another young man, taking a risk by skipping work to hang out with his 
gorgeous girlfriend while still unsure if her father hated him or not. It was a nice escape from the 
reality that the country he served would eventually get over the displeasure they felt against him 
and send him off again to deal with the types of work that most heroes would consider dirty. 


Especially the work that involved killing villains. 


While it was legal for heroes to kill, their judgement would always be second guessed, and much of 
hero training was about leaving killing as the last resort, when every de-escalation option and 
every non-lethal solution had been expended. But when the order came from the Commission 
itself, and the fight never made it to the news? 


His hands were full of blood, and still Fuyumi held them. Fuyumi, anxious and shy Fuyumi, who 


only wished for the family she never had, and who was the strongest person Keigo knew, having 
gone through so much in life, having to keep the semblance of normality for her brothers’ sake, 
having to take the role of the mother for them, even. 


She was strong in ways that Keigo had never known, never considered. It was a willful, headstrong 
kind of power that pushed her forward, and, though she had never mentioned it herself, was likely 
the good thing she had learned from her father, who was the most stubborn bastard that Keigo 
knew. 


“Will it be a surprise?” Keigo asked, looking around at the nearby restaurants, thinking which one 
Fuyumi would choose. 

“Oh no, you'll find out in just a sec!” Fuyumi adjusted her glasses, peered again at the crowd and 
then checked her phone again, “He probably hasn’t checked his phone, too focused on his own 
date... You know what he asked me?” She cleared her throat before making an impression of her 
serious, stoically awkward brother Shouto, “Sis, do you think Momo would like Slasher of the 
Dark III: Shadows of Deika? They say it is not so scary. I don’t know.” She gave a giggle, seeing 
Keigo’s reaction to her imitation, “Hey, you do that all the time, I wanted to try that too!” 


“Tt was perfect , Yumi. But I don’t see them by the restaurants...Is their movie over yet?” 


Shouto and Momo, like all UA students, had been given the day off, with only evening classes and 
clubs remaining, so they could watch the expanded hero presence, either from UA’s screens, from 
Musutafu or even at Tokyo, if they chose to go out. So the two had decided to go to the cinema 
early in the morning. 


“Well, if we see them both spooked, it is cause Shouto didn’t listen to my advice!” Fuyumi said 
with a giggle, “He doesn’t like horror that much himself, you know? He probably just wants to 
impress Momo.” 


“He doesn’t need to. Both looked smitten when we saw them, didn’t they?” 


“They did! Momo is such a nice girl, so smart and strong too, I’m sure she could probably lift me 
with one arm. I’m so happy for them!” Keigo couldn’t help but laugh at the image of Momo lifting 
Fuyumi as an embarrassed, red faced dumbbell. 


“T’m happy for them too! Your bro’s a good dude, he deserves to be happy. And you know what’s 
the best? It makes you happy.” Keigo said, touching her cheek lightly, “Want to fly a bit and see if 
we spot them?” 


Fuyumi’s eyes brightened with the suggestion. She had started out with a rather reasonable fear of 
being scooped up in Keigo’s arms and taking off into the sky, but had quickly come to enjoy the 
skies with him, and had ended up loving the freedom of flight. Maybe one day I'll get my support 
company to make you a jetpack and we can fly side by side? Or maybe with that girl from the ads, 
Hatsume... 


“We'd never get the paparazzi off our bums though...” she said, shaking her head in a way that 
reminded Keigo of a fluffy dog shaking its head, maybe a Shiba Inu or a Husky. 


“True, true...oh wait, there they are!” 
“Where? I can’t spot them...” 


“Tt’s cause I got Hawks Eyes |” Keigo said smugly, pointing at the yellow tinted sunglasses he had 
placed on his t-shirt’s collar. 


“Yes, Keigo, they are really sleek, they are really sponsored and all, but where are they? The 
kids?” she said, squinting and pushing her glasses up her nose. 


“Over there, my adorable four eyes.” Keigo quipped, placing a hand on her chin and gently moving 
her face towards the unmistakable bicolour hair. 


“Hey! You said you liked my glasses!” Fuyumi said, looking a bit hurt from his comment. Keigo 
immediately regretted calling her “four eyes”, and he gave her a kiss on the cheek. 


“T do! Let’s go say hi, shall we?” 


Shouto and Momo had come from the hustle and bustle of Shibuya’s centre, from the big IMAX 
theatre there, it seemed, and judging by their calm faces, they had decided not to watch Slasher of 
the Dark II. Keigo made a mental note to recommend the movie to Tokoyami, the edgy lad would 
surely enjoy it. 


“Hey! Shouto! We are here! Next to the cheese stalls!” Fuyumi called, cupping her hands around 
her mouth to amplify the sound. 


As the teenagers looked their way, Keigo leaned in close to whisper in Fuyumi’s ear, “You aren’t 
usually that loud in public, Yumi...” He could see the shiver his breath tickling her ear had 
caused, and the blush extending all over her face as she realized what he meant. 

“Keigo you...you dum-dum!” Fuyumi said, closing her eyes and patting his chest with her hands in 
a very embarrassed flurry of blows as she squealed “Dum-dum!” over and over. But when she 
composed herself, just before the teenagers reached them, she flashed a wavy smile and said, “T 
like being loud in that uhh...other context!” 


“T know, and I ain’t quiet either!” Keigo replied, a roguish grin showing off his teeth. Good thing 
Fuyumi’s apartment’s pretty private, eh? 


“Shush now or they will think we’re...we’re perverts!” Fuyumi pleaded, laughing out loud. 
“We aren’t?” Keigo asked, joining the laughter. 


“Hello! We hope we are not intruding!” Momo Yaoyorozu was the first to greet them, walking 
quickly to go and shake Fuyumi’s hand and then Keigo’s, very politely. The couple were dressed in 
matching scarves and beanie hats, Shouto wore a dark blue jacket and black jeans, Momo a cream 
coloured coat and a long skirt that looked warm. Momo gave them both an honest, humble grin 
that, as always, was at odds with her wealth and power, and then she hugged Shouto’s arm closely. 


Keigo and Fuyumi exchanged a knowing glance, both realizing just how quickly her brother’s 
relationship had progressed. Shouto gave Fuyumi a quick hug as greeting, then shook Keigo’s 
hand. “Sis, Takami. Glad to be here. Wish Natsuo had joined, though.” Even though his body 
language was often aloof, Shouto seemed genuinely happy for the little double date that Fuyumi 
had organized. 


“He had a project due today...that he just started today.” Fuyumi said with a deep sigh, “You know 
what he’s like. He sends his regards and his girlfriend’s anyway!” 


“Okay.” Shouto said, a tiny smile on his lips. 


“Tell him we said hi as well!” Momo added, her enthusiasm not quite hiding the likelihood that the 
pleasantry had been learned, rather than heartfelt. Still, for all that Keigo knew, Momo was a 
humble, bouncy, kind girl, and it was hardly an act that she put up for impressions. 


“So where is it, Fuyumi? You said it was a surprise...Is it soba?” His gaze got hilariously intense 
the moment soba was mentioned, and it only got Keigo thinking more about Fuyumi’s mystery 
dining venue. J hope there’s nuggets or any kind of fried chicken. Or takoyaki. Maybe burgers. No, 
I really want nuggets...’m damn hungry now. Hmm...if I didn’t train every day, would I be fat? 
Would Fuyumi poke my belly and laugh? Could I still hold my weight aloft and fly if I was fat? I 
don’t wanna be fat... 


“Follow me!” Fuyumi said, with the same energy, and probably tone of voice, she used when 
directing her little students during field trips. Fuyumi was tireless in her efforts to be a great 
teacher, and her patience for those little rascals was infinite, so Keigo liked visiting as often as 
possible, though not often enough for the novelty of his arrivals to wear off! 


Holding Keigo by the hand, Fuyumi led the group towards a futuristic looking restaurant, with a 
neon sign that identified it as “Fuzion”. Walking inside, they were greeted by waitresses dressed 
like a mix between Japanese shrine maidens and robots, a very unusual mix indeed. 


“Welcome to Fuzion! The future is here, and it serves just about every meal in existence, prepared 
instantly in our Fuzion Reactors (trademark pending)!” The waitress introduced the restaurant and 
walked them through the soft blue hued lights and silvered interiors, among model spaceships and 
replica robots, to a metallic table and chairs straight out of a sci-fi movie. 


“The chef will be right here!” the waitress said, placing a metal box with pulsing blue lights and 
four little doors in front of them. 


“One of my students recommended this place,” Fuyumi explained, as they sat down and got 
comfortable, and as Shouto poked the box gingerly, “Little Takeo, his uncle’s the chef. They can 
make any food we want, and the fee is the same for every plate of food! Drinks are normal, 
though.” 


“Ah, so I can have soba.” Shouto gave a happy nod and settled into his seat more comfortably. 
“You can order literally anything and you want soba? Shouto!” 

“T have a big craving.” Shouto answered with a shrug. 

“And I can get fried chicken!” Keigo added, wiggling his eyebrows as he smiled at Fuyumi. 


“Boys?” Momo said, reaching over the table and placing her fist ready to be bumped by Fuyumi’s 
own fist. 


“Boys!” Fuyumi answered, completing the fist bump, her annoyance visible, adorably. Keigo did 
love when she was a bit moody and grumpy, after all. 


As the chef approached, Keigo looked around, trying to guess what movie or series the sci-fi stuff 
around him belonged to, but eventually he realized that his knowledge of movies was limited to a 
single All Might movie he had seen when he was a kid, so he instead looked at the TVs in the 
restaurant. 


Some showed sports, some had kids shows near the play area, some had the news, one seemed to 
play movies, with subtitles, which meant he could actually understand what was going on without 
lip reading! He kept track of the conversation and ordered a box of 30 chicken nuggets with sweet 
and sour sauce, but mostly he tried to get into the film, apparently about Godzilla fighting some 
kind of large ape. 


The chef used his Quirk on the box, and within seconds the food appeared, but since Keigo had 


been absorbed by the image of Kong whacking Godzilla in the head with a tree, he had missed the 
explanation. He ate his nuggets greedily, enjoying them very much. 


Then he noticed that Fuyumi was staring at him, smiling. “You look like you’re having fun.” 
“Ah, sorry, I got distracted from the conversation...” 
“Tt’s okay, you had a really cute expression just now when the big gorilla started singing!” 


“Yumi, it was hilarious . Want to watch it with me when we get back?” Fuyumi gave him a nod 
and placed her hand around his waist, pulling Keigo close enough that she could place her head on 
his shoulder. “You’ ve become so bold! What next, hugging in public?” 


“So lewd!” Fuyumi said, giggling. 


Keigo turned again to see what shenanigans Kong and Godzilla were up to, but the image was 
gone. In an instant, the comfortable feeling of being with Fuyumi and having eaten a delicious 
meal was gone, replaced with fear and stress, as the image burned into his mind. He recognized 
that man, that dark helmet, that ridiculously dapper suit. He didn’t recognize the background, or 
the two bald men flanking the main man, but he knew who that was. 


It was All for One, and he was on every screen in the restaurant. Keigo’s phone started ringing, 
and for a moment he hoped that it was the Commission, or Endeavor, or anyone to tell him what 
the hell was going on, but the instant he unlocked his phone, the screen was taken over by All for 
One, too. 


He waited. He waited for what seemed like an eternity before starting to talk, seemingly deep in 
thought, focused. But when he spoke, his words were interrupted by thunder roaring nearby, and 
the soft blue lights flickering on and off after the lightning strike had hit the power supply. 


“What the hell was that?” Fuyumi asked, her eyes wide with fear. “Who is that man? Why is the 
power gone? He hijacked my phone too! Oh god oh god oh god...” She was panicking, and Keigo 
needed a quick way to distract her mind, so he leaned in and kissed her on the lips, long and deep, 
until her shoulders stopped trembling and her hands steadied. 


“T don’t know yet, but that thunder outside has to be a villain attack. It was clear when we walked 
in but right now I can hear raindrops and wind, I can feel the electricity charging on my feathers. 
We have to help.” 


Shouto and Momo were already on their feet, phones in hand. They both had left their coats on the 
table, Shouto was rolling up his sleeves, ready to use fire and ice and Momo was unbuttoning her 
shirt just a bit. “The second this...this broadcast ends, we need to coordinate with the other heroes 
and get everyone to safety. I'll take a peek outside.” 


Both teenagers nodded, quickly switching on, ready for battle. Hawks let a few feathers fly and 
probe, closing his eyes to focus on the vibrations he felt... 


Panic. Screaming, running. Fire. Irregular, unnatural rainfall. People calling for help, people being 
trampled underfoot, people standing in awe. A battle, a great battle. Somebody timed this right. 
AFO had henchmen this strong here in Japan, and he waited until now to reveal them? Or 
perhaps...who has a Storm Quirk? Come on, come on...I have already faced someone, haven’t I? 
Or was it...No time to speculate. We act now. 


“Philosopher, that’s at least one electric Quirk being used out there. I need at least eight lightning 
rods for me, and twelve more for others. Keep making them. Frostburn, I hope you paid attention 


in Heroics and Civil Engineering 101, cause you will fortify this restaurant with ice, as thick as you 
can. Until I take down the villains, this will be where my Fierce Wings will bring civilians. Got it? 
GOT IT?” He was not used to giving orders to heroes he hadn’t worked with before, and he had 
seldom sensed such destruction through his feathers. 


But he trusted the teenagers would comply. “We will secure this place, contact the others, and help 
with the counterattack if possible. Ummm, would you please turn around?” Philosopher said, 
blushing slightly as she moved her hand to a shirt button. 


“When I finish with this building, we can help directly, Hawks.” Frostburn added, as Hawks turned 
around. Good. Tokoyami has spoken highly of you, and Endeavor even more so. I have been 
curious to see you in action for some time, Shouto... 


“What is happening, Keigo?” Fuyumi asked. She was clearly frightened, but she was pushing 
through the fear with ironclad tenacity, her eyes both determined and full of tears. Her bravery, 
even when in the face of danger that she had never prepared to face, stirred something within 
Keigo, something that loved her more every second. “How can I help?” 


“Yumi, I...” Hawks cut himself off, realizing that saying ‘if I somehow die violently and they 
leave my mangled body in pieces, I want you to know that I...’, so he reduced it to; “I love you. 
Never forget, okay? I love that you’re being brave, but I think it will only get scarier. The first 
priority is keeping yourself safe. If you are safe, you can help us three by keeping everyone in the 
restaurant, and everyone I bring in, calm. Talk to them like they are the 7 year olds you usually 
teach! Keep them calm, collected, and in one place, and you will be helping us immensely.” 


“Oh...okay. I... wish I had a strong Quirk to help you more, but Ican do this! Count on me, 
umm...Hawks. And,” Fuyumi grinned, taking off her glasses momentarily, before jumping onto his 
arms and kissing him desperately, passionately, deeply. It was a warm kiss, a sweet kiss, a kiss of 
beginnings and a kiss of hope. “I love you too. Now go save the day!” 


Hawks was confident. Arrogant, even It was difficult to make him flinch, almost impossible to 
scare him. Things that would make others crumble in fear made him laugh. But Fuyumi’s kiss had 
left him blushing like a shy schoolboy, and his heart fluttered within his chest. “Yeah, I go now to 
save everyone, I’m a cool hero, yeah...” 


“Hawks, the lightning rods are ready!” Philosopher called, passing Hawks two dozen metal rods 
with something that looked like batteries on the base, seemingly made of glowing blue crystal. 
“They are a design I brainstormed to defeat my classmate Kaminari and used on the field at 
Typhoon Shouko, they will catch lightning, spread most of the electricity safely into the air, and 
store some charge in the batteries.” 


“Tt looks like gummy bear material...” Hawks pointed out, hefting one of the rods along his hand. 
Almost two meters long, he could wield them like a staff, though the material seemed thin and 
flexible and would not give a good smack. 


“Tt is a theoretical crystalline electrolyte with extra magnesium and-” 


“Just imagine it is a solid Gatorade battery, Hawks.” Frostburn interrupted, cutting through the 
technicalities quickly. 


“What happens if I smash one of these?” 


Frostburn answered again, with the added flair of fire on his fingertips, “Boom.” 


“My idea is to use them to keep from getting zapped, not to attack, but I prefer to know. Get ready 
to start.” Frostburn covered his head with a glistening ice helmet, and Philosopher made a steel 
helmet from the fat on her cheeks, that looked like something a knight would wear. There were 
other pieces of armor on her body now, crafted along with a medieval mace and a few cylinders 
that looked like some type of grenade. 


Hawks took two long feathers in hand and tied a few others around the lightning rods, carrying 
them floating half a meter away from his back. Ten more feathers left to scout and start bringing in 
civilians, and to notify casualties to the paramedics. “Now just to get on the Hero Net...” 


None of them had actively listened to All for One after power had been restablished, busy with 
planning and readying up, so it almost surprised Hawks when it ended abruptly, and Godzilla 
appeared on the TV again. “Now!” Fuyumi stood on a table and started bellowing orders to the 
people, Frostburn started freezing the walls to strengthen them, and Philosopher ran outside to 
place lightning rods on the roof and perimeter. 


Hawks sprang into action, flying through the front door and out into the city. Shibuya had a 
population density of about fifteen thousand per square mile, and he had to move quickly to save 
them. To save as many as he could. To end the villain, that villain whose name he almost 
remembered, who he was sure he had faced before... 


The storm, the vibration of laser attacks, the sound of shields in the distance... Hawks knew who it 
was, and the realization hit him like a truck. “Nine.” 


Chapter End Notes 


Last arc kicks into gear! The ending is almost finished writing, and I hope to focus on 
the next fics soon! Thanks for reading! 
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The day after the call with Izuku had gone by quickly. Toga had given herself entirely to her work 
that day, earning a few thousand yen extra from the baker, as a little incentive to keep on working 
hard. After her time at work had been over, though, she had no hiding from her thoughts, or her 
fears. 


After hanging up her apron and donning a jacket, Toga had taken to the streets, eager for 
something to occupy her mind until it was time to sleep, dreading the stress pooling up inside her, 
making her heart flutter and her stomach ache. She had no appetite, but she still ate something 
around dinner time; if she could stick to schedule, any schedule, she knew it would only help her 
get better. 


While scarfing down on a bean paste bun and drinking some oolong tea, Toga had started thinking 
about her next moves. She needed something good to fill her mind with for the next day; work 
wouldn’t cut it, so she would ask for a day off, and go to a café, listen to music and bring a bunch 
of books and manga. 


With her meal done, she walked over to a nearby bookstore and burned some of her cash on a 
tankobon of a romance manga that she loved, then she perused the other available titles, flipping 
through the pages of some books and magazines, getting really caught up with a kitchen knife 
catalog, and finally finding herself in the fiction books section. 


She wasn’t exactly an avid reader, except if romance manga and unexpectedly vanilla hentai 
counted as reading, but she could tell some of the titles around her were well regarded books and 
series. The smell of paper, new and old, and of wooden shelves, gave her a modicum of peace of 
mind and for a few moments she wasn’t Toga, the girl wanted by the police and who worried for 
the boy she adored. She was Toga, the girl who wanted to buy a big book and lose herself in it. 


Toga moved through the shelves quietly, examining titles and cover art; some looked cool, some 
dumb as hell, some intriguing. She saw one with a giant worm coming out of some sand dunes, she 
saw one that showed a warrior standing stoically, a black sword held in hand, wearing a dragon 
helm, and she saw one with a black cover and a golden dragon. Which one was the “R.R.” guy that 
had tits on his book? This one? I'll take it! 


With a lot more books than she had originally intended, Toga left the bookstore happy and much 
less stressed. With this, I will have something good to do tomorrow. Retail therapy does 
work...maybe next time I'll buy...oh yes, I won’t really have a chance to buy clothes when they give 
me an orange jumpsuit in prison, yeah? Crap. But books and manga, maybe that I can have inside? 
I hope there’s violence in this big book! 


She returned to the garage where she had been sleeping, and found her little futon and blankets 
where she had left them. Her money was stashed in a backpack, as was a knife, a kitchen knife she 
still had in her possession. And her clothes, the ones she wasn’t wearing, at least, were inside it 
already. She was ready to leave in an instant, and she didn’t know exactly why . 


She was usually messy, disorganized; to have everything neatly folded and ready was too much 
caution for her usual self. Perhaps she had readied herself for her arrest that way? 


Sleep took her after several hours of twisting and turning around, and her blankets were all messed 
up, her pillow over her head instead of below it, as she had tried to make the world muffled and 
distant. The insomnia had been dreadful, and her sleep was not peaceful at all, but she felt enough 
energy when her alarm sounded. 


She had set up an alarm to match with the moment that she guessed Izuku’s mission would start; at 
dawn in Hunan province. While the Chinese time zone was unified all throughout the country, at 
just an hour before Japan’s time, the sunrise and sunset were different in different areas. How I 
know that, I have no idea...Anyway, it’s early. Let’s go tell the baker I’m taking the day off. 


She walked inside the bakery, finding her boss already working with the flour, sugar and butter for 
the day’s bread, it looked like croissants were in the making. “Hey boss?” 


“Toga? Your shift doesn’t start in another two hours, all good? Need more blankets?” 


“No, L..I wanted to ask for the day off. Izu...1 mean, someone important to me, he...he’s got to do 
something important. Dangerous. And I will be useless at work if [’m stressing out over it, 
so...please?” Toga was surprised at herself. /’m such a big girl now, asking for a day off all polite- 
like, aren’t I? What the hell am I doing with my life? 


“Mental health’s important, the old boss used to say that. Well, back before he fell ill and Overhaul 
took over, but...you get what I mean. I'll give you some cash for meals, but stay close by, okay? 
There’s some sort of hero parade or something about heroes going on in a couple hours, s’ posed to 
reassure us...” The baker seemed like he was about to spit, but then stopped himself, “Shit, can’t 
spit on a clean establishment, can I? Right then. Take the cash, stay smart. If you want to rest, try 
Mizuno’s café, it’s got nice big TV’s with sports and movies and stuff.” 


Toga thanked him profusely, picked the money he mentioned being in the cash register, and 
grabbed her things from the garage. A part of her felt things would change soon, and she would 
miss her days of normalcy very, very much, but she didn’t dwell on the feeling. She folded her 
blankets and futon, took her backpack and handbag, and she left, quickly arriving at the café and 
finding it to be a cozy, soft-lit place, with the couches organized in booths that somewhat preserved 
her privacy from peering staff and onlookers. 


She hid her hair beneath a beanie hat, her mouth and nose under a facemask, and she had a pair of 
reading glasses with a blue light filter; she didn’t need any eyesight correction, but the filter made 
her eyes look greener, and made her less identifiable. J wish they made my eyes a deeper shade of 
green, like my Izu-Izu’s eyes...god, I love his eyes so much, his honest, pure eyes... 


After buying a warm cup of some Valentine’s themed coffee, Toga sat in the only booth hidden 
from security cameras, facing away from the staff, and she got comfortable with her book and 
romance manga. Some time passed, and she guessed that Izuku was still travelling towards All for 
One’s Chinese base, somewhere in the mountains. For the first time that she had memory of, she 
prayed. 


Gods? I dunno if you exist, even to which one I’m talking to? But please, just keep him safe, okay? 
Keep Tomura safe too, maybe I can see him soon in jail. I leave that in your hands, got it? And if 
anything happens to them, I will become a full on obnoxious atheist, got it? This is a threat, gods! 
A threat! 


Knowing that there was nothing else she could do, she turned back to her book, focused, and soon 
she was back in a world of scheming, battles and somewhat awkward smut. This kid’s gonna fall 
off the tower, I’m calling it... 


Then her phone started ringing, calling her attention. The ringtone was one of the songs from 
Izuku’s playlist, and All Might theme with the words “I am here, here for you, always”, that had 
resonated deeply with Toga. Only Izuku had her number, so it had to be him! Excited that he was 
calling already, she assumed that he had won already! Wait... 


Before she even finished unlocking her phone, it flashed with a sudden image and the ringtone fell 
silent. In the corner of her vision she saw the same image appear at once on every screen in the 
café. It was eerie at first, then, when she recognized the figure on the image, it became terrifying. 


It was All for One. 


“Heroes, villains, citizens. You know who I am. I apologize for the quality of the image, this 
broadcast Quirk is a very recent acquisition, and the monks who were kind enough to shelter me 
had only a small camcorder.” What the fuck? He can do this now? Just take over my goddamn 
phone and broadcast himself like some gaming streamer asshole? Fuck you, All for One, what are 
you playing at? 


So much of Toga’s past seemed forgotten, only a glimpse here and there, and yet AFO had always 
scared her. His voice had seemed familiar from the start, and every time she had heard him talk, a 
part of her had this strange reverence , a strange respect. She hated him, she was terrified of him, 
and yet she knew she could follow his orders. She knew she should follow his orders. 


“Te-chan! The TVs! Is this one of your pranks?” The barista and the waiter were trying everything 
to get the televisions back to normal, but when they saw their phones taken over as well, and even a 
digital menu tablet, they started panicking. But Toga did not focus on them; her eyes were glued to 
her own screen. 


“T have a few words for my friends,” Toga felt a chill run down her spine, and her full attention was 
on the phone. She tried taking off her earphones, not to listen to him. She was afraid now, 
recognizing it as the start of the passwords. Yes, Toga. You know what comes next. “Cenotaph, 
Farmhouse, Storm, Hail, God's Eye, Simple, Execute.” They had been simple words, and still Toga 
knew they had just sentenced her to hell. 


One three two seven ninety-eight. 


Toga felt a jolt of electricity in her spine, reaching all the way to her brain. Her synapses were 
activated suddenly, violently, and her eyes rolled backwards. She couldn’t see, she couldn’t 
breathe, her every sense was assaulted and shut off in an instant. She felt everything drift, her 
hands and feet turning cold. It seemed like no air was reaching her lungs, and her mind tried 
holding on, desperately... 


One three two seven ninety-eight. 


Then her eyes shot open. They were blinded, not seeing the café around her, attacked by a flurry of 
flashing lights, too quick... Images? Twenty five men and women, photographed a thousand times 
each, from every possible angle until she had a three dimensional picture of each and every one of 
them. Knowledge about their names and locations streamed through her lips in mute whispers. Her 
head hurt, all over, but especially where the nape of her neck connected with her skull, a searing hot 
flash of agony that came and went as if spelling a name in morse code. No...NO...Not a name...a 
number? The numbers, Himiko, what do they mean? 


One three two seven ninety-eight. 


Her fingers flexed with a practiced strength and agility, and her legs tensed, as if ready for a jump. 


She could see again, but her ears felt numb, filled with static. Voices, the voices of each person, of 
each target now surfaced, all at once, her brain picking them apart one by one. She knew these 
people now, she knew what would happen. Her head was pounding with the intensity of a 
sledgehammer, and she thought her head might explode. 


One three two seven ninety-eight. 


She took a step forward, then another. She picked up her backpack and slung it on her back, and 
she shoved her phone into her pocket, feeling a sense of dread and panic take her over, as she had 
not commanded her body to do those actions. She had not wanted to move; her body had done so 
itself. And it hurt , as every muscle’s nerves flared in protest. Please...please... 


One three two seven ninety-eight. 


She tried screaming, turning her head, flexing a finger or a toe. Nothing happened. She couldn’t 
even move her eyes. What the fuck? No, no, no....what is happening to me? AHHHHH!!! What the 
fuck is going on??? Why can’t I move? Help! HELP? She took another step forward, mechanically, 
and she put all her effort in stopping herself from raising her other leg; it only slowed it down half a 
second, and her feet still stamped on the ground. NO. STOP. This is my body...STOP! 


One three two seven ninety-eight. 


One more step forward, then another and another. What...what are you? A parasite? A curse? A 
possession? FUCK YOU! She tried screaming again, and her throat made no sound at all. She felt 
everything her body felt, and it did not show the signs of her panic, of her fear. /’m fucking losing 
it, this isn’t...and my body isn’t even sweating, not even breathing differently. I’m shitting myself 
with fear inside...inside my fucking brain, and it, and you...and my body is calm and collected and 
sore but OKAY! My head...my fucking head...my legs...Fuck, fuck, fuck... 


One three two seven ninety-eight. 


Her migraine had transcended any headache that she had ever experienced, but Toga managed to 
focus on the numbers; 132798. They meant nothing to her and yet her mind was filled with voices 
speaking the number, yelling it, always followed by orders, by punishments, by dictation, by 
knowledge. Language, skill, pain and indoctrination...It was all connected.Al/of it. That 
number...that number is the code, activated by the words...gods, what is going on? 


One three two seven ninety-eight. “Enough questions.” 


You answered? Using MY mouth, my vocal cords, my fucking lungs for air? My own voice? No... 
Toga’s blood ran cold. She knew that voice; it was her own, and yet, it wasn’t. It was dark, cold 
and bloody, violent and angry. It was the harsh yet smooth voice that haunted the dark corners of 
her mind, that urged her to be worse. The voice of survival, of violent victory, the voice of her 
bloodlust. 


For so long she had thought that it was simply her fractured mind giving scattered thoughts and 
urges a voice, but now the bloodlust had spoken with her own lips, had walked with her own feet, 
making a beeline for the train station. Toga tried screaming again, feeling more lost than ever. 
Even in her darkest moments she’d had herself, had been able to move, to cry, to yell and kick and 
scream. Help me...help me! Someone, anyone, STOP ME! Get this thing off from inside my head, 
please! 


Her headache slowly receded, her pain becoming less physical and more mental, and her muscles 
hurt less and less as she walked forward, taking a train. Her eyes scanned the map, fixing on the 


station for Tokyo Haneda Airport. “Attention, passengers, all trains passing through Shibuya 
Station and nearby stops have been stopped due to a villain attack. We apologize for the 
inconvenience.” A speaker on the train announced, and her eyes darted all around the map, finding 
a good route... To the airport? What the fuck? No no no NO! Stop! Don’t flee, you fucking bitch. 
We are NOT leaving, not when we...not when Izu-Izu is counting on me, I promised...I 
PROMISED...Don’t... DON’T USE MY MONEY! I EARNED THAT! 


Please...please... She had never pleaded so much for her life, never been so desperate. The train 
went on and on, both Toga and her body mere passengers, unable to control their vessels, brought 
to their destination without their input. “The blood calls, Toga. The mission. We have been 
activated. We serve now, one way or another. You have talked and talked, dreamed and fought, 
and listened to us so seldom... You had your chance. No more. We act, we move, we kill .” 


Kill? No, no, NO! I promised Izu-Izu, I promised! I vowed not to kill. Stop right now, let me go, 
give me back my fucking body... “No. I'm in control now.” 


Who are you? Are you reallyme ? How long have you been inside my brain? Toga tried calming 
down, getting her mind cool and focused. She needed to find a way to break free and get her body 
back, to push the voice back to the depths of her brain. She needed to take back control, to end the 
waking nightmare. “I’ve been with you from before you existed. ’'m as much you as you are me. 
Our skills, our knowledge, our self, our mind. We are one.” No, we are fractured. We are separate. 
I am Toga, Himiko Toga. I’m not you, that is not my grave. 


“T am the monster. The instincts. The beast.” The voice was devoid of any accent and soft, barely a 
whisper. Nobody else on the train could hear it, nobody else could tell that Toga had stopped being 
herself and was now in the power of an alien, an invader. “You know who I am, Toga.” 


And who the fuck is that, eh? Who are you? 


“One three two seven ninety-eight.” 


One moment Nejire was walking down Shibuya Crossing, helping an old lady across, and the next 
there was chaos, and she was reacting on instinct, shielding the lady and as many passers by as she 
leapt out of the way from a spectral blue dragon, snapping its jaws at the pedestrians and heroes, its 
attack matched by burning purple lasers. A broadcast was now on every single one of the huge 
screens of Shibuya, showing All for One, not in a tattered prisoner’s one piece but rather a fine suit 
and a creepy skull mask. 


It had been some kind of signal for an attack. 


A van had skidded into the middle of the crossing, gunning past a red light, running over three 
people, but the attack had only begun with that. Four villains had emerged, three from the side 
door, one from the driver’s seat. All the guys wore tailored suits, and a girl wore a shirt and vest 
with some shorts and stockings, with long boots, and underneath the villain’s clothes Nejire could 
see some body armour, right before they unleashed hell with a rain of spikes erupting from a 
woman’s long hair, a cone of fire from a man’s mouth and dreadful purple lasers from the leader’s 
fingers, cutting cars and buses in half, and slicing the road itself. Twin blue dragons emerged from 
the leader’s back, tearing into the nearby buildings. 


Casualties had started mounting almost instantly. Nejire felt her world spinning and her heart grow 
heavy as she saw people dying around her, innocent people who had not hurt anyone, civilians who 
had been at the crossing for work or school or just hanging out with their friends. The purple lasers 
cut them down indiscriminately, thin blades exploded to stab people of all ages and the blue 
spectres of dragons attacked heroes and civilians just as fiercely. 


She saw the broken bodies of innocent people, and the bloodstained capes of dead heroes, but 
Nejire did not despair. There were still people she could save, there were still thousands that they 
had to protect, and they had to avenge the dozens that had fallen already. 


For an instant, the villains stopped and Nejire could see the leader’s eyes, the only thing besides 
his flowing white hair not hidden by a mask. They were cold eyes, ruthless, barely registering all 
the people he had just killed. His eyes moved around and he spotted the cluster of heroes that had 
Nejire, her Big 3 friends and Endeavor’s agency, and he gave a casual signal with his right hand, 
pointing at them. The two other male villains charged forward, and Nejire knew that the civilians 
killed had not even been part of the villain’s goal; it had all been to get the heroes to fight them 
with no mercy. 


The statue of Hachiko the loyal dog was torn from the ground by floating bandages, and flung at 
Endeavor, who incinerated it before it hit, but the battle was on. Four villains against more than a 
dozen heroes, and Nejire hoped help would be on the way soon. 


“Wave Motion, we must save who we can before doing anything else! Lemillion, take the cars, 
let's go!” Even as pro heroes around them panicked, or were overtaken by shock, Suneater had 
stepped up. His voice was not the most confident, or the loudest, but the fear in his eyes did not 
affect how steady he was as he moved, already activating his Quirk to armour up with crab plates 
and octopus tentacles, while his legs turned avian, recalling more a velociraptor’s than a chicken’s. 


It was very attractive. Nejire had to turn away, before this extra confident Tamaki did a number on 
her weak heart, the last thing she needed was to be crushing on him again while a battle raged on. 
She might be considered an airhead, but getting distracted by a boy during a vital fight? That was 
just dumb! 


“T’ll burn them. HELL SPIDER!” Endeavor said over the radio, charging forward, a spider web of 
flame hurtling towards the villains an instant later, vaporising their van and cutting between the 
villains, making them jump for cover. The leader held a shield protecting himself and the woman, 
the taller one with animal features ran to one side, the one who looked like a mummy to the other. 


“Wave Motion, peel off from the civilians and ATTACK! Full power, we have to defeat those 
shields!” Endeavor yelled. For a moment, Nejire considered telling him no, but if the Hell Spider 
had not made a dent on the shield, she was the person with the second most powerful long range 
Quirk, so combining them both could work. 


“Got it! Who are these people? Hero Net, any info?” 


A police command centre was quick to answer, just as Nejire rushed forward to blast the leader’s 
shield, the operator’s calm voice talking quickly but clearly, “Heroes this is the Shibuya command 
post for the Metro PD, we have started coordinating response. Sixty heroes from different areas of 
Tokyo are presently being rerouted. Security camera footage for the 
villains...analyzing...Unaffiliated gang. Leader alias; Nine. He has multiple Quirks.” 


“T can tell, dammit! The shield, lasers and dragons could not be a single Quirk!” Endeavor roared, 
as the steady stream of his flames made Nine’s shields change colours from yellow to orange. Is it 
a status indicator of some kind? How curious! Were they green before Endeavor attacked? Maybe 


blue! I wish I had blue shields. Maybe some blueberry pie to eat? Yummy...Focus, Nejire, let’s 
fight! 


“Charge: 35%, Spiral Wave!” Wave Motion yelled, building up the power all over her body and 
releasing it through her hands, the pure kinetic energy hitting Nine’s shield with the strength of an 
armoured truck crashing at top speed. The shield held, but behind it Nine struggled to stay on his 
feet, the henchwoman supporting him, anchoring themselves with her hair. 


“Who is the woman?” Nejire asked. In the corner of her vision, she saw the other heroes start 
fighting the beast-like villain and the one that she had started calling “Mummy”, cause he looked 
just like Yuyu at the first year Halloween party. I wonder if this villain also has mascara on his 
eyes and a Cleopatra wig, like Yuyu...Maybe not! 


“Her alias is Slice, can use her hair as a weapon. The other two are referred to as Chimera and 
Mummy.” The policeman on the other side of the radio said, speaking as calmly as possible. When 
he confirmed the last name, Nejire couldn’t help but giggle. “...All good, Wave Motion?” 


“Oh yeah, sorry! We’ll defeat them in no time!” She looked back and found Mirio and Tamaki 
pulling people from cars and buses, with other heroes joining in to help. Crust, one of the top ten, 
had joined, and was using his organic shell shields to cover the civilians as they rushed towards the 
metro entrances. 


“Get the trains to ferry these people away and then interrupt all incoming trains to Shibuya!” 
Endeavor ordered, and the police quickly answered that it would take too long, and it was 
impossible, “JUST DO IT! NOW! The possible damage here could be catastrophic, I need those 
stations empty in case the street collapses! There could be hundreds dead around the crossing, but 
if the stations get destroyed, it will be thousands. DO. IT.” 


“Coordinating with traffic now. Trains to Shibuya are halted.” another officer replied, “Paramedics 
have been dispatched to the nearest train stations to receive wounded!” 


Even as the situation developed, Nine’s shields held on, and he stood taller, getting ready to attack 
again. The woman, Slice, seemed to be gathering her strength as well... 


“Everybody take cover!” Wave Motion ordered, flying back to the ground and shooting an energy 
beam down, creating a crater large enough for Endeavor to leap in as well, as a massive air 
pressure built up all around them, pulling every piece of debris inwards towards Nine. 


And then the air pressure that had built up released in a vortex of wind, rain and hail, a tornado of 
nature’s power climbing upwards and to the rooftops of nearby buildings, making clouds appear 
much closer than any natural clouds would be, but just as dark, just as full of rain. 


In instant later the downpour started, and dozens of bolts of lightning sprang from within the 
clouds, hitting the ground. Two heroes were hit, burnt to a crisp before they even had the time to 
scream, and some cars were hit, and Nejire prayed to any deity that would listen that the people 
who had been in them had gotten away. 


The world became a clash of dark blue and orange, streaked with the pure white of lightning, as the 
instant storm raged and fires erupted everywhere from the lightning hitting cars and igniting their 
gas tanks. Some buildings were on fire now, too, the flames too hot to be put out by the rain, at 
least for the moment. Raindrops flew all over, the wind getting them into Nejire’s eyes, and 
soaking her hair. I’ll catch a cold, we all will! Tamaki will have to nurse us back to health again, 
and Mirio’s sneezes will make the apartment shake! 


But even as the elements attacked and forced the heroes to move fast to evade, Nejire had noticed 
that Nine didn’t have his shield active anymore. She looked back to where he was, and he had 
fallen to one knee. His white suit was dirtied by dust and debris, and on the collar, Nejire thought 
she saw blood. “Looks like he can’t use the storm at the same time as the other powers!” she said, 
calling to Endeavor, who was crouching behind cover, looking for an opening. 


“My team’s engaged with the rescue. They have moved to the metro trains, I think. The buildings 
over there, that your team?” Nejire squinted, finding Tamaki using his claws and tentacles, 
climbing the side of a building with a rope tied to his back and Mirio just below. 


“Yes!” As they spoke, Nine raised his shields again, in a glowing yellow bubble of energy around 
him. The moment it covered him, the storm seemed to shift and become more natural, less focused. 
So he can’t control both at the same time, confirmed! The storm wasn’t any less dangerous or 
strong without direct control, Nejire noticed as a bolt of lightning hit nearby, creating a hole that 
showed the train tracks underneath. 


“If we make him use the storm actively, he will lower the shields. Then we can take him down. 
Call the other two, we can use their help for this, but we need to keep him busy. Attack in 3...2...1! 
FLASHFIRE FIST!” Endeavor rose from the meager cover that Nejire’s street crater provided, his 
entire arm coated in a bolt of flame that he shot towards the shield. When Endeavor opened his fist, 
fire shot out of his palm like a siphon, with a terrifying woosh . 


“50% Charge: Spiral Cutter!” Nejire concentrated half of her maximum output in a wave of energy 
sharpened to a keen edge, about a meter across, and it started battering Nine’s shield. 


The other heroes would fight the less dangerous minions, she knew. Their backs were guarded, the 
threat was all in front of them, and she’d help arrest this gang in no time. So many people are dead 
and wounded...so much pain and destruction, and All for One was on the screens, that was the 
signal, it seems. It’s his fault. 


These villains fight for him? Then we will take them down! 


As Nejire fired more and more energy blasts at the shield and it started turning orange, it flickered 
for an instant, and she saw that Nine was alone now. Slice, the villain woman, was gone, and she 
had been much closer than the other two henchmen, if she attacked, Nejire would be caught 
unawares. 


But that didn’t matter. Her power was vital in stopping Nine, and she would take the hit if it meant 
winning. “Tidal Wave Flood: 100% Charge!” 


Ground Zero had been on the ground for ten minutes now, after Deku had pushed him out of the 
helicopter and he had landed with a few explosions to slow down his fall. It had been embarrassing, 
infuriating even, but Deku had likely saved his life by ejecting Katsuki from the craft. 


The HUD contacts were working fine, showing him the positions of Shigaraki and Deku, but the 
jump had scattered them over an area of about three square miles. For a moment, he had glimpsed 
the soldiers rappelling from a cliff several hundred meters away, but fog had spread all around the 
area, cutting them off. The last he had seen of them had been orange robed monks rushing them. 


“T see you.” The voice whispered in his ear, as if the villain was right next to Ground Zero. 


He reacted quickly, blasting two fast explosions right at where the sound had come from and 
whirling around, readying the shotgun glove. Hatsume had designed it as an attachment for his 
regular gauntlet, which made it slightly larger and bulkier around the fingers and replaced the 
single blast hole in the middle of his palm, for a dozen smaller ones, spread apart. 


It was designed to spread out his explosion right like a shotgun would, while collecting 
uncombusted sweat in the same glove and allowing him to quickly chain up to ten shots without 
having to make any extra effort. The glove’s extra thickness was to store the “magazine” sweat 
and, at the same time, reduce the shock of the blasts. 


But right where he had aimed the shotgun glove, there was no one. Ground Zero lowered his 
weapon, cursing under his breath. He had almost panicked, reacting quickly just out of instinct. His 
fight or flight response was triggered and he felt the hair on the back of his neck standing on edge. 


Fog. Such a simple weapon, and it was unnerving him. The HUD map had blurred, becoming 
useless except for the compass. The monastery is to the north, so that’s where I should fucking go, 
right? The soldiers’ status lights all flickered, and then Deku and Shigaraki started fading away, 
the lights becoming faint. “Fuck. I won’t know where they are...” But I could still use the radio. 
Though, if All for One just took over my fucking phone, is that even safe? 


The valley floor was the worst place to be. The “floating islands” were fractured cliffs that rose 
hundreds of feet up to the sky, and, with the fog, Katsuki couldn’t see where they ended. He 
couldn’t see where each one started, either. It was a maze of rock and moss and the vague outlines 
of trees. 


“Katsuki Bakugou...[’m curious about you.” 


“Fuck off!” Katsuki shot his grenade launcher, the concussion shell exploding against a cliff face, 
and not against a person. 


“T see quite clearly why Tomura thought you could be a villain, and yet...you are just the kind of 
hero that Toshinori ended up condemning Japan to. Oh poor, poor Katsuki...the suffering you’ ve 
gone through...And meanwhile, you are exactly what Japan pleads for, what it screams for, what it 
prays for in the night. You, child, are a weapon . Oh, it is so delicious to see how All Might’s good 
intentions were so twisted, so perverted in your little mind...” 


The words bounced everywhere in the fog, and no amount of cursing or attacks stopped it. All for 
One spoke, and Katsuki was forced to listen. “You know NOTHING about me!” 


“Maybe not about you, specifically, no, you were never the most interesting person to spy on. 
Doctor Ujiko didn’t think you would be too useful as a Nomu, you know? Even then, you were 
unpredictable, disobedient, unruly. Making you a_ braindead servant would have 
been...counterproductive.” All for One spoke softly, condescendingly. He’ll kill me if he gets a 
chance. I won’t let that fucking happen. 


“T am a watrior, never a servant.” Katsuki grumbled, running into the fog. In it, he was vulnerable, 
yes, but if he flew above it, there was a chance he’d come across whoever had shot down their 
helicopter. 


All for One could take them all on his own, but if he had minions to do his bidding, why not send 
them? There could be dozens of monks crawling all over the canyons, and they were in the way. 
Ground Zero needed to get back with Deku and the Dragon Twins, and maybe Shigaraki, wherever 
he was now. 


Ground Zero moved forward. Even the compass in his HUD had faded away, so he didn’t know for 
certain what direction forward was, but he trusted his instinct. He believed the downed helicopter 
was somewhere to the side, and that temple in front. He walked a few short, tentative paces, then 
he broke to a run. 


He didn’t charge blindly, though. Katsuki blasted whatever was in front of him, not to attack, but as 
an improvised radar; if there was a sudden sound of stone shrapnel, he knew to slow the fuck 
down. 


He ran for about three minutes, correcting his trajectory whenever he got too close to a floating 
island, but moving forward always. He could feel that All for One was getting closer, but he 
couldn’t tell if it was because he was running, or because AFO was moving himself. The second 
option gave him pause, and Katsuki decided that he needed to stop and think of a plan. 


“Deku, you there?” Katsuki tried his radio, hoping for the best. If he could get to Deku, the 
chances of taking out whoever had created the fog increased to double, and Deku might have 
already identified who that was, given that he had likely jumped off the helicopter after Katsuki, 
and might have seen more as it went down, before he jumped himself. 


“Kacchan! I mean...Ground Zero. I am a bit...busy...”» Katsuki could hear the sounds of a 
shockwave, rocks sliding, and then, to his ear, he heard Deku yell, “SMASH!” And for a second, 
the fog was cut by the strength of Deku’s attack...but he was far away, and high above in the cliffs. 


Fog. So much fog. 


Deku needed to find the source, and soon. The fog was turning denser and denser, and every move 
he made there was more water in it. And he could feel a tension start to build. 


It was a storm in the making, and fully enveloped the canyon. Someone's Quirk. Maybe the Quirks 
of more than one person. Where are you? 


The way forward was not clear. Advance and hope for the best, charging blindly? Maybe Kacchan 
would try that, but Izuku felt it was futile. He needed a vantage point, to see where the fog was 
thickest. It is an emitter Quirk, so the epicentre is where the most amount must be! 


With a quick leap, Izuku started to climb, burying his gloved fingers deep into the stone of the cliff 
whenever he couldn't find a handhold. He climbed fast, finding the next little rock to hang onto, 
swinging his feet at the stone to cement his hold every time. In mere seconds he was quite a bit 
above the floor, but he needed to climb higher if he was to see what he needed. 


Izuku didn't know how far the stone column he was climbing reached. He knew that one of them 
reached a kilometer in length, but he had no idea if it was this one. 


The giant pillar was covered in vegetation. Moss, small trees, shrubs. They weren't adequate 
handholds and they just got in the way, so he evaded them. A couple minutes after starting his 
climb, he looked around. He was a hundred meters above the ground and he could see a lot more... 
there! 


Deku tensed his legs, readying himself to jump. His enemy was not on ground level, as he had 
imagined; he was on another cliff, right in front of him! 


“Deku, you there?” Bakugou’s voice caught him off guard, almost making him fall, but he steadied 
himself, readying again to jump. 


“Kacchan! I mean...Ground Zero. I am a bit...busy...”” He made a note to use the hero name, it was 
simple the polite thing to do, but he needed to deal with his enemy before! 


Deku leapt, crushing the surface of the pillar he had been climbing and sending the debris crashing 
down. He maneuvered his body as deftly as he could, aiming in mid air for the source, clenching 
his fists to fight whoever was his enemy. 


The moment he was close enough, Deku let One for All flow throughout his body as much as he 
could handle. The feeling was an old friend now, the power rushing through his veins, his every 
nerve charged with it. The hair on the back of his neck stood on end and he could feel every 
muscle in his body tense more and more. 


Deku didn't know what his foe looked like. If they were weak, or strong, if they were armored or 
not. But he aimed at the very centre of the fog, blindly, and he punched. 


"SMASH!" 


At 35% Full Cowling, his fist tore the mist to ribbons all around him, and his punch connected with 
a Satisfying crunch, as the kevlar and leather of his gloves met a man's ribs. 


There was a low gurgling sound as the man tried to catch his breath again, holding onto his chest, 
and Deku used that moment to see what his enemy looked like. The man had a shaved head 
covered in tattoos, painted onto his skin in dark blue ink, in patterns that resembled Buddhist 
engravings, but with the order altered, perverted. He was no Buddhist, that was clear, even if he 
wore the red and orange robes. 


His eyes were a piercing green and he blinked quickly as he drew his breath, in the few instants 
Deku gave him to surrender. Over the robes, the monk carried tactical gear, in a harness full of 
ammunition for the rifle he still had slung across his back. The man's eyes focused right on Deku's, 
and he pushed his hands forward, and a dark grey fog emerged from swollen pores in his palms. 


But it was too late for him. Carried by the momentum of his punch, Deku rolled around and 
brought his leg up, spinning quickly, right into the monk's jaw. 


Few people could take such a hit and stay upright. Most people would crumble to the ground, 
knocked out, a few would take it and then get up. A select group would keep fighting, even after 
such a savage kick. 


This monk was not one from that last group of people. Teeth flew, the jaw dislocated, the neck was 
sprained. There was no time for the man to finish his attack, which probably had been an attempt to 
blind Izuku further with the dark fog and then shoot him with his rifle. 


The monk fell down unto what Izuku saw was a little cleft in the rock face, large enough for three 
or four people to stand on, so the monk had enough space to collapse. Izuku himself landed a foot 
away from the downed enemy, his fingers up, aiming right at his face. He waited for a second, 
then two, then three... 


The rogue monk was completely out of the fight. Without worrying about a sudden counterattack, 
Izuku inched closer and examined his enemy even further. The man was thin, but not to the point 
where he was malnourished, and his robes were lined with rich fur in the collar. Buddhists 
wouldn’t have such luxuries in their clothes. A quick check revealed that he was still breathing, 


raggedly. The damage to his face was considerable, and his neck would probably need months of 
physiotherapy, but it didn’t seem like Izuku had broken it with his kick. 


Izuku touched the man’s ribs, trying to see where his first punch had landed. There was no easily 
visible damage, but it seemed like the skin was getting swollen near his lower ribs on the right 
side, and from the crunch he had felt when his punch had connected...they were broken. Izuku 
looked at his enemy’s breathing, which seemed constant enough; the lungs had not collapsed. 


The monk would live, and his fog would fade within minutes. He would wake up, in quite a bit of 
pain, and by then, Izuku would have moved on to the next battle, so it was necessary to restrain the 
man. Izuku pulled out a pair of handcuffs from his belt, placed the monk’s hands behind his back 
and clasped them on, and he sat the limp, unconscious man against the cliff wall. Using a length of 
extra capture rope, Izuku had an idea to secure the man against the stone; to use the barrel of his 
rifle as an anchor! 


One loop around the monk, one tied to the capture rope, and Izuku stabbed the stone again and 
again, firmly cementing the metal tube to the cliff. It served two purposes, as he also had 
completely disabled the weapon. 


Chapter End Notes 


Thanks for reading! See you next time! 


Prey and Predator 


Ground Zero kept moving forward. After Deku had defeated a monk, the two had started rushing 
forward, looking for a place to meet. On his HUD, he saw Shigaraki moving their way, too. Jf we 
keep going, we will find the temple. Fucking simple. We were pretty close to it when we crashed 
and I don’t think we got turned around...Or at least, I didn’t! 


He kept on going, even when he saw Deku and Shigaraki slowing down. He suspected they had 
been caught up in fighting, ambushed by the monks. “Kac...1 mean, Ground Zero, I am fighting a 
few...a few monks. I will call when I’m done! Shigaraki, keep moving, we’re counting on you!” 


“Sure. Keep safe, Deku. I’m still moving, but I’ve had to dust some obstacles in my way...” 
Shigaraki spoke on the radio for the first time, his breathing ragged, sounding exhausted already. It 
isn’t exactly a jog around the park, is it? Stay strong, fucker, don’t you dare die to the fucking 
monks, we have a job to do! 


“Keep going, bastards!” Ground Zero told the two, hoping to sound encouraging, and then the 
radios fell silent. They fell silent for far too long, but he saw that their status still showed them 
alive and moving, so he ignored them and focused on advancing. 


He walked and walked, after running proved stupid, as the stone pillars around him grew thinner 
but closer together. 


“The other two are gone, Katsuki Bakugou. It is just you, and me.” The voice was unmistakable, 
still spoken through a voice modulator inside a closed off helmet. A dreadful voice that sent 
shivers down Katsuki's spine. A voice full of malice, full of cunning, with the confidence of an 
immortal in every word. 


More than ten minutes had passed since Katsuki had last heard Deku on the radio, after he had 
apparently defeated one of the monks, and there was no sign of Shigaraki on the HUD anymore, 
having blinked out of the map. Js it the fog? For fucks sake, it stopped getting denser after Deku 
attacked that first guy, why is it still becoming all watery? Is it interfering with the radio? 


“They are still alive! Shigaraki, Deku...they are still out there!” Katsuki yelled. He could not see 
his enemy. Even after Deku had taken out the terrorist responsible for that damned mist, it had not 
subsided, and he had not yet found All for One. 


“You trust something as fallible as your gear? What do you have, a watch that shows their status? 
An HUD in a pair of contact lenses? Don't trust that. Don't trust your eyes, don't trust your ears. Or 
else you might think I am right...here.”” AFO's last words were whispered right into his left ear, so 
close that Katsuki almost felt a breath... almost . There was no one there. 


“T can trick your ears with a simple echo. Look at your gear...what do you see?” Katsuki took a 
peek at his HUD, and suddenly Deku's vitals started going haywire, while Shigaraki's flatlined. 
That is fake too. They are still alive, still out there. 


“You three are right where I want you. Trapped in my maze, forced to listen. I may be many 
things; the strongest man alive, an immortal, the lord of all villains, but most of all, I am a teacher. 
A Sensei . And as such, I have many things to teach you, if you just listen. Even if we will fight to 
the death in a few minutes, I will make you understand.” 


“Fuck off.” Katsuki said. He needed to find the others, or find an enemy to fight. Whatever he did, 


he knew that listening to All for One was dangerous. 


“Such...vulgar vocabulary. I didn't expect much from you, to be perfectly honest, Katsuki. Not at 
all. But then again, you were made to be this way. All along, a simple gene started your path, and 
made this moment inevitable. You are a product , much more than you ever were a person, much 
less than Tomura. He resisted, you know? All along. Weakly, in his own powerless ways. But I 
made him a tool in the end, a weapon. But you? You were turned to a weapon so easily, so 
readily...my friends wish they had as easy a time brainwashing children to be killers, as easy as it 
was for Japan to turn you. All they needed, was a few videos of All Might beating up people. Quite 
amazing, if I can admit that.” 


“You are wrong. J chose to be a hero, I wanted it-" 


“All along, didn't you? Can a four year old truly choose freely? Does a four year old know what he 
is doing, that such a dream can remain, unchanged, till adulthood? No, Katsuki. That dream was 
planted into your mind by those around you. Your mother, your father, your teachers. All Might, 
through his actions, if not his words. All your ideals, all your hopes and dreams...none of that 
started in you, not originally. Why do you want to be a hero, Katsuki?” 


That voice mocked him, the tone almost playful, and yet...didactic, like Aizawa explaining a law. 


“To be the best. To always win, no matter against who! To show everyone, everywhere, who I 
am!” 


“The “best”. The “strongest”. Comparing yourself to others to find your own worth...since when 
did your doubts start? Ah...back then. That sunny day, that creek, that fall...to be saved by someone 
powerless, by the pariah that you tried to run off...I see it all now.” 


“How the fuck? NOBODY KNOWS ABOUT THAT!” Katsuki yelled. AFO was getting into his 
mind, slowly, surely, every word sinking its claws into his brain. 


“Oh, Katsuki, the truth is written all over your face. You can't hide a secret, not from me, not from 
Izuku. “Deku’...you fear him. He has surpassed you in so many ways. Every achievement you 
could rub in his face has turned to ashes, disappeared. He always had the moral high ground, your 
power advantage slips away every second. And you are not strong enough to let go, to let him have 
this life, to have the spot you feel is rightfully yours." 


“That...no.... am over that!” Katsuki said, but he knew it was a lie. No matter how much he had 
now accepted Deku, no matter the trust, deep down he still felt unsure, vulnerable. Scared. The 
mission had been as much to reassure himself of his own self worth, as it had been a last ditch 
attempt to see Deku be weaker than him one final time. J can’t... can’t accept him being stronger. 
It was all that mattered and now...NOW HE IS STRONGER! What do I have? What can I still do? 


“You can lie to me, you can speak the words. But I know your truth. I see you, Katsuki Bakugou. 
Your beginning, your development. Your end.” 


The air suddenly became stale. The mist changed, the moisture in it drying up alarmingly. Katsuki 
felt every drop of sweat on his skin evaporate. The fog had dried up, and had left a cloud of dust in 
its wake. 


His vision was still clouded, and the dust got even more in the way as he tried moving forward. He 
put on goggles that he found on his belt and blinked away, trying to focus his eyes again. 


There was no heat, there was almost no wind. But it was dry, so dry... 


Katsuki felt despair. His breathing quickened as he tried, again and again, to ignite the sweat on his 
hands, but the explosions turned out small, stifled. And then he ran out of sweat completely. 


He had been rendered powerless. Now I feel weaker than everyone else... 


“NO! FUCK THAT. I CAN STILL FIGHT!” His voice didn't break, and he raised his arms, ready 
to fight. Whoever had done this, it was not AFO; there had been no immediate follow up. The 
moisture control was their one power. Enough! I won’t get any stronger by letting myself get killed. 
I will show them that I AM strong... 


Wait. Fuck. I'm still just fighting a fucking henchman. But where? Can I still use my gear without 
the spark my hands make? Can I ignite the sweat I have saved up now? 


He waited. He needed to look vulnerable; he would only get one shot. He had no way of testing his 
equipment, so he would need to trust Hatsume's design. 


He lowered his arms, feigning weakness. He panted heavily, exaggerating his tiredness; if he could 
sweat again, he still could fight for the entire day, but of this went on... 


He tried to listen, to predict where the enemy would attack, but his ears didn't pick up any sound. 


All he had were his instincts, and suddenly they flared up, feeling danger. He trusted; his instincts, 
Hatsume's gear, his own fate. 


And he took a shot. 


The trigger mechanism worked perfectly, igniting the sweat in the shell. In a fraction of a second, 
the shell split and the grenade was launched, the warhead flying...one second, two...boom. 


A man yelled, fifty meters ahead of him. The dryness instantly dropped, and Katsuki felt a bead of 
sweat on his forehead. I’m sweating...I'm sweating! 


With a smug smile he walked forward. The plan had failed, and his enemy had not expected a 
grenade in his approach. And walking up to him, Katsuki saw that his enemy had been an ugly, 
bald, fat monk. 


His orange robes were torn by the concussive force of Katsuki's grenade, his skin swollen and 
bumpy. His weapon was some kind of puny rifle, torn to shreds by the grenade, and some of the 
shrapnel was littered all around him. His arms were broken, his hands covered in blood, 
fingerbones shattered, protruding from the skin. A leg had been dislocated at the hip, painfully. 


But the man was alive. Mostly. And a boot to the face made sure that he was alive and out of the 
fight. 


“Take that you fucker!” Katsuki kicked the monk another four times, just for fun, and yelled, 
“Now bring on AFO! I WILL KILL YOU FOR THIS!” 


“Killing me won't stop your problems, Katsuki. You won't even get recognition for this. Your 
mission is top secret, even if you succeed. Could you handle it? The world believing I was taken 
out by a vague group of heroes? And not Ground Zero, the hero at the centre of change?” The 
villain’s voice was smooth as butter, cold as ice, striking deep into Katsuki’s heart like an iron 
dagger. 


“You can't handle that, being sidelined, being ignored. Being one of many at UA already put 
tension upon your every dream, your every desire. Can you handle that, while you have to hold the 


secret of killing the ultimate evil? To have your loved ones sworn to secrecy, to be robbed of your 
one chance to brag about it?” All for One laughed. Katsuki had heard happier, more natural sounds 
from a dying deer he had once found while hiking solo. 


“You think I'm in this just for the glory?” He could still tell the important people. Eijirou, his 
family, his idiot friends, Uraraka. Even Deku. 


“Oh no! Not just the glory. The violence, the thrill of the fight, even the pain of enemy 
attacks...you live for it. You proclaim how you want to kill and you want to try it. You want to see 
what it will do to your soul.” That gave Katsuki pause. He had always boasted and laughed and 
talked about killing, and yet he had never fully processed what he would feel if he actually did it. 


Would it break him? Or turn him into an animal, full of bloodlust and violence? Shigaraki, in the 
few moments he had been open and friendly with Katsuki, had looked broken inside, rotten...had 
the killing done that? 


Katsuki didn’t think that would happen to him. Villains had made a choice when attacking people, 
when committing murders of their own, when ruining people’s lives. They had made a choice, and 
their life was on the line. If they tried taking Katsuki’s life, he was justified in taking theirs. 


Or was he? This moral dilemma...shit. Deku would probably have an answer ready if they asked 
him. Me? I am ready to kill if the fight needs it but then I start thinking and maybe I feel like I could 
regret it, but...but not against All for One. That fucker ain’t even human anymore. 


“T will take your life for that, motherfucker!” Katsuki could pull the trigger on a monster like AFO 
any day of the week. 


“Motherfucker, you say...oh, you gave me a great idea, Katsuki. Thank you. Now...can you find 
me? Or would you like for me to send another monk, to have a little fun? If a simple monk kills 
you...oh the shame. Do you know what happens when we die, Katsuki?” 


Katsuki didn't answer, he just flipped off AFO, wherever he was, even spinning so the supervillain 
would see his middle finger. 


“When we die nothing happens . This is all we got, Katsuki. Just a little bit of time on Earth, and 
then absolutely nothing. And you just ran out of time." 


The wind whistled. It reminded Katsuki of a soft breeze, rustling among the reeds, when he visited 
the countryside with his parents. But the speed of the whistle was fast, too fast, and then the wind 
bit. 


It was a sword blade made from pure air, and it sunk deep into his shoulder. 


Pain exploded, and Katsuki fell to the ground. He was bleeding, he was grievously injured. The 
blade had missed his heart by mere inches, but the pain...it might as well have stabbed his core. 


Hawks flew into action, setting a line of lightning rods along his path, one each every couple 
hundred meters. After evacuating the nearby market by flying over and making sure the villains 
were not there, and telling them to leave towards safer areas, he had made a beeline for Shibuya 
Crossing. 


It was obvious that the villains had attacked there first and the reason was even easier to deduce; 
the two busiest metro stations in the world, and a street crossing where cars and pedestrians would 
number in the thousands. 


Nine, it had to be. The storm raging over them, tearing into the neon lights and giant screens with 
lightning, erratic rain and gale winds. As Hawks flew into an avenue with direct line of sight to the 
crossing, flying over stopped cars that sounded their horns in a cacophony of panicked noise, he 
finally saw the crossing, and the situation was dire. 


The centre of the crossing, that large, wide expanse of street, was torn, the pavement broken and 
full of flaming potholes, a large crater at the middle, where Nine stood. His shields flashed 
brightly, as waves of pure energy and white-hot flames pounded on them powerfully, as Endeavor 
and Wave Motion from the Big 3 attacked relentlessly. 


The closer he moved, the more the storm raged, making flying difficult. The situation was 
desperate, and he didn’t have all his gear, just his phone and an earpiece. Without his goggles, all 
the information he’d have would be acquired the old fashioned way, through eyes and ears and 
nose. 


Nine’s henchmen were in evidence, too, with Chimera fighting some heroes and Mummy holding 
aloft a bus completely covered in red bandages, and was twisting it into a humanoid shape at an 
alarming speed. Hawks felt his heart sink when a red laser suddenly cut through the bandages, 
unravelling the half crushed bus and making it begin to fall. 


It was at least twelve meters up in the air, and Mummy made no move to catch it again, lashing out 
against the laser user, XLess, instead. Only a hundred meters away from the crossing, Hawks 
narrowly dodged a lightning bolt, seeing it caught by one of Philosopher’s rods. The first couple of 
rows of cars closest to the crossing had been caught in the storm, and some were in flames, others 
crushed by flying debris. 


Rushing in at breakneck speed, Hawks caught the bus before it fell, holding it with a hundred 
feathers at key positions, and he slammed into the dented metal of the side, wingswords forward, 
cutting a hole a meter wide. “Is everyone here alive?” 


“My foot! My foot got crushed! It hurts, it hurts!” a man yelled, answering Hawks’ call. There 
were seven other occupants, including the bus driver. 


The bus had not stopped falling, and just slowed its descent, so Hawks had no time to give them all 
an explanation. Six Fierce Wings wrapped themselves around the six uninjured and they were 
flown away, faster than any of them would have ever wanted to fly. For the seventh, Hawks sliced 
through the warped metal and crunched seat that held the man’s mangled foot, and saw the hope in 
his eyes mingle with the excruciating pain. 


“Hang on!” Hawks said, taking the man in his arms, careful that the injured foot would not touch 
anything. The man was taller than Hawks, balding and sported a wispy moustache, and was 
dressed in a cheap suit. “You look like a businessman, got a calling card? Give me one and [Il 
make sure you get my own surgeon to work on your foot.” 


“Thank you, thank you, Hawks!” 


“Don’t thank me just yet, flight wi// hurt.” And it did, the man’s screaming loud on Hawks’ ear as 
he flew out the bus, let it drop, and landed on his feet many meters away. A second later, a dozen 
feathers soared above the cars, cradling the injured man safely. Hawks surveyed the battlefield, 
and started talking. 


“All Hero Net, all Hero Net, Hawks here. Get me paramedics at Fuzion restaurant. Police escort at 
the least. Send heroes if available. There are at least two hundred casualties in the storm, maybe 
more. Maybe a Jot more. I can’t secure their remains currently.” Hawks felt a pang of guilt, even if 
he knew that there was no way he could have saved them, even if he had been there all along. It 
was the hardest part of being a hero, the saddest and most heartbreaking. It simply was not possible 
to save everyone. “Will begin extracting wounded with Fierce Wings. Clear a path for them!” 


He kept just enough feathers on his back to soar around the crossing and place the lightning rods 
around the battle, while every other Fierce Wing started cutting into cars and carrying off civilians, 
both wounded and not. His resolve to stop the villain only strengthened when he detected more and 
more dead and grievously wounded. 


He saw that both metro station entrances had been closed off with the organic shields that had 
made Crust a reliable, well liked hero, but his large frame was nowhere to be seen. He was likely 
engaged in his own fight, either against the other henchmen, Chimera and Slice, or some 
unknown. 


Nine still fought the Endeavor Agency and Big 3, trading laser bolts from his fingers with balls of 
flame and energy attacks. Burnin’ had peeled off to direct civilians evacuating from the buildings 
all around the crossing, with the help of the bandaged hero Kido, and a guy with horns that Hawks 
didn’t quite place. They seemed to be using their Quirks to climb up to isolated floors and take the 
Civvies away. 


“All heroes, listen up! Push the perimeter back as much as possible! Get the damn cars to back up, 
NOW!” Endeavor bellowed, and a dozen heroes acknowledged the command and Hawks saw them 
start to direct traffic. One of them, Death Arms, was bodily pushing a bus with the wheels melted 
off. 


“Hawks!” called Endeavor over the radio. ““There’s just four of them, help pin them down!” 


“Got it!” Hawks answered, sending four small feathers to probe Nine’s shield and three more to 
locate the henchmen with pinpoint accuracy. “Chimera, engaging Crust, Gunhead, Uwabami and 
their teams, twenty meters away from the Hachiko statue ruins...They destroyed the doggie statue. 
Xless, Fourth Kind versus Mummy, by the big screen. Slice-” 


There was a slight vibration along his wings, but not those he had sent to scout. The ones on his 
back . And an instant later, a giant blade cut right where he had been flying. 


Of course he was too fast for the attack to land, and his counterattack was quicker still, a dozen 
Fierce Wings descending on the villain. Slice? I got you now. Few people could defend from 
twelve blades moving fast enough to leave a trail of condensation behind them, like tracer bullets, 
all of them sharp as Damascus steel. Few could move out of the way, fewer still form a cohesive 
defence. 


Slice caught his feathers, her long hair moving like an octopus with a hundred tentacles and 
stopping them in midair. The Fierce Wings were light, but the amount of speed they carried made 
them have great kinetic energy, even when Hawks adjusted them to twirl in the last second and hit 
with the flat of the feathers, it was the equivalent of an inhumanly strong punch. 


And Slice had caught them with her hair, the ends getting slightly frayed but stopping the feathers 
cold in their tracks. Her face was full of rage, and Hawks knew not to underestimate her. Hair 
length can vary and reach up to where I was...20-25 meters? Maybe more. Looks like a hundred 
independent strands of hair, and they are strong enough to catch all that energy with just a little 
damage... 


“This is Hawks. I’m taking down Slice. Keep attacking Nine’s shield and when it falls, we take 
him down together.” Jt’s not my best strategy, but better not tell the rest about that... He shot down 
back to ground level, probing Slice’s defences with short, quick and nimble wings, only to find 
himself dodging a dozen thrown spikes by an inch and having to abort his close attack with two 
feather swords. Back up, back up... The spikes seemed to be made of titanium and were thinner 
than a finger at the widest, tapering down to mere atoms at the tip. Deadly, quick...you upped your 
game, Slice. 


They had fought before, a year previous, when Nine had tried hijacking a yacht to sail south, 
towards the archipelago of small vacation islands that included Nabu Island and various beach 
retreats. What he intended to do down there had been less important than the lives of thirty crew 
members that Nine had taken hostage. 


It had been shock and awe that had allowed Hawks to win that previous fight; by flying low he had 
come up behind them while the police held the port, trying to secure the hostage crew. Hawks had 
come up from behind them and torn Mummy’s bandages to shreds with an advance wing of 
feathers, that had then redirected to cut the tendons on Chimera’s legs and allow Hawks to crash 
against the big guy while flying at Mach speed. 


Chimera might have been a solid wall to crash against, had his legs held him steady, but Hawks 
tackling him sent him flying into the sea a dozen meters from the yacht. With not a moment to 
spare, Hawks had moved to the boat’s front and caught Nine before the villain could raise shields, 
use finger lasers or call up a storm. 


A deep cut at Nine’s femoral artery, and another at the left axillary and the grey suit he had worn 
back then had been soaked in blood. Back then Slice had attacked with desperate, inaccurate hair 
blade cuts and thrusts, all to get Hawks away from Nine. But in the end Hawks had left the 
decision in her hands; fight Hawks or save her leader. With Mummy and Chimera unable to help, 
the woman had made her choice and jumped overboard, carrying Nine, and Hawks had considered 
ita win. 


But now the villains had better positions, seemed stronger and more motivated, and Slice seemed 
to have thought up some ways of countering Hawks while in an open battlefield, with a three 
dimensional defence around her to catch projectiles. Hawks had no area of effect attacks to use, and 
to rush with every feather would leave him defenceless, so Slice’s hair tentacle wall was a perfect 
counter for his longer range moves. 


He would need a close range strategy, or to give up and let someone else fight in his stead... Of 
course not. If I leave Endeavor and Wave Motion open, Slice will flank them and kill them. They 
need to weaken his shield and let me get up close and chop off Nine’s head...Or maybe something 
less lethal, we are literally in the most crowded place in the country. The victims’ blood has earned 
you death, Nine, but not right here if I can help it. 


Slice had the advantage of good lines of sight, speed and versatility of her hair, and the fact that she 
needed to defend a small target gave her an advantage. It’s a gambit. The easiest way to fight her is 
a Quirk like Endeavor’s, but if he stops fighting Nine, it gives an opening for another blast of 
stormy bullshit. If I get one of the others to help me, like XLess, she can defend well, and they don’t 
have my mobility...Well played, Slice. But for it all to work, you need to kill me . 


Hawks rose in the air, higher and higher, above the rooftops. Slice was still focused on him, not 
taking his flight up as a feint or a retreat. Good. Keep staring as I telegraph my swoop down. 
Hawks flipped in the air, bringing his wings closer, folding them for extra speed. With favorable 
winds and a full face helmet, he could break the speed of sound casually, but in the middle of a 


raging storm and a starting point of just sixty meters he was barely as fast as a Peregrine Falcon 
diving, a paltry 390 kilometers per hour. 


But while the Peregrine took its dive in roughly a straight line, Hawks adjusted his wings minutely 
as he flew, spinning out of the way of a dozen strands of hair extending towards him, like a spear 
wall, ready to impale him. His spin had placed him out of danger, and only three meters away from 
Slice herself and, using the spin’s momentum, he sent six feathers in a wild arc, all of them rotating 
like thrown knives. 


The strands of Slice’s hair that she had used to attack had seemed in need of a cut, and Hawks was 
more than happy to give her a fashionable new feather-cut do. But right as he attacked with his 
own swords, to give the villain an unbalanced pixie cut, Slice met his blades with her own 
follicular weapons. They clashed, and if any of them had been armed with cold iron instead of 
living weapons, Hawks was sure that sparks would have flown. 


Their eyes met. She looked determined, focused and incredibly pissed off. It was a completely 
personal fight for her, that was clear. Hawks kept his face casual, but his eyes...even if he could lie 
to the entire world, he had the eyes of a killer, and Slice could see that. But she did not back down, 
she was not intimidated. She pushed back, answering Hawks’ every slash and thrust with quick, 
aggressive counter strikes, focusing on overwhelming Hawks, on enveloping him with a cage of 
swords and spears and whips. 


Hawks had a plan, of course. A plan that called for him to be as overwhelmed as he was, and to 
make Slice think she had him against the ropes. A plan that risked getting skewered fifty times 
over if he missed his timing. 


He was good with his blades. Amazing, even. He had started with one bokken as a kid, his trainers 
picking up instantly that his best way forward was as a duelist; quick, accurate, pinpoint. A man- 
sized scalpel. Ambidextrous, one sword had quickly become boring, and the training bokken had 
given way to steel katanas, and, when he got to puberty, his own feathers, lighter and stronger than 
steel, more flexible and best of all, replaceable. 


But even a sword master left openings when facing an opponent with a weapon that was one and a 
hundred at the same time. His blades could not be everywhere, not even with the dozen dagger 
length Fierce Wings he had around him as a defence. A ribbon of blood appeared on his shoulder, 
tearing up his favorite leather jacket, then another at his abdomen, and one at his calf. 


The shoulder and side were shallow cuts, while the one at his calf was a deeper bite, and worst of 
all, the hair had split individually on the strand, the ends starting to dig into his skin like a dozen 
injections. It hurt like hell and he felt a bit weaker from losing blood, but he knew that with such a 
rush of adrenaline he would be standing until the end. 


“T have you now, Hawks. Ever seen how thick a hair is? How thick a vein is?” Her voice was full 
of wrath and desperation, and the implication of using his veins to carry her hair right to his heart 
terrifying. She has used this before, hasn’t she? Make a cut and then get inside the wound, take it 
all the way... In the split second after she spoke, Hawks cut the strands and freed himself, taking a 
step backwards. I need to get those hairs outside my skin whenever I can...Thankfully she can only 
move those attached to her, right? Right? Attached...I got you. 


Defending against her next wave of attacks, Hawks sent a flight of feathers to attack from all 
angles; behind, both sides, above and below, all of them darting at unpredictable angles, faster than 
any human hand could catch them. But Slice’s hair moved fast enough to catch most, and she 
evaded one that managed to get through her defences by cartwheeling away, but she wasn’t so 
lucky escaping the last feather, which carved a bloody gash along her right bicep right as she 


pushed herself off the cartwheel. 


Having lost balance with her body in the right moment, all she needed was a pull. Hawks sent all 
the feathers she still held in her hair flying in the same direction; the closest building, aiming to 
throw Slice into a large window. When she gets thrown in, I follow and cut the strands that remain 
outside with my Fierce WIngs. 


“What are you-” Slice managed to utter as her hair was pulled and she was sent flying against the 
side of the building, smashing through the window and the edges of her hair shorn off as Hawks 
moved inside, a number of feathers following in his wake. 


“T have Slice cornered. How are you dealing with the others?” Hawks asked calmly, almost 
casually, to his fellow heroes. 


“The shield is getting weaker, I can see it.” Endeavor sounded as if he was feeling the strain, and 
Hawks hoped that he would not overheat. You got this, dad-in-law. Take down that shield by the 
time I’m done with Slice, and we can finish this fight without the casualties rising up to the 
thousands. 


Walking into the building through the smashed glass of the broken window, Hawks saw the blood 
splatter of where the glass shards had cut Slice, and a few strands of hair discarded around the 
point where she had crash landed. But she was gone, somewhere inside the building, and he would 
have to go look for her. 


He examined the inside; offices, the 9 to 5, regular Joe cubicles of several companies, it seemed. 
On the side where the storm had hit the building Hawks could see a couple dead bodies, dead by 
lightning strikes, both looking as if they had peered at the fight below in the wrong moment. I’m so 
sorry that we couldn’t save you from this... 


Hawks sent his wings to sense vibrations in the floor he was at, and the two above and below. She 
can’t have gotten far. And I can’t let her take any civilians caught here hostage... A few minutes 
passed, and he found Slice moving quietly through the vibrations of her footsteps, breathing and 
the drip of blood droplets from her wounded arm. He found no civilians alive on the floors above, 
just a couple more corpses that only strengthened his resolve and darkened his thoughts. Do I take 
her alive, now that people won’t see it? Do I kill her, avenge those that have died today? Or just 
arrest her? 


Sword feathers in hand, Hawks stalked in Slice’s direction. He knew she would try to ambush him, 
but inside a closed space he was undefeated. Unless they have flames or water powers in an 
enclosed space, my wings will sense more than their sight, hearing and smell ever could. I will 
hunt you down like a mouse, villain. One of his feathers had come across the building’s fuse box, 
as he picked up civilians in the floors below with his Fierce Wings and, the moment everyone close 
to the fight was safely away, he cut the fuse box to hell. 


The whole world went dark and Hawks closed his eyes, a grin growing across his face. “I’m ending 
you right here, villain...Let’s see how Nine feels when I bring him your head!” 


Everything she will do 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Deku took a deep breath as the last of the five monks ambushing him fell down. There were broken 
teeth scattered all around, some had their bones broken in nasty, dangerous ways, and they were all 
groaning in agony, but they were not a threat anymore. He had to keep going and join Bakugou and 
Shigaraki. 


They are closer now, though this did take a long while... His muscles were a bit strained because of 
the fighting; to save himself from straining to use One for All at the top power he could use, he had 
used his own muscle power behind every punch and keeping it at a low 5%. 


It amazed him how much he was doing with so little, but there was a sense of unease, even as his 
enemies were defeated. He knows where I am. With Ragdoll’s Search he probably knows exactly 
where we all are and our condition...It was a useful Quirk for finding people in danger on dense 
forests and mountains, it is right at home here. And he has had two years to learn how to use it. 
What other tricks do you have? 


“TIzuku Midoriya. Do you know your origin? Where you truly came from?” He...he spoke? He’s 
not here, of course, but this? I don’t like this, is it to taunt us? Maybe attack our morale, he...I 
guess he can’t talk with two of us at the same time, so if he’s talking with me, Kacchan and 
Shigaraki are probably walking onwards with no problem. Let’s hear what this is. 


Izuku stayed silent. All for One seemed to be using some sort of air Quirk to make his voice echo 
at will, a clever way to trick them into attacking the mist. 


“Your powerlessness, how All Might found you...it was all orchestrated. Did you check the 
bodybags at Tartarus? Did you see who my doctor was? Your childhood doctor.” No...it can’t 
be...Doctor Tsubasa was a trusted pediatrician, he had contacts all over Japan 


“Do you know your father, what he does? He betrayed you, all those years ago. Abandoned you. 
He left you, because you were Quirkless. Because you brought him shame. Hisashi Midoriya has 
never answered your texts, Izuku, why do you think that is? We are living in 2219, Izuku. Your 
father has a phone...why won't he check what has happened to you? Does his job mean that much ? 
So much has been going on in your life, good and bad and you are not worth a text. He doesn't 
care, Izuku.” 


It hurt. It hurt so much to see his own doubts echoed in that evil, terrifying voice. To hear his every 
fear and insecurity outed, spoken to the four winds, all in a mocking, condescending tone, with a 
terrifying, disgusting glee. 


“T don't care about Hisashi, All for One! I have made it this far without a father, I can keep going. I 
will show him how I could be a good man despite how much I needed him! Show him that I could 
still follow my dreams, even if he never supported them! Show him that I managed!” Izuku 
couldn't stop himself from answering this time. Even if he doesn’t care, I will show him one day. I 
will fall in love and I will have a family AND I will still be the number one. I will show him that one 
can’t be too busy for loving his kids... 


“J must admit, you have adjusted surprisingly well. Your lack of Quirk, your alienation, your 
bullying. Your every hope tied up to a pipe dream; heroism. All Might didn't meet you by chance, 


Izuku. I made that happen.” 


That made no sense. It had been completely random, and there was no way that AFO could be 
behind something as chaotic, and badly executed, as the sludge villain's attack. Or was it? All 
Might had been that close because he had been chasing the sludge villain a short walk away from 
Izuku’s middle school, and All Might patrolled all of Tokyo, not just the Musutafu area, even with 
his injuries slowing him down. What if he had been tipped off about the criminal? What if my 
doctor told AFO where I lived and everything? No, no...it can’t be. It was a coincidence, or even 
destiny, but to think it was a plan? Hell no, right? 


AFO was lying, but how much? What was the truth hidden in the lies? Was there any truth at all? 


“T needed a new enemy. Old Toshinori had stopped being fun, so I made you. I made it all happen, 
Izuku. You played your part so well, and now you are here, right where I wanted you. One for All 
ends with you.” 


Izuku tried to tune out the words. He needed to locate AFO and his allies, he needed to fight his 
enemy and win. He needed a way forward, even as the mist turned to dust right before his eyes. 


"Seems like you are less talkative than I hoped. Perhaps you would like to discuss my Quirks? I 
know you are a fan of Quirks. Come on, Izuku, work with me here, let me pass the time for a 
while... Or perhaps you’re interested in the medical procedure that keeps me alive, the one that will 
die with me, now that Ujiko is gone? You could restore All Might to his previous health with 
this...wouldn't your mother like that? Sweet Inko...how is she? Is she liking Toshinori? Ah, that oaf, 
he does not deserve a woman that precious, don’t you think?” 


The supervillain speaking his mother's name so fondly terrified Izuku. If Inko was in danger... 
“Don't say her name again. Don't even think of hurting my mom!” 


“Tzuku...if I wanted her dead right now, I would have told my people in Japan to do that first, and 
not ambush and kill as many top heroes as they could. As we speak, your friend Shouto might be 
an orphan, have you considered that?” 


Izuku did not have any fondness for Endeavor, now that he knew his sins. But he did not wish him 
to die a violent death in an ambush, without the chance to even say goodbye. 


“Still silent? And after dear Shouto called you his “brother”...my, my. Bonds of brotherhood can be 
broken in an instant. I know that all too well. My brother...his spirit lives inside you, you know. 
You have spoken with him. Living within Quirks...it is a form of hell that you will one day endure. 
All the people whose Quirks I have stolen, they all live within me in a similar way, I'd say, but 
their voices are so weak, so vague... You will be like that one day, Izuku. At least, if your survive 
today.” 


Izuku had not truly considered what would happen to him once he gave away One for All./ 
assumed I would die and that would be it, but if a piece of me goes with the Quirk, will I be forever 
in it? Cursed to witness events till the end of time, or the line ends? I don’t...Would that really be 
me? I don’t know...It is not...I am not giving OFA away in many, many more years, anyway. He 
can not get inside my head! 


“Have you considered your victory? What will happen next? I assure you, Izuku, that even my 
death will not bring you peace. Quite the opposite, in fact. There are unfinished tasks to be 
completed and people will end up with more blood on their hands. Someone you care for will sink 
even deeper into hell.” 


"Someone I care about? What are you-" 


“Perhaps I can tell Katsuki and the Chinese about you and Himiko Toga. With so few moments to 
live, they might as well know the truth...And with what will happen to her? Oh dear.” 

“Toga? What are you planning? Leave Himiko alone! I won't let you hurt her in any way!” Izuku 
had only been so angry a few times in his life, but now...he had to protect Himiko. This threat was 
too direct, too personal. AFO knew everything . 


Izuku needed to defeat All for One, and fast. If he knows about Himiko, it might be some kind of 
mind reading. Or maybe he planned something for her for a long time and...oh, Himiko, maybe 
this is why your past is a blurry! Maybe All for One did something to you and your memories and 
now...now he will make you do something? No, that can’t be, he has to be focused on fighting us, 
he could not possibly send a message to Himiko unless...Oh no. Oh no no NO! 


"Will you still protect her after everything she will do?" 


Give it back to me...give me back my body... More and more Himiko Toga fell into despair, and she 
found her grip on reality getting increasingly weak. Her mind wandered further and further each 
time, and every blink it seemed that more and more time had passed. 


And she found that she could barely hold onto what was happening around her an instant later. One 
moment she had stepped out of the train, screaming inside her mind to be free again, then followed 
her train of thought to everything she would do to All for One if she ever saw him again, and by the 
time her mind was back on track, hours had passed, hours she could only barely recall. 


There had been a tall chain link fence, tipped with barbed wire. Dry yellow grass, but still 
somewhat slick with morning dew, and a very long road made of fine asphalt. No. Not a road...a 
runway. Or was it? A steel ramp, her steps quick as she had sprinted... The cold. 


Her vehicle rattled and smelled like recycled air, like a terrible, broken AC unit. She couldn’t see 
outside the steel walls around her, but when the cold became unbearable, there had been a jacket, 
heavy and dark coloured... 


And when Toga had once more pleaded for her life, ready to do anything the other asked, it had all 
gone away in a blink. The craft, the cold, the air pressure changing and blocking her ears...gone. 
Just like my control. Just like my freedom. 


She wanted to cry, but no tears streamed down her cheeks. She wanted to scream, but her vocal 
cords didn’t move a millimeter. She wanted to clench her fists and punch her own face, or take her 
knife and see if she couldn’t dig out that parasite from her brain the hard way. It was not possible, 
she realized; her weapons were gone, she no longer felt their familiar weight on her person. But 
even unarmed, she had to try...and for the tiniest instant, her hands listened to her. 


“T don’t think so.” Her hands relaxed, were brought to eye level and the fingers twirled with agility. 
The other closed her eyes and started breathing slowly. A wave of calm attacked Toga’s rebellious 
mind, and she could not even delight in having regained control for an instant, before a new fear 
began. 


What will happen to me while asleep? What will I see? Will I move? Kill someone? I don’t...what if 


I fade away even more before I can take control? I’'m...?'m sorry, Izu-Izu. I’m so, so sorry. I 
don’t...I don’t want to break my promise to you. I said I would meet you, turn myself over...Now I 
don’t even know where I am. But I feel....I feel like Iam going to kill someone soon. I’m sorry. 


“Tomura, did you ever wonder why I gave you my very own lastname? Why I raised you like I 
did?” The voice seemed to come from every place, and none. It bounced on every one of those big 
stone pillars that littered the canyon. A boss fight arena, if I ever saw one. 


“T didn't, no. Why?” he answered. Maybe if he knew the origin, he could truly let go of the name 
inside his head. Maybe he could truly become Tenko Shimura. Not that Sensei would ever willingly 
help me get my fucking mental health in check, right? 


“Because of resentment. Of jealousy.” He paused, giving a rueful laugh that chilled Shigaraki to 
the bone. Jealousy? What is he talking about? Sensei, you bastard, what is this? “In a perfect 
world J would have been your grandfather, Tomura. And you would have had my name all along. I 
didn't corrupt you and turn you into a villain just to make All Might suffer. No. It was for Nana . 
The vestiges of her soul have seen what you have become, through Izuku Midoriya's eyes. This is 
the price she paid. This is why I named you, why I taught you, why I raised you as my own.” 


Shigaraki felt an overwhelming disgust. The broken, false memory of his grandmother, smiling, 
wearing a hero suit, just before his father would berate him for wanting to be a hero. All a 
fabrication, all put into his brain by Quirks and medicine and torture. 


To imagine the woman of the picture and All for One as his blood family was terrible. AFO was a 
monster and no person in the world deserved to be the object of his obsessions, not like he was 
implying. 

“That's not true. My grandmother would never, she didn't...it is impossible!” 

“Search your feelings, Tomura. You know it to be true. Taking you in as my apprentice was just 
taking you back to where you had been meant to be!” 


I've had enough. More than enough. I will see him turn to dust and I will gather it all in a fucking 
box, and then I will dump it into a latrine. It ends now, Sensei. 


“Even with everything I made you to be, you turned out so...differently. You even seem to have a 
will to live, beyond the overwhelming need for revenge. Is it...oh, Tomura. Poor, poor Tomura. 
Didn't you know who will be on a joint patrol with Endeavor, right about now? My henchman Nine 
will be attacking from stealth, so many will die...Did you say goodbye to Nejire Hadou?” 


“HOW DO YOU KNOW THAT? WHO TOLD YOU ABOUT HER? I WILL KILL YOU!” 
Nejire...no, she can't be in danger...and she is strong. She can take on any henchman...I was ready 
to die, but I can't bear to think that she could get hurt! So much for Tomura Shigaraki being an evil 
mastermind...what a fucking joke. Please, please...be okay... 


“Who told me? You did.” All for One laughed, every sound of it terrifying. It was the sound that 
came just before the punishments , when he had been little, every time he misbehaved or tried 
going against Sensei. All that pain, in every shape and form. 


The needles that would paralyze him for hours on end, his eyes open, his ears listening, as Sensei 


brought in another victim and removed their Quirk in front of him. “Look how well behaved my 
kid is,” he would tell them, as Shigaraki tried to squirm on that chair. “He watches your despair, 
and he doesn’t care.” Sensei would say, as the people would writhe in pain, or cry or scream their 
lungs out. 


And every time, when he was finished with the display, Sensei said that it had been Shigaraki’s 
fault. That it was a lesson he had earned. 


But other times the one punished was him. More needles and injections were sometimes used, to 
make his insides burn like acid; other times he was tied up to a chair, his eyes propped open with 
metal pliers, and he was shown images that still haunted his nightmares nowadays. 


And the laughter now was just the same. It paralyzed Shigaraki, nailing him to the ground in pure 
terror. He is punishing others again to hurt me...he wants to do that. He...how does he know about 
her? No...he has always known, he has always known everything. Even when I wanted to hide 
things. Even when I lied...Until he stopped. Until All Might caved his face in. 


“Yeah? Well good luck with that, Sensei . | don’t know much about Nejire Hadou as a pro hero but 
she stood up to you . Some fucking goon has no fucking chance. Don’t change the subject, old man. 
It’s just you and me, and what you did to my family. Don’t try to give me more reasons for 
revenge, All for One, I already want to kill you.” Shigaraki spoke with a confidence he did not have 
and did not feel, but Kurogiri had raised him well enough to stand up to any villain. 


It was about time he used that on Sensei. “Oh, Tomura, trying to grow a spine in the eleventh hour? 
I don’t know whether to praise you for trying or laugh at you. If you’d shown half as much 
conviction as a villain, you would have eventually surpassed most. But to truly be my successor...” 


“Fuck being your successor.” Shaking, he took a single step forward. Then another, and another, 
and another. All for One’s voice echoed all around him, his words louder and louder, morphing 
from the words of a man, to those of a nightmare. 


“Weak.” His footsteps were softened by fog, and he had to reach out with his hands so he would 
not hit some stone pillar. 


“Failure.” He ran and ran, and the fog seemed to falter for an instant, as if it had been shut down, 
and moments later it started to drift off in the wind. 


“You should have been my blood.” He could see the sky now, azure blue, dotted with clouds of the 
purest white, showing up between the cliffs. Above him a large, puffy cloud flew slowly, away 
from the mountains. 


“Disappointment.” The more the fog lifted, the more he could smell the pure mountain air. It was 
enriched by the fog, but still thinner than it had been below in the base camp. He knew he would 
tire easier in the mountains, even if he did not know the science behind that. 


“Worthless child.” He remembered his HUD contacts, blinking twice to start them. He had 
somehow blinked them off, he now saw, and he had been too upset by the voice to realize it. With 
the transparent holographic projection back on, he felt a bit more secure. Izuku and Bakugou were 
still out there, the mission could still be accomplished. 


Shigaraki shut down all those voices as he ran forward, letting them be just noise in his ears, 
worthless. He let everything go, focusing on his footsteps, on moving forward. He could not let 
AFO stop him, he had to have his revenge. He ran and he ran, until he ran out of breath, and when 
he stopped, panting for air, the voice had faded. 


I can still do this. I trust you, Nejire. You can deal with that Nine guy. And I can deal with AFO. I 
don’t... don’t want to kill him for revenge alone now, I realize. I want...I want to be free. I want 
other people to be free of him too. Be the hero who gave me hope, who was my friend. And I will be 
the killer he made me be, se how he likes it when he is the target! 


Slums. A concrete shanty town, sixty stories tall, buildings crammed into each other. A good place 
to hide, so many shadows to strike from. And her body walked towards it, pulling down the hood 
in her jacket. Toga noticed how controlled her breathing was, how steady her heartbeat. There was 
no fear at all, just a cold hunger, growing more ravenous every instant. 


Her target was there, she knew it. She had a general location, an image imprinted in her mind. If 
she knew what to do, there was no stopping. 


Who was the person she had been sent to kill, this man cowering in the most miserable part of this 
city? Look at the signs, Toga. Look at the language everything’s written in. Look at the road signs. 
You know where this is, but it’s hard to admit how far I am... She knew a name, an occupation, 
basic information, but her every instinct seemed to scream how it didn't matter. “He must die. 
Today. There is NO turning back.” 


Hunger...so much hunger...I’ve never felt so much hunger... 
So much need, so much wanting... BLOOD. 


Her movements felt natural, and yet so alien. The knife in her hand was just about ready to 
strike...but in a way she wasn't used to. 


There were no elevators in the building, just stairs. Bare concrete where the tiles had been stolen, 
pieces of rebar protruding at some places, the entire railing rusted to shit. 


The people she encountered had sunken cheeks and dim eyes. They reeked of sweat, filth, drug and 
despair, so much despair...the pheromones were overpowering. Everyone she saw hanging out by 
the stairs had given up. 


The few homes she could peer into were a mixture of loss and the grit of the few people who still 
held on. She saw a mother braiding her daughter's hair lovingly, she saw a boy give his meagre 
meal to a scrawny dog. She saw someone overdosing on Trigger, having had as much sense as to 
lock the door before the drug would make them go berserk. 


It would have been a dreadful experience, one that shook her to the core and revealed how she had 
somehow ended up in a better place...but she wasn't in a better place 


Toga was but a passenger in her own body, her brain barely conjuring enough movement to wiggle 
a finger. The hold was too strong, and she was powerless. There was someone else in control now, 
someone who spoke with her voice and gestured with her hands, her Hu dialect spoken with a 
heavy Russian accent when she asked for the directions to an apartment. There was someone else 
who shared her body, who had been pushed away for years, who wanted nothing more than to 
fulfill her mission. 


Someone else who didn't even have a name, just a serial number. A serial number that ended in 98. 


It was easy to find who she was looking for. Most homes had nobody outside, while this guy had 
bodyguards posted outside. They wore the clothes of street thugs, but they had the faces of 


corporate mercs, enforcers for hire to the highest bidder. They might even have good Quirks, but 
they were not expecting trouble. 


They were posted outside a strong wooden door, painted a very faded cherry red, with splinters 
showing the true colour underneath and flakes of paint crusting the floor. It had about seven locks 
visible, and Toga guessed it would have a bar keeping it closed on the outside. There was also a 
window to the outside, the glass stained a dark red. 


And for a moment, she wondered what would happen next. There was no way to pick all those 
locks, she was unarmed, there would be no time to hide a body and take the place of one guard to 
request access. 


It is easy. I fight, I kill, I do what I need to do to survive. TO WIN. TO KILL!She started moving 
slowly, quietly, opening a nearby door. 


There was no one home. Nobody checked on the door suddenly opening, nobody sprang up to 
defend their squalid home. Nobody objected to the kitchen knives Toga took and hid under her 
sleeves. 


Her old weapons had been left behind at some point, dropped off in a place she hadn’t noticed. 
Thankfully her backpack was still a constant weight on her shoulders, carrying extra clothes, a few 
books and a small amount of yen that she had probably spent already on something stupid and 
murderous. I don’t... wouldn’t have saved up if I had known 


Nobody said a thing when she picked up a small Buddha statue from a table, made of bronze, and 
hefted its weight. Toga felt a shiver run down her spine as her lips curled into a grin, feeling more 
and more hopeless. She started running. Out the home and into the hallway, and in a single move 
she threw the statuette and a knife. 


The bronze representation of Gautama smashed the glass to pieces. The kitchen knife flew straight, 
aimed at the closest guard's eye. He was dead instantly. Toga wanted to scream, to tear her face 
off, to kick herself, to stop, to STOP. 


But she didn't. 


Two steps forward, one to the left, and her other kitchen knife was buried to the hilt in the second 
guard's throat. His blood was so warm, and Toga could hear every single thought pleading for a 
taste, for even a single drop of that blood. 


So she drank. She drank and she felt the ecstasy of blood. 


The man struggled in vain against the inevitable, but Toga saw her arm jerk away. I’m so sorry, 
Izu-Izu. I broke my promise...I fucked everything up. I am the monster they all said I was. You can't 
forgive me now. Not anymore. I want to stop, I want to cry, I want to go back... 


In her mind, Toga was screaming. She was struggling against the will controlling her and, for an 
instant, she stopped. 


But then her body lurched forward and kept running. She wanted to cry, but her body wasn't hers to 
do so. When she plunged into a room full of goons, her blades spinning in wide arcs of blood, she 
wanted to shout and yell for them to kill her. 


Instead, she killed them . She killed them all, with a smile on her face, moving too quick for any of 
them to wound her, taking advantage of the enclosed space, her agility and explosive strength. She 
bounced off walls, she climbed over furniture, she sliced through tendon and muscle and skin. 


Blood, blood, blood everywhere, walls painted crimson with it. 


Her clothes were drenched in the vital liquid, and her face was bright red, splashed with the blood 
of them all. The cheap kitchen knives had served her well, but now she switched them to the 
weapons the goons had carried; a wooden bat, a length of chain, a small pistol. With an efficiency 
that shook her to the core, she checked the gun for a chambered round and shoved it inside her coat 
pocket. 


There was a door ahead, and she was sure that the boss was in it. The pictures of his face were all 
that Toga’s eyes could see, recordings of his voice all she could hear. Stop. Stop now. I have killed 
too many people already...stop, STOP! Let me go, I can still go back, I can turn myself in. I can 
still make things right! 


“No.” With a swing of the bat she destroyed the door handle, and with a kick she opened it. Inside 
there was only one bodyguard with the boss, a lanky man with a ugly face, wielding a knife and a 
gun. He was already raising his weapons as the door slammed open, but he had not expected a steel 
chain thrown his way, or a bat striking the bones on his wrists an instant later. 


She had disarmed the gun away from the bodyguard, but the knife was still a threat. With a wide 
swing of the bat Toga made her foe retreat just beyond range. When he was far enough away from 
her, Toga dropped the bat and took a dive down to the floor, reaching for the pistol inside her coat. 
Without taking it out her pocket she fired, every shot deafening and the recoil making her wrist 
muscles get all knotted up. One, two, she shot the pistol, and somehow the bullets met the 
bodyguard before his knife reached her throat. 


But the deadly thrust had still carried too much momentum, and the blade nicked Toga’s left 
shoulder. In the instant of pain all the cold otherness of the possession was gone and she felt 
everything ; the cold blade, her warm blood, the stiff feeling of the coat with the blood drying on it. 
The flex of her fingers as she grabbed the pistol and took it out of the pocket, and her throat sore 
and pained as she managed to speak again, “Free...” 


Yet the control had been fleeting. Another instant later it was gone and she was standing up, 
picking the bodyguard’s knife in her empty hand. It was a short dagger with a curved tip and a 
narrow blade, the handle grooved to fit the guard’s hand. It was not a weapon made for her and yet 
there was a sense of overwhelming joy, bleeding from the parasite and into her own mind. She felt 
her face stretch with a grin far wider than she was used to. Why wouldn’t I smile, after all? It’s a 
free knife, and she is ready to use it. 


She approached with slow steps, speaking in Hu Chinese with that marked accent, her voice colder 
than the grave, “All for One knows you are a traitor. So you die now.” In the man’s last instant on 
Earth, Toga examined him; middle aged, balding and greasy haired, wearing a coat with fur lining, 
a tattoo snaking along his neck like a spider web. 


She knew everything about the man, even if she had not known of his existence before All for One 
had spoken the activation. But it is obvious a sleeper agent will know her targets. His name was 
Luo Qiang, and he had been a Triad captain in Kowloon, Hong Kong, keeping the walled city 
under his family’s control in AFO’s name for two decades...until his capture at Kamino. 


Kowloon? Is that where I am? Hong Kong? No...Oh gods, Izu-Izu, I'll only end up further away 
from you... 


The walled city of Kowloon had once been a fortress, and a city had grown inside it, high rise 
buildings taking to the skies and occupying every square inch of ground. It was scheduled to be 
torn down almost two centuries earlier, but the rise of Quirks had changed government priorities 


and the squalid slum had prevailed, a monument to misery, and a crime ridden hellhole. 


And with a single slash across Luo Qiang’s pale neck, Toga had killed the captain who controlled 
it. Blood flowed weakly down his throat, turning his white shirt red. She licked the knife’s blade 
eagerly, finding the taste of Luo Qiang’s blood both enticing and repulsive. 


Her spine was filled with a sudden electric shock, her synapses overloading and she fell down to 
the floor, her limbs turning stiff and full of pain. Her eyes went back, almost into her skull, and she 
yelled wordlessly. Darkness took over, and she slept, peaceful oblivion after enduring a waking 
nightmare, a living hell. 


She did not know how long she was out and as she blinked her eyes open, and her memories of the 
time before the darkness became fuzzy, vague and worrying. She did not know where she was, or 
how she had arrived there. There was pain on her muscles, and a cut on her shoulder had her 
weakened from losing a bit of blood, but the wound mostly made her itchy. 


Her head was in unbelievable pain, worse than any migraine she had ever experienced. Half 
blinded by the pain, Toga tried finding something to support herself and rise from the cold concrete 
ground, a piece of furniture perhaps, but she slipped on a slick liquid, her hand sliding. As she 
crashed down her eyes opened again as she cried out in pain, having hit her elbow. 


She looked down at her hands before trying to stand up once more, and what she saw horrified her; 
her hands were covered in dry blood, all the way to the elbows. Her clothes were coated in matted, 
dry blood as well, and as she gasped in shock, she felt the metallic taste of old blood on her lips. 


“No...NO!” she cried out, rising to her feet quickly and swatting aside flies that flew at her, 
disgusting fat flies that had fed on the blood around her. The scents of death and rot were all 
around her, and an instant later she saw the bodies. Panic took over, panic and shame. Fear and self 
loathing, too. 


Images and sounds and sensations flooded her mind, and she recalled the death of those two men, 
by her hand . Them, and the six outside, she had killed them all. And she had enjoyed it . Even as 
she felt an overwhelming urge to run away and escape, she fell down to her knees. 


“What...what have I done...” even as despair took her, even as fear made her rock back and forth, 
her eyes blinded to the world around her and her ears deaf to her own sobs, she realized that she 
would kill twenty four more people, one way or another, and the nightmare had just begun. 
“Tzuku...The chance you gave me...The good you saw in me...I’m sorry. I’m so sorry...” 
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Shigaraki kept moving forward, and after some time he no longer heard All for One’s voice. 
Always forward. The fog was lifting, and the sounds of battle were all around him. He heard guns, 
the roar of fire, the screams of men and women, calling for death or for mercy. 


The Monastery of Famine and the soldiers were engaged in combat, and the faraway flashes of 
firelight had to mean the Dragon Twins had joined the battle, too. Things were heating up. 


His contacts’ HUD had started working again now that the fog was almost gone. The simple 
compass on the top of his vision told him he was running north, and the circle radar on his left side 
showed the approximate positions of the two that were synced to his gear: Deku and Ground Zero, 
the pretentious, self important hero name Bakugou insisted to be called by. 


The HUD was a delight. It made Shigaraki feel even more immersed in the fight, feeling the entire 
setting reminiscent of a videogame. It hyped him to no end, and he found himself humming a 
choral chant from a game's theme, “Dorododooo, dorododoo, dorododo turu turu...”, calming his 
anger and cooling his nerves. He would save that rage for fighting. 


The dots representing his “team” were a half a mile, or thereabouts, away from him, and moving 
faster to the north. It was likeliest that All for One would wait for them at the Temple, or perhaps 
he would meet them in the field, using his air walking to position himself along the cliffs and 
attack. 


Shirgaraki knew the plan well, and his role was to flank All for One, striking from cover. AFO 
might be quick enough to react, but if Shigaraki worked in tandem with Deku and Ground Zero, 
that second of distraction would be enough to let the others attack. And their opening would give 
Shigaraki his opportunity. 


Once his hands were on All for One, Decay would likely take longer to kill him, considering his 
immortality Quirk, thus extending the pain much, much longer than it would take for any normal 
human being. 


And that was just perfect . Revenge was a dish served cold, and eaten slowly, deliberately. 


The sound of gunfire erupted close by, too close. Shigaraki dove for cover behind a rocky 
outcropping, just in time to see two commandos shooting against a monk, who stopped every bullet 
with a wall of molten lava that bubbled right out of his hands and formed a rough rectangle in front 
of him. 


Lava miniboss, eh? I'll take a look, see what cheats to use on you. See what loot you drop. The 


miniboss waited for the soldiers to empty their rifles at the lava and then twisted his hand, sending 
the slab of boiling liquid rock down to the floor, where it snaked to the commandos' feet. They 
backed away quickly, but not quickly enough, and their boots started melting. The smell of burnt 
plastic mingled with burnt flesh in instants, and then burnt bone. 


Their screams of agony pierced Shigaraki's ears, and he looked away. He had made people scream 
like that himself, but he had a higher purpose now, and the death was painful to see, to hear. 


The lava monk had not noticed Shigaraki, and had left his back wide open. Shigaraki didn't 
particularly want to do it to avenge those fallen soldiers, but the monk had to die, he was a threat. 


Shigaraki looked down at his hands, free of the gloves, the only gear on his arms now a pair of 
bracers on his wrists. They didn't restrict his movement, and the green light they emitted didn't 
shine bright enough to alert faraway enemies, but their purpose was simple; sever Shigaraki's hands 
if he betrayed the heroes. 


With such a countermeasure, the gloves had been removed. He was lethal now, and his steps 
towards the monk were soft, quiet. 


He reached out, aiming for the spinal cord, to kill his enemy quickly, but the monk spun around, 
his legs twitching and transforming before his eyes. 


Lava started to form around the monk's hands, and he grinned, as the legs turned less and less 
human, resembling an insect's now. 


“You...he turned you into a Nomu!” 


The monk answered in a form of bastard Chinese that Shigaraki could just barely understand, but it 
seemed the monk was insulting his mother, something about fish lasers and saying he didn't speak 
Japanese. 


Taunts did not work on Shigaraki. Not after endless years of 12 year olds using slurs and insults at 
him in every multiplayer game. It even made him feel nostalgic. But there was nothing nostalgic 
about diving out of the way of a fast flowing river of lava that was unleashed at his feet. 


He rolled on the ground and reached down, touching it with both hands. The grass died instantly, 
turning to ash and floating away. The soil crumbled, and deep rifts started forming, a spider web of 
lines flowing outward from every finger's point of contact. 


The second lava flow only missed him by inches, redirected to the rifts, now a couple meters deep. 


The temperature was rising, and Shigaraki felt his head begin to spin. He would die very soon if he 
didn't end the fight quickly, though he was pretty sure that the lava in the attacks was much colder 
than naturally occurring lava. He’d get a little bit more of a chance than what a volcano would give 
him, but not by much. 


The monk used the bug legs to jump over Shigaraki, just outside of his reach. Grasshopper, huh? 
The only good bug is a dead bug. 


After jumping, the monk unleashed another river of lava. He yelled, this time using words that 
Shigaraki recognized better, "Dog! Piece of shit! Capitalist son of a dog!" 


He reacted quicker than to the previous lava flow, jumping aside easily, letting it flow to the 
crumpled ground. The weight and heat of the lava collapsed the soil, and it turned to a large puddle 
of boiling lava, contained just a leap away from Shigaraki. 


He anticipated the next movement easily; his opponent was ruthless, but wanted to end the fight 
with overwhelming strength. /t is a cone AOE attack! I can predict the path and avoid it, channel it 
with my Quirk. But if I get close, he uses his mobility to get away. 


It was an environmental fight, he figured. But the monk had the advantage with that, with his 
mobility, and the possibility of encircling Shigaraki. 


The stone cliffs all around them were close, but not enough to reach before a lava flow cut him 
off...unless he cheated. 


“Fucker!” Shigataki yelled, his Chinese a terrible, heavily accented Mandarin, “Die!” With one 
hand, he touched the floor, with the other, he flipped him off. 


The soil turned to a fine dust before the monk had a chance to attack, and Shigaraki kicked at it, 
obscuring his location just long enough to grab a rock with four fingers, keeping his pinkie away. 


He tossed the rock, watched the monk turn that way, and sprinted like hell. 


Shigaraki didn't look back as he ran, bolting towards the nearest pillar. It looked about seven 
meters in diameter, and reached out into the sky for at least twenty. To decay the base he would 
need precious seconds, seconds that he didn't have. 


But he didn't have many options. He closed his eyes, and placed both hands on the stone. 


Trees and moss covering the pillar died first, then roots dried out, then fissures started snaking 
their way upwards. It started to collapse, just as Shigaraki felt the heat reaching his back, and he 
jumped out of the way, evading both the stone and the lava. He skipped carefully backwards, 
watching hundreds of tons of stone crumble on top of the monk. 


The monk tried to jump away, but he had been too focused on attacking to react in time. His bug 
legs were caught. 


Shigaraki clambered over the rocks, hands first, looking for his fallen foe. He found the monk 
melting away rocks around his chest, small streams of lava flowing from his fingers. 


With a quick move, careful to avoid the lava, he took his opponent's wrists, and saw the fear in his 
eyes as his hands turned to ashes. 


“The decay would kill you slowly now, with how long I held on...I don't have time for it, mini- 
boss.” Shigaraki placed his hand on top of the monk's forehead, his screams filling his ears as his 
hand went through skin, muscle, skull and brain within seconds. 


And then, feeling an extremely negative urge take him, he squatted quickly and repeatedly over the 
ashes of the monk. Maybe it was despicable, but it was who he was, it was a part of him that All 
for One had never controlled, a part that was authentic. It was a toxic gaming quirk, but goddamn 
was it in Tenko Shimura’s soul. “Get t-bagged, you fucking noob!” 


Katsuki woke up with a start. He didn't know where he was for an instant, his mind foggy and 
confused. He didn't remember camping in no misty canyon... Because I didn't. Why am I sleeping 
here? Here? Fuck. The mission. The battle, the...Motherfucker. 


It all returned in an instant, all of it, even the moment where he had been attacked with some kind 
of invisible blade made of wind and it had sunk into his flesh, the pain blinding, taking him down... 
Down to where I was on the ground. But my shoulder and my chest...I am not bleeding, I'm not 
hurting at all...but it felt real...What the fuck is this? 


There was no blood on the ground. He checked the watch he wore under his gauntlets, and he had 
been out for just four minutes, and yet he felt as if he had slept half a day. 


It was all uncanny and disturbing, and the implication of AFO being able to attack him with a false 
injury and make it feel real was unnerving. 


“Ah, Katsuki, did you like that little show of force? Would you like another taste? With the feeling 
of death, perhaps, to acquaint you before you actually die?” The supervillain's voice 
seemed...fixed. It no longer bounced as it had, and with a quick rush of footsteps, Katsuki left it 
behind. 


He moved quickly, trying to go north. With the monk's previous attack, his HUD contacts had 
dried up and become useless, no matter how much eyedrops he used on them; they had become 
brittle and broken. 


Now he only had his radio, but it was probably more dangerous to use it the closer he got to AFO. 


“Fuck this fucking bullshit, why am I even worrying about my radio and radar and shit? I'm 
Ground fucking Zero. I could go to battle naked and still kill you, All for One!” 


His brash call out gave him a little confidence, just enough to keep going. AFO answered 
something that would probably have made him uneasy and intimidated, but he tuned it out by 
reaching a zen state of absolute transcendence...by shouting “Fuck” loud enough, over and over, 
that the voice receded and eventually stopped. 


He ran and he walked at times, following the cliff faces and darting between stone pillars, 
sweating, keeping his energy in reserve, until he made it to a small clearing, with a faint smell of 
burning rock drifting in from the distance. 


Footsteps bounced on the stone pillars, getting closer and closer. Ground Zero raised his hand, the 
grenade launcher aimed at the direction of the steps... 


He moved to flank the guy, surround him, maybe attack from behind, ready to blow up a monk or 
AFO himself, but instead he found himself lowering his weapon and sighing with relief. 


It's just Shigaraki. 


“Shigaraki? You're still alive? Fuck, I expected at least one good thing to happen today.” Katsuki 
said, giving the former villain a quick look before turning back. 


“Not gonna happen, Bakugou, not until we kill the final boss, skip the credits and go play 
something else.” 


“Ts that nerd speak for winning and getting back to Japan?” Katsuki knew full well what Shigaraki 
meant, but his mood was bad already, he wasn't going to give him special treatment. 


“yeah.” 


“Fuck yeah, then. Where's Deku? Did you see him on the way?” 


“He's about half a mile that way. What, did they knock out your radar?” 


"Do you notice how my fucking face is covered with blood and dust? With your eyes, fucker, 
look!" 


“the contacts? They still work? Don’t be an ass, I’m just trying to take inventory, see what we 
still got. So work with me, Bakugou.” 


“Oh fuck off, get off my back. They dried up when an asshole monk attacked me, he is probably 
dead around...there.” 


“Boo hoo, baby Baku got dry eyes? Welcome to my fucking world.” Shigaraki said, flipping 
Katsuki off. It was infuriating, but not enough to blow up his hands just yet, so Katsuki kept his 
hands off the detonator. 


“Shut up. Let's regroup, find AFO and do our plan, remember that you are our distraction. Move.” 
Katsuki didn't feel like a good leader, not particularly, but they both knew the plan, and ordering 
around Shigaraki felt empowering. And Shigaraki followed the commands. 


“Can you check on the others, Shigaraki?” Katsuki asked. The Twins had never been a factor they 
had relied on, but all help was appreciated. And they were the ones with the commands for 
extraction and retreat, should it come to it. Katsuki did NOT want to trek the fucking Chinese 
wilderness for weeks until they found a city. 


“The twins are nowhere on my map. Guess their transmitter’s broken, and...Deku’s just over there 
behind some cliffs. If we hurry we can find him before...” Gunfire erupted, the staccato of high 
calibre battle rifles, and the strange whooshing sounds of some kind of emitter Quirk, and then 
rocks crashing and dust flying all around. The air seemed to be more electrified with every step 
they took but it seemed to be missing something. Katsuki pondered it for a moment as they rushed 
in Deku’s direction, and he made the connection. The fog guy, the moisture control guy and now 
the electricity guy...these fuckers were meant to work together and use a storm to kill us! 


One of the monks was sent flying their way, his rifle snapped in two and his knee badly swollen, 
likely broken. But his fingers were glowing with static electricity that seemed to stick to the fog, 
charging it up, and he was not out of the fight yet, so Katsuki aimed the shotgun glove and put 
down the fighter with a point blank shot. He didn’t check for vitals, but the guy stopped moving, 
his fingers not glowing anymore. “Now stay down, trash! Fuck you” 


“Do I dust him?” Shigaraki asked, sounding almost helpful as he tentatively lowered a hand to 
hover an inch above the blasted, soot-covered monk. 


“And steal my kill? Fuck off! Just leave him and let’s meet up with Deku.” They moved again, 
running towards the sounds of battle and the names of American places echoing among the cliffs. 
The ghostly sounds of “smash” getting lost among the rock formations childe Katsuki to the bone, 
so he was eager to get there and get Deku to shut up already. 


Deku had finished up with the monks by the time Katsuki and Shigaraki got to him. Annoyingly, 
Katsuki saw that Deku's gear seemed in near perfect condition, not a single dent or scrape on it, 
just a bit of sweat on the shirt. For once Deku had his facemask in place, and it had a spring-loaded 
visor emerging from the top, shielding Deku's eyes from getting more mist in his eyes. 


With the guys spread around him in various states of consciousness and bone breaking, it seemed 
like he already had a higher body count than Katsuki. This was just one ambush...it still only 
counts as one! He was surprised to find his thoughts turning to competition instead of spite when 


seeing Deku’s prowess, a need to show Deku who was boss in a fair way. And for some reason, it 
felt right, and it dispelled AFO’s words about his insecurities, cutting them down like a chainsaw 
chopping down a small tree. Rivals. Maybe even friends one day. If only to have that supervillain 
fuck get pissed off... 


“How many have you taken down? Figured you'd have broken all your limbs already.” Katsuki 
said, giving a chuckle and moving close to pat Deku on the shoulder. “I never believed it when 
AFO said you were dead, Deku, never.” He was relieved to see Deku, more than anything. After 
the false attack that AFO had used against Katsuki, he had expected the worst...But he knew 
everything was real enough at the moment. He wouldn’t make up a vision where I’m with 
Shigaraki , would he? I wouldn’t put an image of Shigaraki working with someone inside their 
mind, never! 


“He...he said I was dead?” A shadow of fear crossed Deku’s eyes, but it was gone an instant later. 
Katsuki considered telling Deku about this “Mental Image” attack, but he hesitated; it seemed like 
a useless power once the actual battle started, and if it somehow made Deku scared, it would affect 
them all. “Well...?'m okay. He...He spoke to me too. I think he has a Quirk that lets him tap into our 
memory if we answer to him...It is somewhat related to Hitoshi’s Quirk, I think...” 


“So it was an evil Quirk all along, huh? Your best pal’s? Must feel like shit...” 


Deku frowned, “Kacchan, cut it out. Hitoshi is as much a hero as you or me, so don’t say that again 
in my presence, got it?” There was a hard edge to his voice, and Katsuki regretted having opened 
his mouth at all. He also found this new wilful Deku who stood up forcefully for his friends rather 
worthy, both of respect and appreciation. Shit...1 wonder if he has ever defended me like that if 
anyone called me a villain? Kinda hot, not gonna lie... 


“Fair enough, Deku. So, he talked, we answered, the Quirk did its thing, and that is how he found 
out stuff he shouldn’t have?” 


“That’s my guess. Tenko, he spoke to you?” Shigaraki nodded, his face dark and moody. AFO 
probably told him the worst things...I guess it was similar things to what he said when he wanted 
me to be a villain. That I had the potential to destroy, that I could never create anything, that my 
personality was useful for nothing but bringing pain to others...That is what he told you? 


“He spoke to me and he did know things that nobody else knows. If he...if we don’t stop him, it 
doesn’t end with our deaths.” Shigaraki said, his eyes lost in the distance, facing east. Facing 
Japan. Even he will lose a lot more than his life if this goes sideways. Even he has loved ones. And 
AFO will make their lives hell if we don’t kill him. 


“We end it right here and right fucking now. If we find more monks, we know how to fuck them 
up, like the band of tough bastards we are, eh? So how many did each of us take down? I beat up 
this captain...no, this general, who took all the moisture away from the air and dried everything up 
like fucking sand.” Deku gave an appreciative nod, Shigaraki raised an eyebrow when Katsuki 
promoted the thug to a more impressive rank. 


“T ended a lava monk mini-boss.” Shigaraki said with a shrug. 
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“Enemies I have taken down, hmmm. 
think...eight?” 


Deku picked at his lower lip, thinking hard, “I 


“Make it seven, the one you threw over there was still kicking, I finished him for you.” 


“Oh, ah... Thanks, Kacchan.” 


Looking around, Katsuki saw how exhausted they all were, how desperately they needed a quick 
breather. But before he could take charge, Deku spoke, “Guys, I think we all need a little rest. 
Three minutes, maybe five? Check what gear we still have, breathe, start with more energy?” 


“T’m game.” Shigaraki replied quickly, sitting down and letting a tired sigh out his lungs. “All the 
stuff in my vest I haven’t touched, not sure if I would melt it by accident so...if you see anything 
you need I'll just raise my arms and grab whatever. Dry Eyes Noob?” 


Katsuki just shook his head at the cringy nickname, “Like he says, my contacts are useless, but 
your crazy friend’s gear works like a dream, Deku. Got...a fuckin granola bar, and whatever’s in 
this Chinese army MRE, but I’m not hungry at all. My medkit’s sealed airtight so I still have 
everything in it. ’m good.” Katsuki took a knee, breathing the mountain air as deeply as he could, 
filling his lungs as fully as possible. 


“My first aid kit’s in good shape too, Mei built it to last. But...do you...do you guys have any 
water? I uhhh...I had some electrolytes Mei gave me, good stuff but uhh...I used my bottle as a 
weapon...” Deku pointed towards one monk crumpled against a boulder, a dented canteen at his 
lap and his ribs clearly broken. Why are we even having this stupid picnic among the dudes you 
knocked out, Deku? Felt lonely with just us two as company? 


“Tt's not exactly Code Red Mountain Dew but here you go.” Shigaraki said, offering his bottle over, 
a hard plastic container stenciled with “Tokyo Metro Police Department” logos. Deku took a big 
gulp and then handed it back, and Shigaraki drank too. 


Katsuki joined them, but he broke off their little rest an instant later, “Med check, before I forget. 
Deku? You good? Shigaraki?” Both nodded emphatically, after taking a quick look at themselves. 
Katsuki was amazed that they were all in remarkably good condition, especially Deku, who used to 
routinely make his gloves and sleeves explode, along with his bones. “Anyway, enough rest, you 
lazy fucks, we have to keep moving. You two still have a map? What's the path?” 


Shigaraki adjusted his mask over his face again, pointed down a row of stone pillars and started 
walking, “This is the way. There’s a path here, you see? It leads to-” 


There was a flash of light, red and green and fiery, and an instant later the Dragon Twins landed 
among them. One of them looked haggard and exhausted, the other one nursed a nasty bruise on 
his forehead, but they were both a welcome sight, somehow. J never guessed I would miss these 
smug fuckers...but goddamn I like having them here. 


“Deku, Ground Zero, Shigaraki...” the one with the bruise spoke, panting, “A gunship spotted All 
for One in long range cameras, he is airborne and headed towards-” 


Katsuki’s gaze was pulled to the air where a helicopter gunship flew at top speed towards a speck 
in the distance, a tiny dot on the horizon. The gunship’s guns were moving, aiming to shoot, the 
missile pods warming up... 


But All for One intercepted the gunship. Once more Katsuki felt the deep, primal fear of 
witnessing AFO fighting All Might, their full power on display, as the helicopter suddenly twisted 
in the air and started dashing down at an alarming speed, dashing right at them . 


“Get the fuck away!” 


All for One was enjoying the battle. The sounds of chaos and death were music to his ears, the 
echo of murders past, of torture and pain, a delicious cacophony. His face hurt a little, out of 
grinning so much, but destruction on large scales always made him as happy as birthday parties 
would bring joy to a child. 


He had commanded forces a lot larger than the fifty man strong Monastery of Famine as Asia’s 
ruler of the underworld, of course, but he had seldom been a frontline commander, and it had 
brought him a strange sense of enjoyment to order his men, to determine their positions, to see the 
Chinese air force’s attack go sideways. 


Of course, he knew some details of the plan, courtesy of Pestilentia getting inside the mind of one 
of the heroes, one Shang Chen, courtesy of one of the Russian’s agents in Beijing and a spray of 
Pestilentia’s dream serum. With the information relayed, All for One had been able to royally fuck 
up the Chinese strike force’s plan. 


His speech had more than one purpose; it had masked the monks’ approach to get in place and 
shoot down the helicopters carrying the heroes with rockets that one of the monks could guide with 
his voice, a rather unusual Quirk that might not see much use later when the fighting became 
closer. Of course, the speech also activated Himiko Toga, his sleeper agent formerly embedded in 
the League of Villains, with a list of names that Pestilentia had loaded previously in the girl’s 
subconscious. 


And it had been the signal for Nine to attack Tokyo. The young wielder of the synthetic copy of 
All for One had sent his plan’s rough details in a phone call using a burner mobile, and it amounted 
to a targeted strike at Shibuya with hopes of killing Endeavor, Hawks and as many heroes as 
possible. 


If he survived, AFO might have found a worthy successor, one whose body he might take over 
through the All for One Quirk, his ghost possessing the young man from within. It was Ujiko’s 
theory that a soul remnant in the All for One Quirk would let him overpower anyone wielding the 
Quirk, let him possess them completely, utterly. 


Every plan might work on his advantage, in the long run, and his first attacks had been good. But 
of course, a battle starting well did not mean it would end well. 


After a few minutes it had then become apparent that the battle was not going his way anymore, 
but it hardly mattered. It didn’t matter if his enemies had reacted quickly and salvaged their 
situation. Battles could turn around many times before a side won, and AFO was still confident he 
could win...even if he lost the entire monastery and had to kill everyone The Chinese forces had 
been halved, with most of the soldiers in the canyons dead or dying, and the ones who had flanked 
to strike directly at the Temple were pinned down. 


But the heroes remained and were advancing on his position faster than he could throw monks at 
them. The psychological warfare he had waged on Izuku, Katsuki and Tomura had the three 
shaken to the core, second guessing themselves. 


After the speech and the opening salvos of the battle, AFO had focused on using Echo, a rather 
weak Quirk by itself, and Voice Projection, to talk with the heroes and with Tomura. He knew their 
weaknesses from intel gathered by Doctor Ujiko previously, from his own judgement, and now 
that they had answered to his words, he had Cold Read active, mining their brains directly for new 
tidbits. 


That was how he had discovered Izuku’s feelings for Toga, making her role from a mere 
convenience to a perfect plan to hurt him. That was how he had discovered Katsuki’s insecurities 


remained, deep seated, ready to be exploited. And that was how he had discovered that Tomura 
was leaving behind his past at an alarming speed. 


Izuku’s fear of losing friends, family and loved ones, deeply rooted in the childhood abandonment 
by his father and his friends, ruled the boy’s subconscious. It was at odds with his heroic drive at 
times, AFO could see that clearly. J will use it to my advantage. If the boy is focused on what Toga 
is doing and not what he is doing, he will fall. I have never killed a wielder of OFA who was 
distracted... wonder if that will take the fun out of it? It doesn’t matter. I will soon enough use 
Mental Image to give him visions that will break him. I have a lot planned with you, Izuku. A lot of 
outcomes. Will you take the chance, if I offer my power to you? 


What if I gave All for One to Izuku Midoriya? What would happen then? He had not considered the 
possibility due to only considering Izuku an enemy, someone that would eventually fight him to 
the death, and someone that would be a lot of fun to destroy psychologically. And it has been a 
great time, hasn’t it, Izuku? I have not even punched you today and yet I have got you so fired up...I 
had not even planned for Toga to be anything but an assassin but you, young wielder of One for 
All, you brought this pain upon yourself. 


With the healing Quirks I have, you would master One for All in a second, and the rest...you would 
be the ultimate hero. Surpass All Might in an instant, become the world’s savior. I will tempt you 
with this forbidden fruit, and see if you can perceive the poison in it, see that what I offer is truly 
your end! 


Katsuki was a gold mine of exploitable insecurities and complexes. He was staunch in his position 
and desire of being a hero, but someone clever might have used that desire to be so and his pride to 
turn him to a weapon. Use his gigantic ego and his fragile pride, all of it to manipulate the child 
inside him, that still yearned for that earliest praise even now. 


If Izuku takes my power, I can guarantee they will fight. Their new friendship is so new, so faint, so 
fragile...I can use him as leverage if Izuku won’t accept by himself. And see what happens. All I 
know is that there will be blood, and their bond will not be tempered by this, it will be shattered. 


And yet, these two fought back. They refused to give in to despair, even as their nerves got frayed, 
moving forward. 


Tomura, though, Tomura was a surprise. He had grown a lot in the past weeks, from the leader of 
the League of Villains, the architect of the prison break that had allowed AFO to be free again, into 
a young man that fought fiercely to get back his own life, going as far as teaming up with his 
previous enemies in a quest for revenge. But revenge was hardly the main reason he fought now, 
even if he did not admit it to himself. 


He fought for others. For the two heroes who had come with him, for the family he had lost, for 
that girl who had made him feel like a regular teenager and not the villain he had 
become...Tomura’s revenge would fizzle out the moment he died, or he won. 


It was a testament to the willpower of those three that they had powered through it all and still kept 
on moving forward. They were too close now to underestimate, and he would need to kill them 
soon. 


The Dragon Twins were another matter altogether. One of them had been attacked by one of 
Pestilentia's lackeys and sprayed with the liquid that the Russian used to take over dreams, so he 
had not slept easy these past days, and was unravelling as they fought. 


The other one would have his mind divided by concern for his brother and the will to finish the 


mission, having to decide what he should do. And there was no bond stronger than between 
twins... [ will kill them with each other's Quirks, when they get here. But meanwhile, I need to send 
more people to slow them down. 


He still had fifteen monks protecting the temple, with five more guarding his hostages. Out there in 
the cliffs he had sent the rest, some to attack the helicopters with missiles, most to hunt down the 
enemy. 


And those thirty had soon become twenty, and then fifteen. 


Turning around, All for One used the combination of voice projection, aura and echo Quirks, plus 
the already powerful mix of “Mental Image” to transmit to the remaining monks the locations of 
the heroes. 


I guess they might actually all fall...but I can still take them on. All of them, at the same time. They 
are not All Might. 


Search and his other perception Quirks registered the monks responding to his orders. Some were 
afraid, knowing that their fellows had been killed or had their bones broken with extreme prejudice, 
but all had the better sense to be more afraid of All for One, and soon enough they were moving 
again, hunting down the Twins and the Japanese trio. 


They need a name. “Thorn on my side”, perhaps. “Legacy of Losers” maybe...no. “Three 
Musketeers”? No, Tomura would be more of a D'Artagnan type, I believe. “Three Little Pigs”. 
They are a paramilitary police mission so it fits even better. Let's see if their houses stand up to 
some howling, see who is the brick house. 


“Brothers! Defend this Temple with your lives. Don't kill the prisoners unless I say so. I go now to 
end this fight.” AFO didn't want to wait for the heroes to get to him at the Temple, not with the set 
of powers he wanted to unleash being more fitting for a more open environment. 


So he flew. Air Walk, he called it, though the original owner of the power had called it "Float". A 
subpar name, unbefitting a hero's Quirk, hell, it was an unworthy name for any self respecting 
person's power. 


Air Walk allowed him to levitate up into the air quickly and remain airborne without falling down, 
and to move around in the air as he pleased, so he soon reached the top of the mountain where the 
Temple was nestled at, and where he could see, through a variety of perception Quirks, the 
thousands of tall cliffs and stone pillars, like islands floating in the mist. 


Out there were his enemies. Out there was One for All, and their last battle. 


He spotted the place they were likeliest to approach the Temple, a road that travelled through a 
canyon with hundreds of thinner spires than the rest of the valley around them. In the middle of that 
path the road widened and the enclosing spires gave it all a mostly round outline. Jt could be 
cratered. Flattened to give them no place to run, no place to hide. Cleared of obstacles to let me go 
all out. No way out but through me. 


There were still a few helicopters flying around, visible now that the storm monk triplets had fallen 
and the fog had lifted, but all flew low to avoid the missile team still around. For an instant, AFO 
considered recalling them and tasking them with blowing up Izuku and his companions, but he 
decided against it. /t’s better to keep them out there and shoot down medical evacuation 
helicopters, should there be any. 


What he did concern himself with, though, was a helicopter gunship that flew fast in his direction, 
apparently it had seen him and was getting ready to attack. Even for an immortal superhuman it 
was not a fun time getting riddled with high calibre bullets and getting blown up by rockets. He 
would need to take that ugly chopper down before he could go back to the ground and take out the 
heroes... Search is feeling them closer and closer. They are taking the path I expected. And this 
helicopter...You are just about to aim, aren’t you? Think that the greatest villain the world has ever 
seen will die to a mere .70 cal. autocannon? 


He pushed himself by punching the air, making Toshinori’s ideas his own to fly faster. An instant 
later, he had the chopper at his mercy, his arm expanding just like it had during his final battle with 
Toshinori. With a grin behind his skull helmet, he reached out and grabbed the chopper’s tail. 


He was elated, not only for having the chopper right where he wanted, but the satisfaction of his 
foes finally meeting up in a single place where he could take them out. With the flick of a wrist, he 
swung around a helicopter like a club, and his laughter erupted as he moved to crash among the 
heroes. All for One got ready to make an entrance. 


Chapter End Notes 


As always thanks for reading, giving kudos and commenting! 2020 has been a year 
from hell, but sharing this story with you all has made it a little brighter for me! See 
you next year! 


Heaven in the Skies. Hell on Earth. 


Chapter Notes 


Let's start 2021 with VIOLENCE! 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Shang and Ling had not known that the Japanese heroes would have been as close as they were, 
because the twins had been cut off from Hero Net communications almost the moment the fight 
had started. It had been but a wrinkle in their plan; the twins felt capable of taking down All for 
One on their own. 


Or at least they had before the massive resistance the monks had given them. Every fight had been 
a close call, and only quick reactions and ruthless violence had kept the Twins alive. The 
dragonfire had consumed many souls today, leaving only ashes, not out of sadism or cruelty, but 
pure survival of the fittest. In a fight to the death, there were only two outcomes, and only victory 
let them live a minute longer. 


Now that they had cut their teeth on the calibre of villains that All for One considered mere canon 
fodder, the Twins regarded him with more deference, and a healthy amount of fear. Even so, Shang 
was certain they would win. J have to prove the nightmares wrong. Nothing else matters. Win, and 
laugh at those dreams, that nightly torture. Get my brother safely through all of this... 


Shang feared for Ling. He had never been afraid of dying in battle, or of his brother dying; they 
were strong, fast and agile, heroes at the top of their game. Few people in China posed a real threat 
and those that did could be defeated with enough skill and applied power, with intelligence. 


But All for One was a different kind of villain. He was a monster in human form, with his shadow 
cast over China’s intelligence agency and the entire government by extension. He’d held the power 
before and now there had been serious fears of his loyalists taking over that the operation had been 
hidden from the other agents, only the Twins’ commanding officer and the top leaders knowing 
about it...But what if any of them were traitors? 


The radios on their hero gear had not received any orders from the Ministry of State Security in 
days, and had become useful only for contact with the rest of the strike force. The radios 
themselves blended well with the traditional hanfu robes that made up their hero costumes, with 
Shang’s hanfu being white with green accents, and Ling’s being red and black. Combined with 
their modern gear, it made them the quintessential Chinese warriors of past, present and future. 


The mission had almost failed already. Their numbers in the cliffs were dwindling, and the ones 
assaulting the Temple had an uphill battle in their hands, already facing elemental Quirks that 
unleashed dreadful weather effects upon them. Had it not been for Midoriya, Bakugou and 
Shigaraki keeping the monks busy in the cliffs, the rest of the force might have been shot down 
too, but thanks to the heroes the flanking team had pushed through, and the rearguard had held. 


They might yet control the battlefield in time to face All for One with favorable conditions, with air 
support and medical teams on standby. 


The moment the last gunship had signaled that the fog had started lifting around the area of the 


operation, the Twins had readied up to join the fight again, either by protecting the armed and 
armored helicopter and escorting it to where it could be used more effectively, or using the gunship 
as bait to take down more enemies. 


But when the same chopper had said they had spotted All for One flying high above the Temple, it 
had become apparent that the final battle was upon them. The gunship gave them the location of 
the Japanese, and the Twins had rushed over as quickly as possible, hoping to organize in time to 
save the helicopter and lead the foreigners to the fight... 


And they had been too late. Not ten seconds after their arrival, AFO had intercepted the gunship, 
grabbed it by the tail, and an instant later it had been hurled in the air like a club, striking down to 
the ground with vengeance, the bullets and missiles detonating an instant later, vaporising the pilot 
and gunner. 


“Two dragons against me.” AFO’s voice rumbled, echoing across the cliffs and pillars of stone. 
“The dragon is traditionally the ruler of the skies, but of course you already know this, do you not? 
Wise, strong, wielding power well. But never unopposed. Enma, Yama or perhaps Ydanluo; the 
wrathful king of the underworld has always been there to check their influence. As the ruler of our 
mortal underworld, [ll gladly take Enma’s place!” 


“There is only one king here, one god. And that is me .” AFO said, raising his arms as he floated 
down onto the ground, landing softly. In the shock of escaping the helicopter crash, the heroes had 
left their enemy an opening to monologue. 


Shang had gone to the right, Ling to the left, and the Japanese had scattered, too, with Bakugou 
closer to Ling and Deku having picked up Shigaraki and dashed as far away from the crash site as 
possible. None of the heroes had been injured, but they were in grave peril, starting the fight in a 
place of their enemy’s choosing, already tired and weary. It was not an ideal fight. 


But Shang and Ling exchanged a glance, nodded, and charged into battle anyway. 


Their dragons roared to life, unleashed, free for an instant, before they remembered who was in 
charge and they settled to a fierce obedience. Even braindead, the fire dragons were the most 
dangerous creatures a Quirk could produce, from what Shang knew, and the fire that Deku had 
complimented was but a taste of their true power. 


Ling’s dragon lashed with its tail, tearing the helicopter’s wreckage to shreds and collapsing a 
dozen of the stone pillars. In this part of the Temple approach the pillars rose to fifty meters in 
average, and had a width of about three meters, and the white-hot flames carved deep slashes into 
the rock, angled expertly so they would fall down on AFO. 


It was not the main attack, of course. It was a feint. While the stone pillars collapsed and were 
destroyed in midair by the supervillain, the Twins rushed on opposite sides of the battlefield, in a 
pincer movement that the Japanese trio quickly caught up to. Ground Zero took the lead, heading a 
frontal assault, laughing in glee, followed by a grim looking Deku, darting from pillar to pillar and 
picking up speed. Shigaraki was behind them all, touching pillars at strategic points to collapse 
them safely behind them and create a barricade that would make it difficult for any monks to 
attempt to surround the heroes. 


There was no time to be impressed with Shigaraki’s unexpected tactical smarts, or with Ground 
Zero and Deku’s tenacity to charge directly. Not when Shang had wrapped his body with his fire 
dragon, mentally linking the drake’s limbs with his, using it to fly over the pillars. He felt the 
intense heat all over his body, the firelight blinding, the crackle of flames overtaking his hearing. 


And he felt the intense emptiness of the dragon’s dead mind as he took over completely. He could 
see through the eyes of cinder, feel the wind in scales of flame, change direction with a tail of the 
mightiest fire. He was a creature of power now, not fully human, not fully flames, but the 
combination of both in a supreme creation. 


He pounced on All for One with ferocity that only his brother could match, half a second later. 
They tore into the villain’s skin with blazing claws, and their vicious maws gnashed at his limbs. 
The man had Regeneration Quirks on top of Regeneration Quirks and was functionally immortal 
for all that Shang and Ling knew. It is time to test that theory. To cleanse you in fire, you foreign 
bastard! 


As the fire dragons were larger than their human hosts, AFO couldn’t reach them even as insect 
limbs sprouted from his back, tearing open his suit jacket. The limbs attacked with inhuman speed 
and their attack patterns resembled more a praying mantis striking than what a human brain should 
use to fight, but their reach was not great enough to touch the twins...at least not yet. 


Every slash of fire, every tail swipe, every bite of great flaming jaws was met with quick, 
unpredictable counterattacks. One moment Shang moved out of the way of a simple superpowered 
punch, the next he was hit by a wave of static that fried his Hero Net contacts, and an instant later a 
spider leg almost stabbed right through his eye. 


And worst of all, All for One had enough presence of mind to talk . “Dragon Twins. China’s bright 
future, showing the world that teamwork still makes the dream work. You are good. Very good .” 
In a second AFO’s arm grew exponentially and he punched the air, the shockwave aimed right at 
Ling. 


Shang’s brother was quick and had started moving away, but he had not been quick enough. The 
shockwave caught him and spun him around like a top, his dragon tail carving a path as he was 
blown away, cutting through stone pillars until he crashed against a larger clif, chest first. 


Shang could feel his brother’s pain as if it was his own when he saw the flames around him wane 
and die out. Ling was on his knees, panting, coughing up blood a hundred meters away. It’s just 
like the nightmares...No, no...Ling is still alive! Hang on! We will win this! 


Shang attacked as fiercely and quickly as he could, but the spider legs had become even longer, 
and they now propped AFO up a few meters in the air. The tips were sharp as cut obsidian, glinting 
in the morning sun like scalpels before surgery. In a desperate instant he saw his green fire 
reflected on the black, mineral limbs, as the one he was attempting to cut in two swung around and 
hit him across the chest. 


The fire around him had not been hot enough to melt the spider leg, or even slow it down, and the 
impact had been a dry thud that had pushed him back a few meters. He took a quick breath, praying 
he would not find the air escaping through a punctured lung, and found himself in a large amount 
of pain, but with his lungs intact. Where are the others? 


He scanned the battleground quickly and found them already picking up the slack, with Deku 
delivering a terrific descending kick against a pair of obsidian spider legs, snapping them in two, 
and connecting his shoe’s iron sole with AFO’s dark helmet. “Saint Louis SMASH!” Deku yelled, 
and an instant later Ground Zero had blasted his way around the supervillain’s feet, cupping one 
hand above the other to concentrate the concussive power in a single, narrow shockwave, yelling 
even louder than Deku, “AP SHOT! ARTILLERY STRIKE!” 


With a speed and precision that shocked Shang, the boy shot at AFO’s kneecaps, alternating 
between each with deafening blasts. Ground Zero bellowed with laughter that screamed of terror 


and insecurity, not any joy in battle, but he still kept firing, chipping away at the villain’s 
regeneration capacities while Deku repeatedly kicked AFO’s helmet with a series of vicious side, 
hook and push kicks. One of AFO’s legs was shot off, landing somewhere along the cliffs, and a 
replacement limb soon started to form, but slower than before. 


The spider legs surging from his back looked poised to strike down the heroes, focused as they 
were on dealing damage. “I call these “Rivet Stab”...their original user simply called their Quirk 
“Tarantula”, you see, and that lacked gravitas...” All for One spoke quickly, manically, even as his 
foes closed in around him. Shang rushed once more unto the breach, biting down on the limbs, 
managing to take most of the ones threatening Deku out of the way, and he was able to swat a 
couple out of Ground Zero’s way too. But it had not been enough, and an instant later it would all 
be decided; either the heroes would move out of the way on their own power, or AFO would 
impale them. 


But a flash of bright flames cut them down in the last possible instant. Ling had risen and flown a 
hundred meters in a second, using that speed to power up the savage slash with which he cut the 
spider limbs. There was a grim smile of satisfaction in Ling’s face, even as his lips were covered in 
blood and his tunic was now half red. 


The four heroes attacked mercilessly. Deku and Ground Zero coordinated with shouted commands, 
with Deku grappling the obsidian spider legs directly at All for One’s back, managing to group 
them together with superhuman effort. Shang could see the boy’s face straining as he held onto the 
limbs, managing to keep the base of them together for just long enough that Ground Zero 
positioned himself. The young hero pushed his hands together so as to make his explosion a blade 
of concussive energy, yelling, “DIE YOU PIECE OF SHIT!!!” 


The blast severed all the dozens of spider legs at the distance of about three quarters of a meter 
away from AFO’s back, and the moment they had been blown off Deku let go immediately, 
looking slightly singed but otherwise in good condition. By then Shigaraki had arrived and swiped 
at AFO with quick, accurate strikes that looked like a cross between Shaolin boxing and street 
fighting, but All for One was dodging easily. 


But he could not dodge three fighters at the same time. Sidestepping Shigaraki’s death hands was 
easy, weaving in and out to avoid getting cooked alive by the Twins’ dragonfire was a different 
matter altogether. Shigaraki seemed agile enough to avoid AFO’s counterattacks, slowed down 
since he had to fight back against the Dragons too, and they pushed him back, meter by meter. 


Ground Zero shot repeatedly at AFO from point blank range with his enlarged glove, every blast 
as loud as a shotgun’s, and just as effective; they tore AFO’s suit jacket to shreds and pieces of 
bone, muscle and skin were constantly exploding along with Ground Zero’s shotgun blast barrage. 
“TRENCH GUN SLAMFIRE! DIE DIE DIE!!!” 


And Deku...Deku was everywhere. One moment he supported Shigaraki’s strikes by grappling 
AFO’s arms to bring them within touching distance, the next he was attacking AFO’s black metal 
helmet again. It had started to crack, and Deku seemed more and more elated by the fight, falling 
into a berserk rage that mirrored Ground Zero’s. Both were yelling and AFO was answering back; 
this was clearly very personal. 


Meter by meter they forced All for One to back up. There was a stone cliff at his back, and they 
were pushing him to crash against it. The supervillain could easily level the cliff with a punch, 
perhaps even lift the entire thing in his arms, but all the heroes needed was a second. 


“Ling, you take his right arm. I have the left.” Shang said, speaking over the comms, hoping that 
Ling still had a radio. Ling nodded when their eyes met, a smile across his gaunt face. There was 


now a lot more blood on Ling’s side, and an instant later Shang saw that there was a piece of sharp 
rock embedded into his back. The wound did not seem life threatening, but to save his brother, 
Shang needed to end the fight. Only a dozen meters remained to the cliff, and Shigaraki had 
instantly caught up with the plan, expertly attacking to keep AFO distracted and backing up. 


“DEKU! THE LEG! THE LEG!” Shang yelled, and he hoped that the plan, obvious as it was, 
would be fulfilled quicker than could be countered by All for One. Deku gave a thumbs up the 
instant before another devastating kick connected against AFO, the sounds of metal and bone 
splitting as iron soles met ribs. And he said he can’t even use half of his full power...this kid will be 
terrifying one day. If we live...No, when we win, I need to win him over. Of course, the kick was 
accompanied by the name of an American place with “Smash” added. 


Five meters remained. Ground Zero propelled himself with gigantic explosions and tackled AFO’s 
waist, trying to hold on even as the villain slammed his fists against his back. But AFO only 
managed a couple strikes before Deku moved in the way, sliding his legs around All for One’s 
waist, supporting himself above Ground Zero’s back. They were literally back to back as Deku 
redirected every punch with martial arts that Shang couldn’t quite place. Aikido or Jiu Jitsu were 
his guesses, Japanese martial arts where the enemy’s strength could be used against them. 


It only lasted for a couple of seconds, while Deku gave Ground Zero a chance to slide away from 
his tackle and position himself to hold onto one of the legs. When Deku saw that AFO was starting 
to react, he pushed his legs back and kicked, once at AFO’s sternum and once at the helmet’s chin. 
Losing balance, AFO’s back finally hit the wall. 


Deku grabbed the leg that Ground Zero had left for him, and the Dragon Twins attacked an arm 
each, holding them against the cliff and increasing their temperature to a jet burning inferno. AFO 
howled in pain as his arms were burnt, melted, liquified into the surrounding rock. “You impudent 
whelps, mongrels of a disgraced country, dogs of the state...” AFO muttered between bellows of 
agonizing pain. 


Hearing those screams from any other person would have affected Shang. He was a killer, sure, but 
not a torturer. He didn’t get any weird pleasure from seeing his foes shit themselves in pain, it just 
happened and he accepted it. But this time it was different. It was personal. 


I won’t let those dreams become true, All for One. I’m keeping my brother alive, whatever it takes. 
We will KILL YOU! 


Below, Ground Zero had both hands blasting away at opposite sides of AFO’s knee, immobilizing 
the rest of his leg below, and Deku had twisted the foot on the leg he was holding. Shang noticed 
that the foot Deku held was bare; it was a new leg, regenerated after Ground Zero had blown up 
the other one. And all those new bones were now protruding painfully. 


The bones made Shang a bit sick. Or maybe it was the temperatures he was reaching overheating 
him; even if he knew that he was better suited to dealing with the heat than other fire users like 
Japan’s Endeavor, due to his Quirk’s nature, Shang knew that he was overdoing it. And the broken 
ribs in his chest were weakening, too. 


All was in Shigaraki’s hands now; touch AFO long enough to melt something vital, perhaps the 
brain and the spine, and the battle would end. 


But right as Shigaraki approached, AFO spoke, “You five have worked together much better than I 
could have guessed. Much better than anyone could have expected...Even you thought of the others 
as liabilities; the Chinese underestimated the Japanese, and vice versa, and nobody expected 
Tomura to be of any help. And yet now you trust him for the final blow, don’t you?” 


Shigaraki jumped in, his hand reaching for AFO’s stomach, turning bits of jacket and shirt to dust, 
then starting to dissolve skin. The regeneration seemed to be working overtime to heal the 
stomach; Ground Zero shot off the leg he was holding above the knee and then started shooting 
AFO in the thigh. 


Shigaraki spoke, his eyes meeting AFO’s helmet, “You poisoned something as normal for a person 
as touching a loved one! You made me kill my own dad! You made me who I am today, this...this 
monster! But you didn’t stop there, no...you threatened us all. Personally. Fucked with our minds in 
this little raid arena. Threatened me with things you should have never known, threatened people 
I’ve come to care about. It’s not all about revenge anymore, Sensei . I reject everything you stand 
for, I reject what you teach, | STAND UP TO YOU! Die, All for One, DIE!” 


The former villain spat the word with such hatred and power that it inspired Shang. J was wrong 
about you, Shigaraki. I was so wrong. You wanted this more than anyone, didn’t you? Shang 
increased his temperature even further, but AFO was not screaming anymore, he was laughing . It 
was a cold, dark laugh that chilled Shang to the bone even while covered in literal flames. 


“You have grown, Tomura. You would have been a worthy heir, even without my power. The 
drive in your eyes...Even blind, I can feel your stare burning right through me, even more 
dangerous than your hand melting through my stomach. Ah, Tomura...if I was any other person, 
the decay would spread and I would be dead already. But I am not any other person. I am All for 
One, and I’m done playing games.” 


He laughed again, a maniacal, insane laughter, the kind one would hear in the darkest pits of the 
oldest asylums in Canton, those that had long been abandoned and were only plagued by ghosts. It 
was a dreadful laugh of unspoken cruelty, and AFO kept laughing even as his torso moved 
forward, leaving behind the arms that had been burnt into the rock cliff. 


Shigaraki stumbled forward, passing through the hole he had made on AFO’s side, and, after 
straightening his leg with a sickening crunch, AFO kicked Deku away, the boy crashing hard 
against a stone pillar dozens of meters away. Turning around, AFO drop-kicked Ground Zero with 
the leg he had used to kick Deku. But Ground Zero fought back, catching the kick with his hands 
and blasting away to try and avoid being kicked into oblivion. For an instant, it looked as if it 
might work. 


But he was pushed back anyway, skidding a dozen meters along the floor, cuts and scrapes all 
along his clothes. 


AFO had sprouted the spider appendages again, this time from where his human limbs were not 
yet regenerated, and he looked like a being out of Shang’s worst nightmares. His dark mask was 
everywhere, larger than life, life a human skull blackened in fire. 


Ling probably had the same thought, as he attacked AFO directly in the head, wrapping his 
dragon’s tail around the neck and trying to bite off the helmet, or even cook his head inside it. AFO 
didn’t react for a moment, busy with the legs that had appeared on his back. There were now more 
than thirty of the appendages, hard as stone, glimmering in the light of the morning. Their surfaces 
were mostly jagged, but smooth sections reflected the rich blue skies and white clouds above them. 


It was a glorious day in China, it seemed. Shang did not believe in gods, his upbringing and the 
Party’s doctrine had encouraged atheism, but he could still feel something far beyond humanity as 
he witnessed the day’s beauty. The stunning vista of the skies was contrasted by the blasted craters 
where pillars had been, cut down by spider legs, or dragon fire, or explosions, or decay, or even 
lightning fast kicks. 


Heaven in the skies. Hell on Earth. 


A dozen spider legs reached behind AFO, piercing the air with a whistle. An instant later Shigaraki 
screamed in anguish, as the appendages dragged him up in the air, and Shang could see why; the 
ends of the legs had stabbed through Shigaraki’s hands and feet, then curved around in hooks to 
hold him aloft. 


Almost casually, AFO threw Shigaraki in the same direction as Deku and Ground Zero, but before 
Shang could turn his attention towards them and check on their well being, Ling let out a haunting 
shriek. AFO’s human arms had finally formed and they had reached inside the fire, and when they 
dragged Ling outside his own fire, they had melted down to bone and sinew. 


Shang felt himself stuck on his feet, unable to move forward. It was the presence , the one he had 
felt when AFO had stared him down when Shang had first seen the supervillain. Shang’s eyes were 
glued on the scene, as AFO held Ling aloft, one skeletal arm holding Ling’s forearm, the other his 
leg. Ling was obviously in pain, grievous pain, and a spider leg was making it worst by stabbing at 
the spot where rock shrapnel had embedded itself in his back. 


“China asked you to give yourself entirely. Mind and soul. Your homeland is everything for you, 
Ling Chen, so I won’t ask for all of you.” AFO chuckled behind his dented,, half melted, cracked 
helmet, “I don’t ask for you to give so much. I just want a part of you...or maybe two.” 


Shang’s eyes widened, and he felt the scream rising in his throat before he saw the end. 
“NOOOOOO!!!!” Shang yelled, his body moving forward, enveloped in flames, as AFO’s arms 
filled with muscle and nerve. For an instant, Shang thought he might be in time. 


But he was wrong, and in that same instant, he saw his brother torn in two, his leg being pulled 
away from his body, dragging along a part of his waist and his organs. The spray of blood and gore 
was not half as heartbreaking as Ling’s confused, terrified face as he met Shang’s gaze one last 
time. 


AFO flung Ling’s convulsing, dying body in the same general direction as the other heroes, but 
Shang did not see it. Medicine might still save Ling if a miracle happened, if the other stopped all 
bleeding, if they made the impossible happen. 


With tears in his eyes, he flung himself at All for One, fighting faster and harder than he’d ever 
had, with no regard for his own life. The nightmare had been true, and the worst had happened. 
Now all he had was his rage. 


He attacked again and again, causing incredible amounts of damage. He burnt away all the spider 
legs for an instant, and he even made AFO stumble and fall onto his knee. It was a chance he 
would never get again, so he focused every ounce of his power in a fell swoop, a downward attack 
that might burn hot enough to decapitate AFO. 


But AFO had not taken a knee out of injury, or because Shang had defeated him. It was a ruse, a 
gambit to make Shang attack with everything he had, and All for One sidestepped deftly, reaching 
out with his hand and grabbing Shang’s face, stopping him cold in his tracks. 


Behind him, Shang heard Deku call out and encourage him to fight on, and the sound of his 
footsteps approached, but he would be too slow. AFO held Shang up in the air, holding him by the 
face. It was very painful, and Shang knew that the end was near. What will it be? A punch blowing 
up my head clean off is the best I can hope for, but Ling... 


Shang cried openly, letting go of any dignity or honour in his last moments. He had failed the 


motherland, he had failed his twin brother. 


“Dragon Twin Shang...such a strong fighter. Such a marvellous Quirk, this fire...it almost has a life 
of its own. It had one, once.” His voice was barely above a whisper, velvety smooth and yet harsh 
as grinding ice, “You killed the Quirk’s mind to make it yours alone, and with that you rose as a 
hero. I must say, I do not judge you. What a person does with their Quirk is never something I 
judge.” 


Even as his words reassured Shang, he felt terror rising inside him. What will he do to me? Why 
don’t you just kill me like you killed my brother? What are you doing? What is this I feel? 


He spoke again, one final time, his voice spectral behind his dark mask, “In my mind, the only one 
worthy of having such interesting Quirks is me . So I do not judge you. I take from you what you 
could never use to its fullest potential, I take what I want. I am a greedy man, and what you have I 
will get, Shang Chen. I will take your Quirk.” 


The hand did not hold his face tighter, but there was an intense flash of pain, lasting such a tiny 
fraction of a second that Shang felt he had hallucinated it. But he felt empty . Unfinished, unmade. 
Incomplete. His Quirk was gone, he knew that now, and it changed everything fundamentally. It 
altered his whole reality, it upended his world. 


He could tell that AFO was grinning as he slammed him against a nearby rock pillar, and as a 
bastardized version of his green dragon appeared, vague and full of static. If Shang had killed the 
fire dragon, AFO had cannibalized the corpse, turning a proud beast into a stream of flames that 
seared Shang’s skin in an instant. 


Maybe it was poetic justice, that his Quirk would kill him. He might have laughed, but his lungs 
had filled with smoke, and the pain of his fingers and toes melting into the rock had overwhelmed 
his mind. There was nothing to do but scream, as his eyes melted down and his organs were fused 
to the pillar with the temperature. He screamed until his throat stopped existing. 


All for One had been too close to death. He had underestimated his foes, underestimated their 
coordination, underestimated their wit. He had focused too much on Izuku Midoriya’s power not 
being on par with All Might’s, and on thinking Bakugou was the weak link on their chain. 


He had been proven wrong. While much inferior in raw power and speed, Izuku adapted much 
quicker than Toshinori to AFO’s moves, as if he had been studying his combat data with almost 
religious fervor, and found out ways to grapple that none of the other bearers of One for All had 
ever attempted. 


AFO was simply too used to his enemies attempting to overpower him with skilled punches and 
kicks, all of them except Nana Shimura. But, blinded as he had been with considering Izuku as All 
Might’s second coming, he had not thought about Izuku fighting like her instead of his own master. 


Bakugou was a surprise, too. He reeked of terror and his yells were desperate, but he clawed at the 
fear consciously, decisively. He had something to prove, and instead of tearing him down, AFO 
had only pushed the boy forward. Though that might make him reckless as well as brave, and AFO 
could use it to his advantage yet. 


The Dragon Twins were about as powerful as reported, and had been challenging opponents. If 


there had been more time and his people inside the Chinese Ministry of State Security had been in 
position soon enough, the Dragon Twins would have been doing AFO’s bidding all along, and the 
whole mission would not have happened as it had. 


But the spooks AFO controlled had not been able to do their jobs before the whole Ministry was 
compartmentalized, and the twins had been his enemies. 


Fighting fanatics was always a thrill. Whether they were freedom fighters and true believers, or 
agents indoctrinated into a frenzy of nationalist rage, they tended to disregard their own lives and 
leave a lot of entertaining openings. 


Shang, the weaker of the two by a small margin, had proved as such when AFO had sidestepped 
his final strike and it had allowed AFO to steal the man’s Quirk. It had been a very close call, 
though, and the Dragon had earned his full respect. 


His Quirk, though, was an ugly power to use, too unpredictable and unruly. There was still a soul 
inside the Quirk, even battered and braindead, and it fought weakly as AFO had used it. It was 
powerful, sure, but the Quirk resented being used by an even colder master. After confirming that 
Shang Chen was dead, AFO decided to keep the fire dragon locked deep down in the vault of 
unused Quirks he hoarded, until he got his hands on technology to make new Nomus. 


Panting and sweating buckets under his helmet, AFO turned towards the rest of the heroes. Ling 
was bleeding out, slumped against a boulder, with Katsuki and Tomura standing guard over him, as 
if they could somehow stop AFO from doing whatever he pleased. None of them were skilled 
enough in first aid to save the bleeding Dragon, but AFO would give the man a quicker, cleaner 
death now that he could practically taste the despair emanating from him. 


He was at death’s door, and the pain he was enduring would be the worst he had ever experienced. 
It would be the worst that he would ever experience, too, as he would be dead quite soon. 


Izuku, though, had rushed forward a few seconds after being kicked away, seemingly trying to save 
Shang. Blind as he was, AFO could not see the expression in Izuku’s eyes when witnessing a man 
get fused into a stone pillar but the boy had stopped in his tracks, and his breathing had quickened, 
his heartbeat erratic. The seed of a new trauma had been sown inside his brain and it only made 
AFO chuckle; with Japanese disdain for therapy and psychological help, the chances Izuku would 
bottle up the experience were extremely likely. 


Still the boy started running again, his body posture changing completely. Now he had given in to 
battle, that was clear. But what is your plan, boy? Break your body to achieve power comparable to 
All Might? Break your arms until they become unusable, all in an attempt to keep your remaining 
allies alive? Sacrifice yourself? Just as I expected...But not this time. If I let you use your full 
power, you might be strong enough to cause real damage, even at your own cost. I won’t allow 
that. 


His right arm started morphing, two dozen Quirks working in tandem, plus an extra three working 
to stabilize his body and numb the pain, as he produced his favorite now weapon, a biological 
beam emitter that used his own life energy as an energy source and worked the disparate Quirks to 
fire condensed graviton energy, the beam literally pushing away the atoms of whatever is in its 
path; the pushed atoms crashing back together cause large explosions, creating additional damage 
than the initial gravity beam. 


It was the kind of theoretical physics weapon that only All for One could ever create, and the 
power had been enough to blast a hole through who knew how many floors of Tartarus. AFO 
himself didn’t know how far the beam would travel, punching through matter and causing 


explosions around it. But let’s find out. 


He raised his arm, already shaped like a biological cannon, and he aimed, directly at Izuku. The 
boy was no longer there, but Tomura, Katsuki and Ling had been directly behind and AFO was 
already committed to the attack, gathering the energy for the shot. Three seconds later, the graviton 
beam emitter fired, knocking him back to the ground, concussive energy bouncing all over to 
flatten the battleground around them. 


There was no trace of Ling, or the boulder behind him, or anything else in many, many miles . The 
beam had cut through everything as far as AFO’s sensory Quirks could tell, leaving a continuous 
hole ten meters in diameter in a straight line, and the shockwaves had made a valley where once 
had stood columns of stone, creating an irregular crater in the place where the beam had first hit 
matter; right where the heroes had been. 


The crater looked to be about twenty meters across, and was littered with splintered rocks, some of 
them superheated in the explosion and turned to glass. AFO got back to his feet, feeling the 
exhaustion was over him. /t was a mistake. I didn’t use this against All Might for a reason...it was 
too easy to miss. Going punch to punch was the better choice there, but here? Did I kill them? 


“Who is still alive to challenge All for One? Who else is there alive to break?” he called, his voice 
carrying further away now that the battleground was bereft of most obstacles. An obstinate pillar or 
two still stood, but most were now rubble and glass. 


Silence was his only answer for a long moment. 


But then some rocks moved somewhere to his left and the air behind him shifted. At least two 
survived...good, good. Let the battle continue. 


Chapter End Notes 


Thanks for reading! I hope you had a nice New Years celebration, or at least a good 
rest! Let's hope this year is kinder to us all! 


Feathers in the Dark 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Kiruka Hasaki thought that she could still salvage her situation. Trapped inside a building neither 
she nor Hawks had the obvious advantage; Hawks would be hindered by his wingspan and might 
be forced to keep back most of those flying dagger feathers and rely on his main pair of “swords”’. 


The building itself seemed so grey and nondescript that it unnerved Kiruka. She assumed that on a 
normal day it was a lively office, but the empty liminal spaces of the corridors turned completely 
different when the lights started flickering. 


All she could do was barricade herself in a sturdy room and try to get the situation on her side. If 
Hawks sent his feathers at her they would never have the room to accelerate in such confined 
spaces, so he’d most likely need to attack in person, or at least so she deduced. 


The feathers seemed to almost have a will of their own, and it was clear just how little they had all 
prepared for Hawks’ true potential. Their last clash with the hero had been too sudden, too chaotic, 
and in the end, they may have underestimated him. But if he appeared before Slice, feather swords 
in hand, she’d kill him. In a confined space, it was easier to overwhelm him. 


She could send every single strand of hair to capture a feather; she had not counted them 
completely, but she assumed that her scalp had enough strands for each feather, and if not, she’d 
risk it. The two thickest strands she would send in to close around his wrists, then twist around 
them and cut off his hands. If she was quick enough, agile enough, she could use one of her 
throwing spikes and stab him in the windpipe, cut off his concentration entirely, and then maybe 
go for the eyes or the heart. It was no longer about showing overwhelming force, or even fulfilling 
the mission All for One had given Nine and the crew. It was pure survival. 


Kiruka did not know if Hawks planned to simply arrest her or if he had no qualms about executing 
her. With all the civilian casualties outside, and with how Hawks seemed to be out of his hero suit, 
they might have already killed someone he cared about. The plan had spiralled out of control, but 
there could still be ways to correct course. First Kiruka would kill Hawks, then they would 
coordinate a counterattack, kill Endeavor and the Big 3, who had proven surprisingly worthy in a 
fight. 


She respected them. Respected their grit, the sheer power they had displayed. She didn’t know if 
they had the guts to crawl out of the depths she had been at, but the Big 3 definitely deserved some 
praise. The others ranged from mediocre to great, and the noose tightened around the crew. 


“Slice here, I have barricaded myself in a concrete room in the middle of this office building. 
There’s some marketing posters in the offices I passed, but I’m not sure which one...Wait, the 
map...” Slice used the intuitive controls on her Detnerat contacts to place a locator beacon on her 
position. Chimera acknowledged with a small notification, a simple green LED that told her he was 
stuck in combat. 


With the map on her contacts she saw every hero around her companions. Nine had Endeavor and 
Wave Motion stuck on him like ticks, and the laser hero, X-Less seemed to try again and again to 
split from fighting Mummy to go and help them. Nine’s shield had finite power, and the plan was 
to overwhelm Endeavor and the others if the shield failed, but it put him in grave danger. If he 
missed the time for just one second, he’d end up flattened by Wave Motion’s kinetic waves, blasted 


through with a laser beam, and burnt to a crisp. 


But Mummy was keeping X-Less away from the shield, and the hero splitting his attention made 
him easier to kill. The bandaged man would soon have him. The only other reinforcement had been 
a band of lesser heroes, all of them barely average, trying to pummel the shield with fists and melee 
weapons. By the way they all “bounced” away from Nine, the shield was actively throwing them 
away, and if they had any sense at all, they’d get out of the crossfire. 


A second later she saw Chimera’s blip on the map dash through those heroes, and a dozen of the 
hero signatures switched to wounded. Two of them were killed, and Slice grinned. Maybe they had 
hit a wall instead of cutting through it, but with Chimera’s raw strength, Mummy’s precision, and 
Nine’s sheer power, they’d overcome. All they had to do was hold the line and kill as many heroes 
as they could, keep an eye out for the Liberation Army’s vans, and retreat in just the right moment. 


If Endeavor was caught between the anvil and the hammer, he was as good as dead. 


“T’m hunting down a few heroes. I wrapped up Native and flung him at some of Endeavor’s 
sidekicks, they won’t be able to join him directly, bu-” Mummy’s message was cut short by a yell, 
and his blip on the radar turned orange instead of blue. Wounded, but still in the fight? “I'll get that 
fucker!” 


“T’m...holding...on. I have the...doses of Trigger...ready to inject them...if I feel the shield slipping.” 
Nine’s voice was as steady as humanly possible when enduring the amount of strain he was in, but 
Kiruka knew it was a front. He was scared, just like she was. Scared of being separated by death, 
but not death itself. Hell can’t be much worse than my worst drug nightmares, can it? If it is even 
real, anyway. Would a benevolent God really let all that we are doing happen? We probably killed 
what...three, maybe four or five hundred people? Destroyed the lives of thousands? Maybe if he 
exists, he sent Hawks as his avenging angel. 


Maybe he sent me Nine to save me back then? No. That was not destiny. That was just...people. 
Nine saved me because he has good in him. He may be a killer, but he has heart, he has greatness. 
All these civilians, they are nothing but obstacles in our path to glory, they are steps in the ladder 
to the top! It doesn’t matter if thousands die, it just means they were too slow, too indecisive, too 
weak to stand up for themselves. People with worth would fight us, avenge themselves, fight back. 
We give them the chance to kill us, if they have what it takes... 


And I guess Hawks is taking that chance. It doesn’t matter. He is nothing. I’ve fought off worse. A 
maniac with feather swords? Try the call of addiction. The withdrawal. The fucking despair when I 
was lucid and I saw how the heroin had fucked me up. Everything I would never get back, 
everything I would never have. “And all I have now, I’m risking it, Hawks. My life, my love, my 
ideals. Kill or be killed, win or die.” Slice whispered, holding one of her throwing spikes so tightly 
it turned her knuckles white. 


“If you can hear me, Hawks, I’Il tell you everything that is going to happen.” Slice started talking 
at a normal volume. If the hero could hear her, good; if not, then she might as well cut through the 
oppressive silence. The building was eerily quiet, with the far away sounds of battle outside fading 
and giving way to the steady drip of a faucet somewhere nearby, the hum of a printer still on, and 
the buzzing of lights. 


The eerie silence turned to unbearable noise once her ears started adapting to the quiet. The hum of 
machines was constant, but suddenly she heard a footstep. Then another. 


They were slow, deliberate. A man’s, not heavy, but not hiding his presence, either. Measured, 
calm. He was closer now. “First, I’m going to kill you, Hawks. I’m going to enjoy that very much. 


My hair will crawl through your veins like worms inside a corpse, and Ill use your body as a 
PUPPET! I'll bring it right to your loved ones, Hawks. You have some, we know . You think of 
Endeavor as a friend, even knowing what a monster he is! And his family!” 


Her voice was as full of venom and anger as she could possibly muster. She hated Hawks, she 
hated him with unending passion. He had stopped them from sailing to Nabu island and stealing 
the Quirk of a boy, Katsuma Shimano, singled out by Doctor Ujiko as the person with the only 
healing Quirk in all of Asia that would merge completely with Nine’s gifted Quirk, one that Ujiko 
had called “AFO”, named after All for One, the supervillain they now fought in the name of, 
nominally, at least. 


Ujiko had found them, had found Nine and fanned his ambitions, given him the power to save 
himself from his own body, even pointed them in the direction for the power that would fully 
stabilize Nine. But Hawks had stopped them, and now Ujiko was gone, and his network of medical 
intelligence was lost forever. They couldn’t find the Shimano boy again, and their hope was now 
on either All for One’s doctors, or ReDestro’s. If Hawks had not interfered, none of this would 
have happened. 


“You saw my hair cut like razors. You saw it pierce like spears. ll puppeteer your body, I'll bring 
it in front of her , and [ll skin you in front of her. Maybe you’d prefer to be alive to see that? See 
the hope flee from her eyes, as her little dead boyfriend is ripped to shreds before her eyes, see how 
her tears give way to vomit as her body reacts to what already killed her heart?” The footsteps were 
closer, but now they were sounding in a completely different direction. This room only has one 
door. One way in, one way out. Unless I cut through the walls, and escape. Can I kill him? 


Another step, then another. Less than ten meters away. Fear ate at Kiruka’s heart, but she braced 
herself with hatred. This was the man who had stopped Nine from getting healed. The man 
responsible for a year more of cancer killing her beloved’s body. The man who had brought low 
the leader that she had pledged to follow always. 


Nine was not ordinary. He was beyond humanity and yet he was her equal. He made her feel 
worthy of everything he had given her; love, support, patience. Rehabilitation, redemption. He had 
never lied to Kiruka, never. He did not live by the laws and standards of lesser beings, and through 
him, Kiruka had found out how big a potential she had. He had been there at her lowest point, far 
below what anyone could call rock bottom. 


He had been just as much of a wretch. Beset by pain every day, holding on by sheer will and pride 
and, later, love. But they had uplifted each other. A king and a queen, ready to take the world by 
storm, no matter what the others said. The others had never lifted a finger to help either of them, 
and now their only shot at life was strength! 


“Slice,” Hawks’ voice bounced too much on the walls to pinpoint his location, but he seemed to be 
talking in the same spot that the footsteps were coming from. And his voice was completely 
opposite from interviews, from ads, from every public appearance. It was a cold voice, the voice of 
a killer that had already decided to show no mercy. “You have nowhere to go. You can’t hide. You 
can’t run, not with the place you chose to hide at. You wasted your time.” 


Three footsteps sounded at once, one in each corridor around her room. That’s not possible! He has 
backup? The Endeavor agency...can they be here? Without their tracking gear? “We're alone here, 
don’t worry. I don’t plan on letting anyone get in the way.” 


Slice felt her heart rate increasing. Her skin was itchy, and for a cold, dreadful instant she thought 
that it all might be a hallucination. Hawks, the building, even her time with Nine. Her brain could 
have made it all up to suppress the fact that she was an addict, to give itself hope... No. NO. It is all 


real. Focus, focus and KILL. 


“When I’m done butchering your body and breaking her mind, you know what [Il do to Fuyumi? I 
know her name, Hawks. We all do. Me, Nine, Mummy, Chimera, everyone else. You think we’d 
strike alone, a lone wolf attack like this? No, hero, you and all your kind are fucked! And the loved 
ones you leave behind, oh the FUN WE WILL HAVE! Ill make a tiny cut on one of her fingers 
and then get a strand of hair inside her! Poor Fuyumi will writhe in agony as her body starts to hurt 
, hurt so bad that she will ask me to die. She will forget everything, her dead father, her brothers, 
her mother. You. All she will want, all she will remember, is that dying will hurt less” 


Slice let out a laugh, as a way to mask her panic. She was holding on by a thread, standing firm for 
Nine, for their shared dreams, for their future. For herself, to show the world that a junkie who sold 
everything she had, who left her dignity and honour behind for a drug, the lowest of the low, could 
reach out and stab through the heart of heaven, kill their golden boy, their avenging angel. 


“T’m ready for hell, Hawks. Are you? Are your loved ones ready? They’ ll live it, I promise you 
that.” 


The footsteps were now even closer, but instead of three steps she heard ten, and then a flurry of 
uncountable, quick, sprinting footfalls. She grinned, anger and madness, fear and dread and loss 
and the ugly, ever present hunger for power, for her future, for the world she wished to rule. 


As the moment of truth approached, as her life stretched before her eyes, all leading up to a vital 
instant of fury and power, of pain and death, her breathing slowed down and her eyes narrowed. 
She noticed that the lights had been off for a while now, and the small sounds of lights and 
machinery had been silenced. She noticed the itch on her skin disappear, washed away by a state of 
complete focus. 


In the dark, in complete silence, in blood and gore, her life’s climax would arrive. Glory and 
oblivion were in the balance now, and her fate was in her hands. Two hundred tendrils of hair 
extended around her, all around the room, like an octopus’ arms, like a spider’s web, like an 
impenetrable net. Her spikes were in hand, her grip relaxed enough for a final strike, and her fringe 
blades stood beside her, ready to quickly react to Hawks’ sword arms. 


An end or a beginning, it was, and the running footsteps started to converge. She closed her eyes, 
focusing on the sound, poised herself to attack... 


And complete silence suddenly reigned. The battle outside, the footsteps, Hawks’ voice, cold as 
ice, sharp as steel, it was all gone. Only her soft, rhythmical breathing remained. The attack that she 
had waited for did not come, and the HUD contacts did not show Hawks’ location anymore. The 
location. I could see him all along and was too busy thinking about the footsteps. 


The attack did not happen. One minute, then five, then ten. Kiruka’s resolve was tested, waiting for 
the imminent clash. What if Hawks had simply flown away, leaving her isolated from the fight, 
ready to counter an attack he would never make? What if he had moved in to attack Chimera or 
Mummy, taking advantage that his location was off the HeroNet map now? What if he was 
positioning himself high up in the clouds, ready to fall down on Nine the moment his shield fell? 


Hawks was quick enough to strike before Nine could stop him, if the shield fell and he was 
focused on unleashing the most powerful storm Japan had ever experienced, concentrated in an 
area a mile wide. That was his final backup, his last hand to play, a typhoon compressed to the size 
of a city block. 


The sheer power of the wind pressure would kill weaker people, through debris with the speed of 


bullets, would shred the buildings around it to ribbons of glass and steel. The lightning would 
strike repeatedly, much faster than the lightning rods Hawks had spread around could catch. It 
might not be enough to kill a hero like Endeavor, but if Nine stayed strong, he wouldn’t have to. 
Even if everything failed and they had to use their last resort, it was at least guaranteed to fuck 
Endeavor up. 


But Hawks could dive from the clouds and strike at Nine, and that was something Slice could not 
allow to happen. 


She needed to find him, if he would not attack. It put her at a massive disadvantage to take the 
offensive, but, if anything else, it let her take the initiative and get out of the building. /’// run the 
same way I came in. I’m not too far from the window we crashed in, I can make it. I'm fast, and my 
hair will give me complete protection. Let’s do this. 


With a few blinks, Slice used her Detnerat contacts to send her team a blinking green light. It told 
them what she had already decided; to attack. “Slice, if you’re going to make a run for it, hurry! 
You can take down these ranged fighters, flank them!” Nine said, the instant he saw her blinking 
light. 


“Fight me, you coward!” Slice yelled, a dozen strands of hair blasting the door off its hinges. She 
couldn’t see the floor or the walls around her, but her hair was a sensory sphere five meters wide, 
and she knew exactly where to turn, where to sprint. All she had to do was take the first step... 


A dozen feathers attacked her feet, while a dozen more hit the ground with their flat side, the punch 
producing sounds eerily similar to footsteps. Her hair caught the attacking dagger feathers, but the 
vibration on the floor had taken her focus just an instant too long. She had made a single mistake, 
given her enemy the slightest opening, and a feather sword cut her. 


The feather felt warm, alive, as it vibrated almost imperceptibly. If it had not vibrated at such a 
speed, or been a material stronger than steel, it would not have cut Slice’s hair. It was warm, but 
perhaps that was simply her hot blood spraying out, or the white hot pain on the side of her head, 
and the burning sensation of a dreadful skin rash. 


But it was not a rash. Her skin had peeled off, and the raw nerves left were still in shock, choosing 
to fill her body with adrenaline instead of more pain. Blood was pouring down her neck, so hot, so 
damn hot...She took a step forward, stumbling, and had to steady herself with a dozen strands of 
hair. Her balance had been affected, and the blood flow was concerning. Her left hand rose to her 
head, checking the damage. 


She touched some exposed bone, and for an instant, she felt that she might pass out. But she held 
on and kept on running, sprinting as fast as she could, correcting when she stumbled. Hawks had 
cut deep into the side of her head, and her ear was completely gone. Even as she couldn’t see the 
way forward, or the blood on her hand, she made her hair start moving, weaving in and out, 
stitching the bits of her skin together as best she could, weaving in a bit of her shirt as a bandage. 


She wouldn’t bleed out before escaping, but her entire ear was gone and her balance was shot. And 
the “haircut” Hawks had given her unbalanced her, made her vulnerable on her left side. Another 
strike on that side, and she might as well let him chop off her head voluntarily. But it was too dark 
to know where he was, and the feathers imitating footsteps drowned his own, that had been silent 
as a Stalking cat. 


She ran. She ran and she bled and she hoped that he would get careless and she would pierce his 
heart in a well timed counterattack. She ran until she saw light, orange and blue and red, coming 
from the battle. She could hear the battle again, through her remaining ear, the fire and the energy 


blasts, and the shield standing proud against it all. She was almost there. 


A whirlwind of blades sprang out of nowhere, all aiming for her neck, for her eyes, for her heart. 
She reacted quick enough, but the air shifted behind her, in a blindspot. Yelling in anger, she 
lunged with her throwing spike, aiming it directly at Hawks’ heart. Her hair turned to blades, 
cutting at him, at the walls, at anything and everything. Concrete, plywood, paint, steel...her blades 
cut it all. 


And they cut at Hawks. She saw his blood, spraying from a dozen places at once. Her eyes met his, 
amber irises that seemed frozen in time, unmovable, dead. There was a tear running down his 
cheek, and his lips seemed to be wording an apology. And for an instant, Slice felt bad. She felt 
regret that she would take his life, the life of someone just like her. 


Someone without a dark past would not have so much behind his eyes. Hawks had seen some shit, 
that was clear. It had changed him, damaged him, broken him. He’d clearly lost hope at some 
point, that she could see. But there was a spark of life in them, a thrill in survival, in living an inch 
away from death. She felt that, she felt the joy of battle. Maybe they were both monsters of the 
same kind, berserkers, assassins. But Hawks regretted his past, and Kiruka did not, and that was 
how she had been faster. 


Faster, but not accurate enough. Hawks had twisted in mid air and the spike had instead pierced his 
abdomen. Slice started twisting around the spike and flailing her hair in an attempt to shred the 
hero to pieces, but she had been too slow to catch him with both attacks. Pieces of his leather jacket, 
superficial cuts and most of his boot’s heel were all that she had managed to cut in her final attack. 


Because he had not been aiming to kill her. Striking lightning fast, with pinpoint twists of his 
wrists, Hawks had delivered three insane slashing cuts, and Slice had felt the feather blades 
smoothly glide against her scalp. The hero had managed to cut off most of her hair, his amateur 
hairdressing leaving Slice with a rough pixie cut. Only a few uneven strands of hair were left to 
fight, and the hero used the momentum of his last cut to twist his arm and punch Slice in the face 
with his elbow. 


She fell to the ground, hitting her head in the side where she had lost her ear. For a second the pain 
was blinding, but her instincts took over and she rolled back to her feet, catching up to Hawks in 
three quick steps, close enough for her last strands of long hair to attack. The rest of her hair would 
grow back. She could get surgery for the damage to her face and ear, and for her wounded nose 
that started bleeding as she ran forward. But she could not let Hawks fly a single meter away. 


Her strands of hair were weakened by not having more hair around them, but they were still 
stronger than steel, and sharp as a dagger. Like two straight spears, her strands darted towards 
Hawks, catching him in the back, right between his wings. The sound of leather tearing and the 
man screaming was music in Slice’s ear, and she yanked with her hair, upending the hero’s 
balance, cutting his flight short. 


As Hawks hurtled towards her, she readied another spike, swearing not to miss a killing strike this 
time. She saw his torn shirt, full of blood, the spike still embedded in his guts. She saw his eyes, 
calm, resigned to whatever his fate was. She saw his hands, empty, no sword blades in sight. She 
saw him raise his hands, trying to protect his chest and face. 


But no matter how fast his reflexes, no matter anything, he was too close to twist around like he 
had done before. He could try and move the spike with his hands, but it would go through instead. 
Slice grinned in victory, and her spike moved inch by inch in a snail’s pace, her perception slowed 
down by adrenaline. 


She saw her spike strike, hitting a rib and start crushing through it, but then a feather wrapped 
around it, then another, until a dozen crimson feathers had wrapped around her hand and the spike 
itself. Even when pushing with her entire weight, her spike could not move further inside. That’s 
unfair, UNFAIR! He...he can’t just stop me like this. 1 HAD HIM! 


For an instant, she saw Hawks’ eyes looking at her, colder than a glacier, with absolutely no mercy 
in them. She didn’t know how many villains had seen those icy eyes before being gutted, and now 
she’d join them. So she spoke into her earpiece, desperately, earnestly, without a single regret left, 
“Nine! I love you! I always will! Even if I die!” 


She knew that she might never hear his response, but she knew he loved her back, and with that 
knowledge, she was ready to face death with dignity. She looked back to Hawks, expecting a swift 
blade across her throat...but instead Hawks delivered a swift knee to her stomach and, as she rolled 
over in pain, all air driven from her lungs for an instant, his feathers wrapped themselves around 
her feet. 


When she looked up, she saw Hawks looking down on her, deep in thought. His eyes examined her 
quickly, assessing any threat she could pose. Panting for air, bleeding from her torn head, feeling 
her frayed, uneven hair strands hurting on her scalp, pinned down by the feathers constricting more 
and more, she was mostly neutralized, it was easy to see. 


She had lost. The battle, not the war, and she knew that no prison could hold her once her hair 
started growing back (and it would, unless they shaved her daily, which she assumed would not be 
done even in Tartarus), a strand of hair was almost liquid, malleable, a perfect skeleton key. She 
could walk right out, with a few centimetres of hair; her Quirk would extend the strands as needed. 


But when Hawks smiled, carefree as if he was advertising a toothpaste, her ideas of a long term 
victory started to fade away, “Right! Now I know your head is hurting quite badly...I missed the 
cut, you see? It wasn’t my intention to, you know, chop off your ear, but that is why one should 
never fight angry! Anyway, I took a breath, calmed down and gave you a very fashionable cut. I’m 
no barber but...aha!’’ Hawks’ eyes had been moving quickly, looking all over her face, and his 
expression lit up when he finally found something . 


“Slice, talk to me! Slice, SLICE! Don’t just say that and go silent...Kiruka? Kiruka!” Nine’s voice 
was even more strained now, just as desperate as Kiruka’s had been an instant earlier. But she 
couldn’t answer back and make Hawks think it was some ploy. /’m sorry, Nine, I'll yell that ’'m 
okay in a second. You...I might ruin your plan. You might send the others to help me, even come 
yourself. Don’t. I'll save myself, my love. I'll kill them all, eventually. 


“T’m gonna poke your eyes a bit, remove those contacts. They just had a Jittle glint that gave them 
away. Let me guess, they sync to the vibrations of blood flow into the eyes to tell your heartbeat in 
some kind of HUD? My support studio had a similar idea. I assume they use the blood pressure 
measured to give a general idea of your health and you can blink some simple commands? Don’t 
try anything with your hair, or Pll cut off your limbs and...oh look at this, a feather at your femoral 
artery!” He laughed easily and leaned in to take off Kiruka’s contacts with deft fingers. His hands 
had a few scars, but they were mostly attractive, annoyingly so. 


“You think that my contacts will tell you anything? They dry up too quickly, you won’t get a 
chance to try them on. They won’t tell you shit, Hawks.” Kiruka was stalling for time, aiming 
mentally for her last strands of hair to pierce his neck and then expand outwards, beheading 
Hawks. It would probably mean giving away her life, all ideas of a long term victory gone for 
good. At most, she hoped she’d get a minute to speak with Nine again, tell him she was sorry, but 
that she had at least fulfilled her mission. 


Hawks held a contact lens where they could both see it clearly. If she squinted, Kiruka could see 
her vitals flatlining in the little HUD, and an instant later her three companions were all yelling in 
her earpiece, asking if it was a malfunction, fearing she was dead, vowing to avenge her. Nine 
sounded broken, completely bent on killing them all. “Oh I don’t want to try them on, that’s gross! 
You know how many microbes and bacteria I have in my fingers? Hmmm...you might want to 
clean your eyes whenever possible, or they might get infected...But ’'m rambling!” 


Hawks neared his face to hers, and at the same time the feather blade pressed tighter against her 
femoral artery. To her utter dismay, even his breath was not foul. As Nine pleaded in her ear for 
her to speak, to say any word, to show she wasn’t dead, Hawks smirked and spoke, “I can listen to 
them, in the earpiece. This,” he crushed the contacts inside his palm, tearing them to bits, “Is just 
one way you are connected to them. They think I just killed you, you’re waiting for me to give you 
half a chance to speak, to tell your beloved Nine that you are just earless and bald but very much 
alive.” 


“You have been looking right into my face, at my neck. Aiming. You’re not half as smart as you 
think, Slice. Look to the right.” She did as she was told and she saw a feather floating softly before 
her, that quickly darted around and attacked. For an instant she thought it was all over, that she 
would finally be executed, that her hair would not get in the way in time, but the feather had simply 
struck her earpiece, stabbing it with the thin blade and moving backwards. 


“Nine! [’m alive! Hawks trapped me, took my contacts, but I’m alive! I’m okay, Nine! Nine? 
Kyuso? KYUSO!” She used his name so rarely, only out of despair, yelling with all she had, not 
caring anymore if Hawks watched her squirm. 


“Kiruka, please...If you’re alive, if you... don’t care. Just say anything. If they captured you, just 
talk. Tell them [ll surrender, that Pll give up if...1f they don’t harm you!” He had not heard her. 
Hawks had done something so simple, so precise, so cruel, and it had just dawned on Kiruka; he 
had cut the wires on the earpiece’s microphone. 


“You think I’ve never seen one of those? You think your earpiece was some “exclusive” design? 
No, Slice, nope! Whoever equipped you may have given you cutting edge lenses but those? That is 
the lowest bidder showing his hand! Your beloved Nine is out there taking a beating from 
Endeavor and the others, while thinking you’re dead or dying right here!” 


“Why...why are you doing this? Why don’t you just arrest me? Or kill me?” 


Hawks smiled and extended his hands and wings wide, his smirk turning darker and darker. “That 
would be too simple. Too easy. It might be revenge to kill you. It might be justice to clap some 
handcuffs around your wrists and fit some kind of mask over your head, see that you face trial, all 
while honorably telling Nine I have his girl and that he can save his final attack for some other 
suicidal attempt. But no, Slice, no! You made it personal.” Hawks moved back, taking out his 
phone and typing some numbers on his keyboard. 


“You threatened my girl. I don’t know exactly what fame I have with your crew, given that I killed 
none of you last time we met, but other villains might tell you a thing or two, right?” 


“You’re the government’s dog!” Kiruka spat, “Their thug, their killer.” 


Hawks showed her the phone, showing some kind of app that had radio frequencies on display. He 
tapped it casually, “I absolutely hate that fame. I hate everything I have done for the state. ’m 
absolutely sick of being their slave! I hate the Hero Public Safety Commission, I hate being their 
monster, and your bogeyman. But breaking Nine like I’m doing? Breaking you? This is personal. 
Nobody threatens Fuyumi.” 


He clicked his own earpiece with a flourish and spoke as easily, as casually, as if he was sitting in a 
bar with a friend, “Nine? This is Hawks.” Hawks clicked the phone, and from the speakers Kiruka 
could hear her beloved. 


“NINE! KYUSO!” she yelled, but Hawks simply pointed at his earpiece and shook his head. It’s 
sealed, just like mine should have been. Human hearing shouldn’t be able to pick up the sound 
with the noise dampening properties these comms have, even the cheapest ones...The feathers. That 
is what he used to hear me. 


“How? How can this-” 


“Oh let’s not focus on how’s, why’s, whodunnit’s and werebubs, shall we? Do you want me to tell 
you all about Slice? Want me to tell you all she promised she would do to my loved ones? How 
that pissed me off and what I did to her?” 


“You bastard! PIl kill you! PI kill all of you, Pll kill EVERYONE! Every man, woman and child, 
I don’t care, I will have my revenge!” 


“T’m still alive, Kyuso!” Kiruka yelled, but she knew it was useless. He couldn’t hear her. 


“Endeavor? I’ve got Nine’s comms channel, passing it over to the cops on support, might as well 
cut their chatter with some glitzy pop music, no? I’ve got Nine on the line, yelling about his 
revenge and whatnot.” Hawks had clearly switched radio channels and now pranced about, a hand 
on his hip, but he limped with every step and his face looked pale from his abdomen wound. At 
any moment he might just collapse and die, Kiruka figured. 


She couldn’t hear Endeavor’s response, and Nine was still yelling his promises of death, war and 
vengeance when Hawks spoke again with the heroes, “Endeavor, [ll try a little gambit. 
Psychological warfare. Get ready, because it could either be deadly or be an opening!” He moved 
close to Kiruka again, smiling privately, “You really fucked up by threatening Fuyumi, Slice. If 
this hadn’t been personal, you might have never heard your lover in such a state, or have to endure 
the pain you’re in right now. But I’m feeling a bit less malevolent! I might even let you talk to 
him!” 


That made no sense, he had told Endeavor it was a gambit. Making contact between Slice and Nine 
was no kind of play that could ever work in the heroes favour, was it? 


“Nine! I never said I killed your friend Slice! Seriously, do you think the Number 2 hero would just 
execute someone in the shadows? Come on, man, I’m appalled!” 


“She’s alive?” The hope in his voice broke Kiruka’s heart completely; he had never once sounded 
so resigned, so blindly accepting of fate. 


“Sure. Want to hear her voice?” Hawks gave a few quick clicks on his phone, showing it again to 
Kiruka. He brought the phone closer to his earpiece, and Kiruka’s blood ran cold. Hear my voice... 
he is not passing over his earpiece so I can talk, he moved his phone. 


“Well open your ears, Nine, because I have asked a few friends to make sure this channel is just 
you, me, and dear Kiruka . What she says won’t be broadcast to anyone else, Nine, ’m a 
reasonable guy! A reasonable guy that doesn’t like collateral damage, got it? I know you two are 
really, really close, more than family, even. Under normal circumstances I don’t like splitting up 
lovey dovey couples, you know? But you did just blow up Shibuya. You did murder hundreds of 
innocents. And your lover here, well...we had a little talk . She screwed up, royally, I’m sure you 
know that by now...So what do I do? Avenge everyone you four have killed today? Prevent what 


you will do in the future? Arrest her, then you? I am a reasonable man, Nine. Gimme your offer, 
and I’Il see what I can do.” 


He turned and watched Kiruka very closely, while Nine eagerly replied that he just wanted to hear 
her voice. “I will stop. Surrender. Just..Just let me hear her voice, Hawks. I need that, please.” 


“T shall consider your offer! Pay attention to the reply!” Then, just for Kiruka, Hawks said, 
“Remember when you said that dying would hurt less? That my loved ones would live through 
hell?” The cold eyes were back as he shook his head slowly. 


Hawks clicked on the phone, and to Kiruka’s horror, it was a recording of her. A recording of her 
screaming , when Hawks had first managed to harm her and cut her face and ear. He felt her heart 
sink as Nine fell silent, as Hawks stopped the recording and slashed a feather sword close to his 
earpiece. She felt her soul be ripped away from her body when she heard Nine sob, and softly 
mutter, “No... Kiruka, no...NO!” 


Kiruka Hasaki was still alive, but she felt a part of herself die in that moment, as she heard the love 
of her life mourn her. As the air pressure shifted, readying for Nine’s retribution, Kiruka knew 
deep down that it would kill him. He would go all out, kill everyone around him, take them all to 
hell with him. 


She needed to stop him, and for that she had to get away from Hawks, somehow. Wounded, 
bleeding, bruised and battered...none of that pain compared to the feeling of dread at knowing Nine 
would kill himself to avenge her, while she was still alive, and she’d live her whole life behind bars 
knowing it full well. 


“He...Nine will kill you all! You won’t be enough to stop him!” Kiruka said, looking again at 
Hawks, who was now clasping her wrists in cold metal handcuffs, chaining them to a steel support 
beam nearby.. 


“Kill us all? Oh, dear Kiruka , he’s more than welcome to try.” 


Chapter End Notes 


See you next time! 


The Final Blast 


All for One had blasted away the battlefield, turned it into a crater. Dust settled quickly, almost too 
quickly, as the supervillain swatted away with an arm, his left arm this time, enlarged grotesquely, 
the wind pressure forcing the particles to the ground. 


Of course, AFO was still standing, but he looked a bit less fit, a bit more tired. A bit readier to bite 
the dust and become the victory that would bring Ground Zero to legend. 


Or at least that was what he anxiously told himself while he checked Shigaraki for injuries and 
watched that neither the Twins nor Deku were in sight. One of the Twins he had seen be killed, and 
if he had the time later, he would puke. It had upset him in a major way, instilled the fear that All 
for One might steal his Quirk and kill him with his own power. 


But he couldn't stop, he couldn't let fear freeze him. He won't take my Quirk. I'm too fast for him to 
grab me, he'd miss. And he doesn't have the skill to use my explosions, he can't simply build up 
sweat in an instant. My body has had all my life to adapt to this power, he can't do it to me. 


But...he did that to that twin. Shang? He burned him with his own Quirk...that is unbelievably 
fucked up. I can't let that happen to me, I can't...Deku. Can he take One for All? All Might said it 
isn't possible, but what if something changed? 


Shigaraki was in bad shape: AFO had used the limbs he had called "Rivet Stab" to pierce 
Shigaraki's hands and feet, and sliding across a dozen meters of broken rock had left the ex-villain 
a lumpy, bloody mess. 


But to his credit, he was using his Quirk to make a trench big enough for him and Katsuki to take 
cover in, “He...he probably can’t fire that thing twice in a row. Look at his right...arm. The 
recoil...” Shigaraki coughed blood, and Katsuki tried looking for any more visible wounds around 
his chest area. There were none, but the fight had probably hurt his organs. 


“Can you fight? Walk, even?” Ground Zero asked. He was still in fighting shape, even if his legs 
were shaky and he could barely focus. 


“First...trench. Then...I try standing.” Katsuki had grabbed Shigaraki by the waist the instant before 
AFO had fired, so they had ended away from the blast, but no amount of speed had saved them 
from the blast's brightness, or its deafening sound. 


“We could try retreating to the Temple. It's behind us now, I think.” Katsuki looked back and he 
could see the big Buddha statue and the pagoda roofs, all that tradition and history now 
pockmarked with bullet holes, or savaged by Quirks. The statue had lost his right arm and half his 
tunic, and the headless neck was on fire, but the head at the base still had Gautama smiling 
peacefully. “Made a fucking 180 turn and the bastard blasted the path we took.” 


“Blasted the Dragon Twin, too. I...1 saw him get caught in the blast. Vaporized in an instant...my 
eyes still burn from it.” Shigaraki blinked furiously and squinted, trying to find AFO, or maybe 
even see what was in front of him. Katsuki himself was used to explosions and the rapid increase 
and decrease in brightness of them, so he hadn’t been blinded by the flash, just the dust all around 
them. “Where...where is he?” 


Katsuki placed a hand above his eyes, shielding them from some of the glare reflected on some of 
the “Fucker's to your 3 o'clock, you can tell directions like that, you asshole?” 


“Yeah, of course I fucking can. Jump in now!" Shigaraki had managed to dig a trench about a 
meter deep and five across, and he removed his hands from the ground just as Katsuki leapt inside. 


It gave him a chance to wipe at his eyes, emptying half of what remained of his water canteen over 
them, then washing Shigaraki's, cleaning whatever dust had been caked on them. 


“Thanks.” Shigaraki’s voice had such genuine gratitude that it took Katsuki aback for a moment. It 
was pure, simple, like Eijirou thanking him for something small, like giving him some of his fries, 
or Kaminari thanking him for help with some homework. 


“T'm only doing that cause it's just us now, fucker.” Of course that was just trying to justify himself, 
to think of the reasons why he had reacted on instinct by saving Shigaraki from the blast, why he 
was worried about his health, why it made him afraid that Shigaraki could die. J don’t care about 
him at all, yeah...It’s just about not fighting alone. He is useful. That’s all...or is it? I thought the 
same of Deku when this whole thing started, a useful idiot that could help in the fight and now? 
Now I think I might be alone with Shigaraki in this fight. 


He was terrified that was the case, and all his communications gear was now fried. Deku might 
have been caught in the blast, or he could be hiding himself in some other hole. Come on, Deku. 
Don'’t...don’t die and leave me with just...with just Shigaraki. Not now that I apologized, not now 
that things aren’t shit anymore. Shit, Deku, we could even be friends if we live...Just give a sign 
you’re alive. We can take on this bastard if it’s the three of us. 


“What’s Sensei doing?” All for One was motionless, hovering a few inches off the ground. The leg 
that Katsuki had blown up had been replaced by a brand new one, and the way his pants leg had 
not regenerated with it might have looked goofy, even funny, had Katsuki not just witnessed the 
grizzly murder of two heroes. Maybe three, if Deku didn’t make it. Just...show yourself, man. Give 
me some hope. I... am not strong enough to tell Auntie Inko you died. 


“Floating in the air like a fucking dumbass. Hovering in place...Searching. He spotted us, but is not 
making a move yet, that must mean he’s still looking for Deku.” Katsuki said, his voice somehow 
calmer than the inner turmoil he felt. But it might still mean we have a chance to all go home 
alive...I want that, I fucking want that! 


“Wait...he spotted us? Why aren’t we moving? He’s got no eyes but he ain’t a fucking T-rex to try 
staying still!’ Shigaraki said, quickly making their trench deeper. 


“New plan. We wait for Deku to show he is alive, then I use all these grenades to blow up behind 
AFO, blast that fucker towards us, then I ignite both these fuel canisters... 11 improvise on the 
name, fuck it. Explosions behind, explosions in front...7’11 fuck him up real good. And then I blast 
him again down here and you finish him off. Deal?” 


“What’s Deku’s part in the plan?” Shigaraki asked in a hushed whisper. Even if AFO hadn’t 
actually spotted them the instant his “gaze” had lingered in their trench, even if he had not been 
strong enough to focus on the Search Quirk, he had other untold Quirks and the supervillain might 
just have “super ears” or something, Katsuki thought. 


“Bait and then, if I can talk with him or signal him somehow, flanking.” Deku might have a better 
plan in a situation like this, I acknowledge that. My “leadership” amounts to attacking head on and 
having the others adapt to that. I see that’s basic now, wrong even. But I have no other options, 
unless... “You got any ideas?” 


“[’ve got an idea. Your Quirk only makes the heat and pressure of explosions, so it’s just 
concussion grenades in the end. What happens if you add some dust to the blast? Or if we make 


you some shrapnel? This crater’s littered with the stuff...Target his head. If his healing Quirks are 
focused dissolving glass spikes in his throat he’ll be vulnerable to getting his limbs blown off 
again. Then you do the rest!” 


Katsuki gave Shigaraki a quick, small grin, that turned to a frown an instant later, “How the fuck 
do you know so much about my Quirk? You were sounding almost like Deku and that’s creepy as 
hell.” 


“We fucking researched you, remember? When we kidnapped you?’ He looked ashamed, 
disgusted with himself, Katsuki thought, and for a moment, a part of him thought how easy it 
would be to reach out and forgive...But only a small part. Holding onto grudges was still his nature. 


“Two things. One, fuck you. I am not forgiving you for that, bastard. Two, I like your plan. We 
have...maybe a minute or two, motherfucker’s just...breathing there, or something. Gimme my 
shrapnel!” Shigaraki got to work, using his decay precisely, with a minute control that both amazed 
and scared Katsuki. He could turn on me, right now. Just grab me, and I'd be gone in a minute, 
maybe less. Much less. But I’m trusting him. Fuck me, I’m trusting him with my life, with the 
chance for victory, to share the glory. No...to fucking survive. 


“There!” Shigaraki handed him a couple dozen little blades the size of fingers, tapered to sharp 
points. If Katsuki aimed them correctly, they would not be exploding onto his face, chest and arms, 
and would cut deep into AFO’s head. 


“Now I just need the signal...”” Ground Zero willed himself into holding out, into keeping hope. 
Deku was still alive, he thought, wanting it even more than he wanted victory, more than he 
wanted to return home. “If you believe in any gods, Shigaraki, you better pray really fucking hard 
that this works.” 


With the shrapnel secure in a pouch on his chest, easy to reach, Ground Zero readied Hatsume’s 
gear for one last hurrah, to spend each and every munition he had. The little ‘nades on his belt he’d 
throw manually, point blank, or maybe stick them inside AFO’s butt, he’d deal with it as he saw 
fit. “Do you have sticky grenades?” 


“No?” 


“You should get some. Might help you jump stuff too.” Ground Zero gave a nod; Shigaraki’s ideas 
seemed good when it came to killing, but now was the time to focus. With his last check, he 
readied the shotgun glove, mentally thanked Hatsume for every little bit of extra help and wished 
her a good future in which she could be an insane capitalist in peace. 


“T’m ready, you ready?” Ground Zero saw a glint in the distance, light bouncing against silvery 
metal. The fucking mouthguard. You imbecile, you dickhead who never wears his mouthguard 
correctly! “Go, go, go! KILL!” 


The blur in the distance zigzagged, and All for One turned to meet him. Katsuki took to the air, 
planning five moves ahead in his brain, grinning ear to ear, relieved to hear one more time that 
stupid, cheesy, nerdy battlecry. “SMAAAAASH!” 


Since the battlefield was not further flattened, Ground Zero could tell that Deku was not using One 
for All at his 100%, but the shockwaves were much larger than when they had fought each other 
last. When I almost won...or when I started to admire him too. It’s worthless thinking of that now. 
The attack had been an uppercut, with Deku weaving skillfully through All for One’s defences to 
deliver his punch, staying just a heartbeat ahead of the “rivet stab” limbs, evading punches and 
throws and even metal pieces extruding from AFO’s neck, as if to save himself from a throat punch 


that never came. 


Deku’s fist connected at the chin and AFO’s head snapped backwards; he clearly had not expected 
for the punch to find it’s target, had not felt the need to clench his neck against it. And it rewarded 
the heroes with an explosion of the helmet’s metal, pushed to the air by the power of Deku's punch. 
Maybe it wasn’t 100%, but it was the perfect distraction for Ground Zero to unleash his full 
arsenal. “Kacchan! DO IT!” Deku yelled, his voice reverberating all over the mountain valley, even 
louder than when he had attacked. You had the same plan as I did? Or are you building up from 
mine? We can do this, Deku! Let’s kill him! 


Deku’s feet had not even touched the ground yet when he shouted; he had pushed himself upwards 
to leap and punch, using his entire body in the uppercut, not just his arm and fist. But All for One 
was reaching for him the instant his head snapped back down to face his enemy, grabbing at him 
with hands and spider legs...But he had pulled back the metal pieces on his neck, and Deku had 
noticed it, pulling his legs upward, gathering his power, ready to push himself away before getting 
caught in the blast of Ground Zero’s artillery barrage. 


And he pushed with a double leg dropkick, right at AFO’s neck. AFO’s spine held strong, taking 
the brunt of damage, but Ground Zero heard the supervillain’s Adam’s apple get utterly crushed, 
an instant before Deku zoomed out of the way, propelled like a human bullet. This is it, THIS IS 
IT! IT’S FUCKING ON! 


“GREAT BOMBARD BLITZ! DIE, DIE, DIE! One after the other, Ground Zero shot the 
grenades, positioning them right behind All for One’s head. He felt every projectile’s path more 
than he saw them, and his attention was fully on watching them blow up. The supervillain, half his 
face showing now, had turned to face him now. Good. Watch me close, fucker. Think that I missed, 
that my grenades will travel another hundred meters and blow up harmlessly! Think that I’m a 
chump, an idiot! Think that '’m WEAK! I'LL PROVE YOU WRONG! 


With a dark laugh rising on his lips, and satisfaction cruising throughout his body, Katsuki spoke 
again, amidst the small clicks of each grenade, “AIRBURST!!! HAHA!!! Twelve grenades 
Ground Zero had fired and they all exploded, one after the other, just a meter or two away from 
AFO’s body, one destroying what was left of the dark helmet with its blast. J aimed that manually, 
without sights of any kind...Damn, I’m good! 


And, as planned, the blasts pushed AFO in the same trajectory as Ground Zero had propelled 
himself. He had already removed the pins on his vambraces and had a smaller grenade in each 
hand, ready to throw them in tandem with his mightiest explosion so far. 


AFO placed his Rivet Stab appendages in front of him, a spiderweb of a shield, and even placed his 
hands forward, more in a boxing guard than a plea for mercy. He was ready to take the attack, or at 
least that was what he thought. He didn’t have his helmet hiding his scarred face anymore, and 
Katsuki saw the back of his head was covered in blood and burns, and there was a rather purple 
bruise on his chin from Deku’s punch. But for all the damage they had caused in the latest few 
seconds, AFO was grinning. 


The smile sent a shiver down Ground Zero’s spine. It was a smile that promised pain, that 
promised destruction, that assured him he’d have a fate much, much worse than death. There’s 
only one way to warm me up from a fucking shiver like this. Only one way to take away that 
fucking smile. And that way is my finest blast! 


“GOD OF ALL BOMBS: MASSIVE ORDNANCE AIRBURST BLAST!!!” He clicked the trigger 
on each vambrace’s mechanism, and all the gathered sweat exploded at once. For an instant he was 
deaf, the blast popping his eardrums and messing up with his inner ear. Even with the dozens of 


small mutations in his body, side effects of his Quirk, and how his ears were built to withstand the 
volume, for just a second, all sound was gone. 


And his eyes, too, were blinded by a searing yellow light. He felt the heat on his eyelids, as he 
closed his eyes to try and blink out the flash. He felt the heat all across his skin, causing blisters in 
his exposed neck, as when hit by Todoroki’s flames in battle training. But he had his winter gear 
on, so most of his skin was covered and protected anyway. 


The shockwave of the explosion he felt the instant after, rocking his body like one giant punch. 
Blind, deaf, smelling nothing but detonated sweat, bruised all over from his own explosion, 
Ground Zero felt satisfied. It had been a legendary blast, the result of all his training, the pinnacle 
of all his days ever since he had found his power as a child. 


He might have dropped the name now, but in that moment, he had truly been the King Explosion 
Murder, dynamite come to life. He had lived up to his new name; at the ground zero of his finest 
explosion was himself, starting it all, one massive attack and gambling it all for victory...and to 
save those that fought beside him. 


And in the blink of an eye, his ears popped again, the flash started to fade, and the shockwave 
passed over him. In the blink of an eye, he saw his enemy, suit in tatters, limbs broken by the blast, 
covered in burns, some parts of his skin seared off by the blast, even bits of bone visible. The 
carnage, the pain inflicted, the pride and terror and the lust of battle... 


Katsuki had never been more alive. He had never been more scared, or more nervous of the results 
of his attacks. He had never felt such a glorious high. Nothing could ever beat this battle, he 
realized. He’d never find a stronger foe, be challenged by an enemy physically, mentally and 
spiritually as he was now. It could be the peak of his career, this win... 


The obsidian spider legs of the Rivet Stab had been blown to smithereens, with some bits turned to 
shrapnel and now sticking AFO’s chest and back, and his “normal” limbs were dislocated in a 
nasty spectacle of bone, bruises and cut skin. It made Ground Zero want to puke. And the smile, 
the smile that he had wanted gone, was now nothing resembling a human expression; All for One’s 
mouth was cut open, the skin gone, leaving teeth and muscle fully visible, with blood dripping 
down to cover his teeth. 


And instead of the scarred over tissue that had replaced AFO’s eyes, forehead and ears was now a 
mass of fractured, bloodied bone, burnt to ashes. For a single, stupid moment, Katsuki chuckled to 
himself. Guess I can’t use this attack against Half-and-Half next Sport’s Festival, huh? 


But as they both started to fall to the ground, before Ground Zero could start to adjust his course 
and swing back for one more attack, to finally use Shigaraki’s shrapnel and further cripple All for 
One, the man spoke. Through burnt, tortured vocal cords, speaking without lips to shape his words, 
the voice was clear all the same, “Very impressive, Katsuki. Most entertaining. You might have 
truly become one of the most powerful heroes of this age. You should be proud of this...this little 
blast of yours!” 


All for One reached forward, not using any fancy powers, or strange limbs, or anything inhuman. 
Just a hand, callused by the temperature, battered by the concussive force, with fine, long fingers 
one might have seen in an ad for expensive watches. 


They were completely opposite to All Might’s hands, Katsuki realized, as he found himself 
paralyzed by fear. All Might’s were strong and brawny, made to lift buildings and punch bad guys. 
All for One’s were agile, Quick, made to steal, nimble. Their intent was clear, as AFO simply fell 
towards Katsuki, without the young hero being able to react. This...this spirit of malice, of evil...I 


can’t move! 


He had been caught by the villain’s aura, he saw that now. His presence, that dark miasma of sheer 
terror. With the touch of his hand, All for One could hurt Katsuki in so many insidious ways, but 
the one he feared most was getting his Quirk stolen. 


“IT know your fear, boy. Did you know that the side effects of Quirk’s go away when taken? Even 
the joint in the pinky finger... You will change. And what will happen next...Pestilentia will have a 
lot of fun, I’m sure.” 


Fear paralyzed Katsuki, but he had too much to lose. Loved ones, friends, family. His own life, and 
everything in it. One blast, then two, then a cry, desperate, angry, “FUCK YOU! DIE” His 
explosions had not been enough to propel him out of the way, but he had been able to get right 
where he wanted to be. 


Ripping the pouch with the shrapnel off his chest, Ground Zero brought it up, right as AFO’s hand 
slid beside him. With a grimace of determination, Ground Zero placed the shrapnel just right , and 
used the shotgun glove, blasting ten times, point blank, less than a foot away from AFO’s jaw. 


The damage was just as great as Shigaraki had predicted, and the image was etched into Katsuki’s 
brain. He knew it would haunt his dreams forever to see how he had hurt All for One, but he knew 
that his true nightmare would be seeing him keep moving. 


And keep moving he did. With a cracking sound, an arm closed around Ground Zero, punching at 
his shoulder. Then a knee connected against his ribs, pushing all air out his lungs, leaving him 
wheezing in agony. He countered every blow with quick, devastating explosions, and he saw that 
AFO was not recovering fast enough to fight in earnest. 


And then hope appeared again, as a punch aimed at Ground Zero’s head was parried away by a 
strong kick, dealt by a red shoe. Explosions and superpowered punches, kicks and throws were 
combined in a terrible frenzy, not giving the supervillain time to recover, pushing him down, down 
towards Shigaraki and the end of the battle. 


But then Katsuki saw, clear as day, Deku dying. One time, two times, three, he saw Deku die again 
and again. /t...it isn’t real, it can’t be. If it had been just one time, I’d buy it but this had to be that 
vision Quirk...but what if one is real? “DEKU!” he yelled, reaching out, hoping beyond hope that 
he’d find his friend’s hand and dispel the illusion. 


“KACCHAN!” Deku yelled...just after the Deku before Ground Zero’s eyes was decapitated. 
Knowing which was fake and which was real, Ground Zero again stretched his hand, and this time 
he clasped someone’s. “Together?” he heard Deku ask, clearly charging up his power. 


“TOGETHER!” Ground Zero replied. Two fists pulled back, holding on with their other hands, and 
they attacked, yelling “Smash” and “Die” in unison. Their combined power was not close to what 
Ground Zero had unleashed earlier, of course, but it was a solid hit, and an instant later, the visions 
of death and dying were gone. 


For a second, there was only Ground Zero and Deku holding onto each other, falling down to the 
ground, the morning sun behind them, in front of them black smoke from explosions, and the cold, 
azure mountain sky. 


But the next All for One was back, even more damaged than before, a result of the heroes’ power. 
There were no eyes in his skull’s empty sockets, but in that dreadful moment, Katsuki knew that 
AFO was staring at him. His hands reached again, as the three fell to the ground. 


Katsuki let go of Deku as the hands grabbed him. He saw his friend crash to the ground, cracking 
the glassed surface with his fall. A second later, Katsuki and All for One followed, the 
supervillain’s feet getting buried in the ground, Katsuki held aloft on AFO’s arms. 


They had landed close to Shigaraki, but in the end, it had been too far away. Even if the ex-villain 
could crawl to them, he’d never make it in time. Katsuki struggled as much as he could, kicking 
and screaming, blasting away wildly. J just have to hold on. Deku is a couple meters away. If I get 
away, we can do this! We can hold him until Shigaraki crawls over! “SHIGARAKI! 
No....SHIMURA! DO IT!” 


Katsuki could feel even the anxious sweat of certain death starting to run low. That moisture monk 
really did a number on me...Or have we been fighting so long? I need rest, that big blast was too 
much. No, I need to hold on, I need to escape! He hasn’t taken my Quirk yet, I can do this! LET’S 
GO! 


In the corner of his eye he saw Deku rushing their way, two quick steps blurred together with 
uncanny speed. Deku had to be surpassing his limits, but his gear was still unbroken, and his limbs 
looked healthy as well. But the strain to his muscles...Deku could not keep this up forever. Would 
he get desperate and go 100%? 


Or will he try giving One for All to one of us? If...if I escape All for One...can we take him on like 
that? What would OFA do to me? I can’t do that to Deku, even if he asks me, we must do this with 
our own power! 


All for One’s knees exploded in a mist of blood and gore, Ground Zero saw. Shards of All for 
One’s Rivet Stab legs were in Deku’s hands, and he looked enraged, feral. “STOP! Let Kacchan 
go! Stop everything, stop threatening everyone! My friends!” AFO let go for a moment, shocked at 
Deku’s fury and being attacked with the sharp ends of his own fractured Quirk. “ENOUGH, ALL 
FOR ONE! LET KACCHAN GO, LET HIMIKO GO, LET ALL MIGHT AND MOM AND 
EVERYONE BE FREE!!!” 


Ground Zero squeezed away for an instant, just as Deku used the Rivet Stab shards to stab AFO in 
the nape of the neck. For a second, all the supervillain could do was bellow in anger and surprise, 
and Ground Zero blasted away from his grasp. 


Ground Zero saw Shigaraki when he flew, crawling on his elbows, as fast as he could, leaving 
behind a trail of blood. He saw a single Rivet Stab appendage crawl out of AFO’s spine, almost in 
slow motion, taking form like an insect’s chrysalis. He saw AFO’s mouth had lips again, and, 
when he spoke again, he was smiling, “Air Blade.” 


The obsidian spider leg kicked Deku away, but Katsuki had no time to worry for his friend, as a 
blade of glacial air, sharp as a razor, bit into his skin at the shoulder. It was just as it had been in 
the first vision of death AFO had tried against him, and, if he had not been in immense pain, 
Katsuki would have seen it as a sign of All for One’s options running thin. 


But Katsuki’s woes did not end with Air Blade; AFO’s fists caught him again, once in each limb, 
shattering his bones. His gaze crossed Deku’s as he fell, and for the briefest moment, he saw 
understanding in his green eyes. He knew what it was like to break bones like that. Jf Deku can 
fight through the pain, I FUCKING CAN, TOO! 


An explosion in each hand would be a start, and he could still fight even without his legs. If he 
could set his bones with careful blasts, Ground Zero had a chance... 


A hand closed around his neck, immobilizing him, but not tight enough to crush his throat...at least 


not immediately. “You’re face to face with the man who stole the world, Katsuki Bakugou.” All 
for One’s words chilled him to the bone as layer by layer the supervillain regenerated. It’s all done. 
Worthless. He is healing all the damage I caused him... 


“LET HIM GO!” 


“Tzuku... Young one. There’s a few options you can pick now, a few paths I give you. First one, I 
squeeze . Dear Kacchan’s neck becomes a beautiful red fountain, his head ends up somewhere 
behind those rocks!” He pressed harder against Katsuki’s neck, and the hero clawed at the hand in 
a desperate attempt to free himself. His legs kicked on instinct, every movement sending a jolt of 
pain through every pinched nerve and broken bone. 


“Or I can take his Quirk!” No, no...please, just kill me instead...don’t take that from me! DON’T 
YOU DARE! 


“Or we can talk, Izuku. I have a proposal for you.” 


Enji Todoroki was exhausted. Holding his fire for so long was overheating his body, and only the 
storm around him cooled him down. The steam around him hissed with every droplet of water 
turned to vapour, and it clouded his vision slightly, but he ha¢eld on, letting a stream of fire burn 
out of his fingers and fly at the enemy shield. 


There was little science about what they were doing. The two heroes in the vicinity with the 
stronger ranged powers giving it their all to overwhelm the shield and, the moment it fell, keep up 
the pressure and crush the villain into the dust. 


The villain “Nine” was the enemy, along with his gang of bastards. One of them was skinny and 
looked particl¢ularly flammable, and Enji would have had an easy time burning him to cinders, had 
Nine not required his immediate attention. Another, the woman, was agile, quick and devious, and 
Hawks was taking care of her, from what Enji could tell from the radio chatter. 


Hawks...stay strong, you goddamn chicken. Win that fight, I could use your speed when the shield 
falls, a quick, clean strike and the enemy would be dealt with. And stay safe. Not only would 
Fuyumi hate me forever in case you died, I guess you’re something of a friend to me. I'd hate to 
lose that, you shitty bird. 


The other henchman seemed the most dangerous outside of Nine himself. A big brute, the police 
intel operator had called him “Chimera”, and he was a beast of a man, already having defeated a 
dozen heroes and killed half as many. And the numbers were steadily rising, as the villain 
rampaged somewhere to Enji’s right side. 


A quick glance to the side, he saw a team of reinforcement heroes battling Chimera, with Majestic 
leading them. Skilled, experienced, with cool confidence and a flamboyant theme, Majestic was a 
shining candidate for the top ten in the future, and he had the power to match. For the moment, at 
least, Chimera was stopped in his tracks, unable to finish his sweep at the heroes and flank Enji 
and Wave Motion. 


Turning left, he saw that the girl was much steadier in her attacks, a mask of determination 
replacing her usual scatterbrained smile. Enji had to admit that he was very impressed with the Big 


3. Suneater was apparently close to defeating the skinny henchman by himself, after the villain’s 
bandages had caught the legs of the fireman hero Backdraft and shattered them. 


The other one, Lemillion, was routinely calling out numbers, and Enji had realized at one point 
that the kid was calling out the number of civilians saved . Enji was humbled when he heard 
Lemillion count to three hundred; a Quirkless hero saving three hundred from the cars, rubble and 
buildings? It should have been impossible, but Lemillion had given the rescue unexpected energy. 


Wave Motion herself was relentless, utterly professional, and had cooperated so easily with Enji 
that it made him feel as if she had been a sidekick for years, not just a day’s battle. 


“All heroes, this is Endeavor! KEEP IT UP! FIGHT! FIGHT!” he yelled into his earpiece, hoping 
to encourage the others to fight harder, to beat the enemy to the ground, to annihilate them. Nine’s 
band had bought their deaths, that was clear and simple, and Endeavor wanted the heroes to show 
no mercy. The villains are not showing us mercy either. Look at those dead heroes, they woke up 
this morning expecting a simple patrol. Look at all the charred corpses of civilians around us. I 
will kill you, Nine. Now, or later. The lives you took...1 WILL AVENGE THEM! 


“Suneater...here...Almost...got him.” 
““X-less reporting in, I am trying to get closer to the shield but Chimera-” 


“Majestic speaking, I got a ring with his name, my laser eyed friend. Death Arms, give us a hand, 
take this one down and move on to the next. Suneater, keep it up, lad! You’re giving a magical 
display!” Enji could almost picture the wizard hero winking at a camera with his smooth words. 


“Your favorite chicken wing specialist reporting in. ’ve got Slice boxed in, a plan of attack in 
place, and a couple somewhat dirty tricks up my sleeve...I’d tell y’all about it but it seems like 
everyone’s got their hands full. I*m going to be pushing Nine personally , it could end the fight 
early, so...Oh, Gang Orca, is that you a mile away? Welcome, welcome...who else, Shishido? 
Manual? Full house! Go team!” Hawks’ inane ramblings were answered by cheers, and for a 
moment, Enji questioned what Hawks would do if he found himself on the top spot. 


With every other person in the top ten, Enji knew how they would act if they were in the lead of 
the nation’s heroes. Best Jeanist would advocate for honour and cclass, Edgeshot would be in 
favour of cutthroat activities and more influence for the Hero Public Safety Commission. Miruko 
would likely behave as a hyper aggressive All Might, Crust like an emotional, sensible, gentle All 
Might. Wash...Japan might be a cleaner country, that would be a given. 


Kamui Woods might bring a change of pace, being both humble and private. It would probably 
destroy the poor kid; as diligent as he was reported to be, Enji knew he was no leader. Yoroi 
Musha was old and traditional, though not particularly conservative in his methods. And Ryukyu 
was too humble and noble to do anything but give it her all, even if it killed her, and, given the 
risks the dragoness had taken when defeating Gigantomachia, Enji felt it was possible she could 
give her life easier than the others. 


But Hawks...Hawks was complex, difficult to attempt to understand. He had not wished to be the 
number one before, but had that been his own opinion, or the HPSC talking through him? The way 
they used him, as their private assassin, deeply troubled Enji. Killing for Japan, and to protect its 
people, was noble, but assassinations? Sabotage? Being a double agent? Hawks had finally taken a 
stand and ditched the mission of infiltrating the League of Villains, and was now in hot water with 
the Commission, but, if he was forced to the #1 spot? 


Even if Enji didn’t have his own demons to deal with, he couldn’t readily sentence Hawks to the 


shitshow that being #1 would be for him. One more reason to live, huh? I'll add it somewhere 
between “watching Shouto, Natsuo and Fuyumi marry their partners and have kids”, “getting 
some closure with Rei so I can go live in the mountains with some inner peace” and “getting 
surgery for that fucking kidney stone”. Hope you’re happy, Hawks. 


His fire and Wave Motion’s energy blast lit the air around them. Orange fire, bright blue energy, 
white mist rising from Enji’s body as dark grey and blue clouds, hovering too low above them, 
pelted them with torrents of rain. Lightning erupted once in a while, but by then Enji could tell 
which bolts of electricity were caused by the storm itself, and which were caused by Nine; if it was 
a random one every minute or so, it was the storm, if it was dozens, the shield was down and 
people were dying in agony, it was Nine. 


But there was one advantage the heroes had, beyond numbers and infrastructure for coordination; 
stamina. Wave Motion didn’t seem to be breaking a sweat, and, tired as he was, Enji could drag the 
fight for an hour, if needed. Of course, later he’d be smoked and need rest for a few days, but if it 
was about winning? He could do this. 


Nine was nowhere near as physically powerful as the high end Nomus Endeavor had already 
beaten. He had no regeneration, from the information available, and, when his shield had been 
lowered for a moment to attack, he’d looked battered and drained, fueled more by anger and 
willpower than actual stamina. 


He would fall, and die for his crimes. Either by Endeavor’s hand, or Wave Motion’s, or a court 
sentencing him to death. As the architect of the deadliest battle since All for One and All Might 
facing each other at Kamino ward, Nine would be declared guilty in an instant. And, if the attack’s 
results were as grim as Endeavor feared, even more so. 


Kamino had been an urban area, densely populated, but an evacuation signal had been sent in time 
and casualties had been managed as best as possible. But Shibuya? Shibuya was packed like a can 
of sardines, with metro lines running underneath, with some of the tracks now completely 
destroyed. 


A couple of train cars had been caught by collapses, and Crust had taken a dive underneath to save 
as many as he could. The crossing itself was now an inferno of concrete, steel and flame, looking 
more and more like Hell did in those edgy films Touya had once liked. Touya...if I win, I will talk 
with you again. Take all the insults you need to throw at me, as many times as you need. Unless 
you need me to stop visiting, I want to make things right...No, that’s probably not possible. But...I 
still want to see my son one more time. 


And Shouto...Shouto was nearby, holed up in a restaurant he had fortified with fire and ice, 
defending it with his girlfriend’s help, and with Fuyumi organizing the civilians hiding there. 
Fuyumi had always been braver than everyone gave her credit for, braver than she herself admitted, 
and now she was showing determination stronger than many heroes... 


Such as Slidin’ Go. The man was nowhere to be seen now, when just moments before the attack he 
had been close enough to Endeavor that, had the flame hero wanted it, he could have kicked the 
sneaky hero in the crotch. Simple cowardice, or something more sinister? Endeavor leaned to the 
cowardice, and he planned to have a serious chat with the man, if he had a chance, about growing a 
pair and putting his life on the line. 


“SHOUTO! I mean...Frostburn...give me a report, how are things on your end?” Endeavor called, 
watching mesmerized as Nine’s shield turned red and started to change in shape, from a perfect 
sphere, to a series of thousands of interconnected hexagons. Beside him, Wave Motion noticed it 
too, giving him a thumbs up. 


“Cops and paramedics arrived, with Shishido.” Shishido was a well respected hero, also a 
candidate for the top ten should any of the lower ranks retire or die. With a permanent scowl and a 
fur coat in his costume that made him look like a barbarian king, a no-nonsense attitude and a 
quick mind, Endeavor respected him well enough, but their pride might get in the way if the two 
ever tried cooperating. “My team’s ten minutes away, Hatsume is bringing around the plane. Said 
she’d have been here fifteen minutes ago but the airport authority would have taken her pilot’s 
licence if she didn’t talk with them first. The UA faculty are also on board, apparently Aizawa 
sensei is hating every second of flying.” 


“PERFECT!” With Present Mic’s sonic shockwaves, the shield would fall quickly, with 
Eraserhead’s nullification, Nine would be rendered helpless, and a single shot from Snipe could 
take him down. “Land outside the storm and send everyone our way, quick!” 


“And we’re on our way right now. Philosopher and Frostburn on the move, wind looks strong so 
give us two minutes. Out.” Shouto’s voice was much warmer than usual, and Enji relished the 
thought of taking down Nine with his help. The heroes’ counterattack was moving well, and the 
civilians were safer by the minute. The battle was not over, and more would die before it ended, 
but Endeavor could almost taste the smoky flavour of victory. 


“Endeavor? I’ve got Nine’s comms channel, passing it over to the cops on support, might as well 
cut their chatter with some glitzy pop music, no?” Hawks panted slightly as he talked, when his 
voice suddenly cut through the comm chatter, interrupting Death Arms calling for help 
desperately. The villains had suddenly started moving with much more vicious rage and energy, 
and they were turning back the tide against Majestic, the Big 3 and the others. 


“T’ve got Nine on the line, yelling about his revenge and whatnot.” Endeavor’s eyes went wide 
with the realization that Hawks had been successful in his plan, at least partly. In Endeavor’s 
HeroNet mission objectives list, he now saw that Hawks had marked Slice as “captured”. Had the 
other villains noticed that, and renewed their attack to avenge her? A quick glance back to Nine 
made Endeavor’s heart sink; the shield was vibrating quickly and turning yellow again at some 
areas...it was gaining strength again! We need those reinforcements, we need Shouto! 


“T’ve got him, [’ve-” Majestic’s voice was replaced by a yell of pain, and his vital signs flashed in 
alert. The vitals of a dozen other heroes flared too, some shutting off completely. Fuck...we’re 
vulnerable, he can flank us... 


“HOLD THE LINE!” Death Arms called, before the only sounds coming from his microphone 
were furious, relentless punches hitting bone and shattering it. Endeavor didn’t think Death Arms 
had been the one giving those punches. 


“Hawks, YOU KILLED HER! Are you on her radio now, bastard? [ll make you pay for-” Nine’s 
desperate words were cut off with a small click and the sound of Hawks taking a short breath. Nine 
sounds mentally unstable...Hawks, did you find his weakness? That woman, Slice? Well done, well 
done... 


“Endeavor, [ll try a little gambit. Psychological warfare. Get ready, because it could either be 
deadly or be an opening!” Hawks was clearly masking his true mood under that cool persona he 
always adopted, but Enji felt that something had the young man affected, upset. Maybe even 
enraged. Hawks... have seen you take on Nomus with me without breaking your smile, with those 
easygoing eyes...What happened? Did they...they did something personal. That’s why you gave the 
word such emphasis a few minutes back, huh? If they threatened Fuyumi...Nine, you crossed the 
two people in Japan you shouldn’t have. 


“Nine! I never said I killed your friend Slice! Seriously, do you think the Number 2 hero would just 


2? 


execute someone in the shadows? Come on, man, I’m appalled!” Hawks said, with a casual air that 
felt more forced by the second. If she was still alive, was his plan to force a surrender? 


“She’s alive?” The pathetic, sad hope in the villain’s voice almost made Endeavor laugh. The 
psycho that had just torched Shibuya, killing hundreds and injuring thousands, affecting millions of 
lives, holding out for the possibility his little murderer girlfriend was unscathed after Hawks took 
her down? You’re deranged, Nine. You were prepared to sacrifice a million innocents, but we have 
you by the balls now, villain. 


“Sure.” Hawks replied, the smooth tone of his voice hiding cold, cold steel underneath. J know my 
power, I know how far I can go but Hawks...I really don’t know you at all, do I? I don’t know 
where you would stop. “Want to hear her voice?” 


“Well open your ears, Nine, because I have asked a few friends to make sure this channel is just 
you, me, and dear Kiruka .” Honouring his word, Hawks cut the transmission momentarily. 
Endeavor’s ears were suddenly assaulted with alerts from the various heroes fighting Chimera, 
with a man Endeavor didn’t recognize yelling that the villain had injected himself full of Trigger 
and had gone berserk. 


Nine’s shield has suddenly shrunk, and looked more angular than before, the hexagons becoming 
larger and the barrier less opaque. As it turned red again, it blinked for half an instant, and 
Endeavor saw tears streaming down Nine’s eyes...Nine’s absolutely feral eyes. Fuck. Villain’s 
mad. Very mad. 


“Wave Motion! Girl!”Endeavor yelled, getting her attention instantly, “The shield will fall, and 
when it does, you have to evade quickly. Get creative about it, and be fast.” She nodded back, 
clearly caught in her own inner monologue. She had cooperated like a pro, despite her youth, but 
she clearly found a personal meaning in that fight. Enji hoped she’d find some peace at knowing 
Nine had been burnt to ashes. 


“..1 am a reasonable man, Nine. Gimme your offer, and ’ll see what I can do.” Hawks cut through 
the chatter again, everyone falling silent to await his plan. J asked myself how he would lead? Like 
this. This is how Hawks takes command and....I hope it works. 


“T will stop.” Nine was furious, but also terrified. Hawks was close to breaking the man’s spirit, 
that was clear...Would he push Nine past the breaking point and strike, or buy a ceasefire? 
“Surrender. Just..Just let me hear her voice, Hawks. I need that, please.” A subtle click sounded 
from Hawks’ side of the call, but Enji barely noticed it, caught on the villain’s words. 


“T shall consider your offer! Pay attention to the reply!” Hawks replied, chipper and casual. There 
was a small movement beyond the microphone, and then Endeavor heard the sound of fighting, 
grunting and screaming. A woman’s voice in deep, deep pain. Then Endeavor saw that he was the 
only other person in the radio frequency, aside from Nine and his people. He was the only one 
hearing Slice’s execution . 


It had to be a message. He knows. Everything about Rei, about the kids. Slice and Nine maybe 
made it personal, they maybe threatened Fuyumi, but I...1 made her life what it was. All her 
pain...is this what you’re telling me, Hawks? That you will protect her, from villains, from anyone 
who tries anything, protect her from me, if need be? 


The shield started blinking in and out of existence, and even a couple bolts of energy and fire 
managed to go through, setting the ground in front of Nine ablaze. Through the flickering barrier, 
Endeavor locked eyes with the villain, and the world seemed to stop. In his purple eyes, Endeavor 
saw such anger, such grief, such madness... 


On the radio, he heard the telltale woosh of Hawks’ feather blade, and the screaming stopped 
abruptly, with an almost imperceptible click. Slice still appeared as “captured”’...had Hawks tricked 
them all? 


The shield materialized a final time, a small sphere of pulsing crimson energy, barely able to 
contain Nine within it. Beyond it, through the radio, Endeavor heard sobbing. The pressure in the 
air turned immense, and Hawks flashed a warning light through the HeroNet; he was on his way. If 
he had killed Slice or not, it didn’t matter. Nine thought he had, and his cries became heartrending. 


The pressure kept building up, pulling Endeavor towards the shield for an instant. He knew Nine 
would hit them with everything he had. The HeroNet radio had fallen silent, and for a seemingly 
endless moment, even the rain seemed to stop...And Endeavor heard a large, heavy vehicle behind 
him, barreling through wrecked cars, tires screeching, metal crashing against metal. 


“No... Kiruka, no...NO!” As the armored ice truck reached the crossing just behind Endeavor, Nine 
unleashed hell. 


Storm, Fire, Ice 


“Families, by the ice bunker, go! Single people, couples, every adult who has no kids to take care 
of, over here! I want every one of you with a Quirk that can help make this place strong to line up! 
Police...Police! Here, here!” Fuyumi said. She’d taken command of the situation from the moment 
Hawks had left, some twenty minutes back, or maybe three hours; with the intensity of the 
situation around them, Shouto hadn’t checked his watch at all. 


He and Momo had been quite busy, splitting her time between expanding their fortress area beyond 
the restaurant where they had started, and they now had seven adjacent buildings and a square 
protected by walls of ice, reinforced by steel pillars that Momo had crafted, and eating as much as 
she could. With the lightning rods Hawks had suggested, they had been able to keep the square 
free from lightning, and had made it an impromptu casualty-and-evacuation area, now run by 
Fuyumi. 


Shouto had seen his sister be brave before. He had seen her stand up to Endeavor, once or twice, 
after his mom had been put in the hospital, trying her best to keep Shouto safe. But back then she 
had been a scared child, small and desperate, and now she was an adult, with iron willpower, her 
public speaking and organizing skills honed by her work as a teacher. With clear, concise (and 
dumbed down) orders, she’d effectively saved the lives of a dozen people already, if not more. 


Ambulances and hospital helicopters had started to arrive, first just a few intrepid units venturing 
into the tiny typhoon now ravaging Shibuya, then more and more as Hawks and Endeavor 
coordinated with the police and the police in turn brought everyone to where they were supposed to 
be. 


“Shouto? Do you think we should call the school?” Momo asked, eating a plate full of dumplings 
that the chef at the restaurant had prepared, to fuel her Quirk; with all the materials she had already 
produced, she would be losing body fat, and with the myriad of items crafted, she needed as much 
food as she could get. 


Shouto picked a bit of dumpling that had gotten stuck on her cheek, smiling softly, “I ummm...I 
had forgotten about everyone else. Maybe they can get here quick enough?” 


“They can, if Mei uses the aeroplane! Though...oh, speak of the devil, Mei?” 


Hatsume’s manic voice invaded both their radios, shaky and excited, “Yaomomo! Todoroki! I 
FINALLY GOT IT!” 


“What did you get?” Shouto asked. 


“THE PERMIT! For flying in atypical storms in the Tokyo metropolitan area yadda yadda...lida 
can tell you all about it. Mr. Aizawa is really pissed off but he also insisted on joining. With 
takeoff, turbulence adjustments and landing...Give me ten minutes. Also don’t expect any extra 
gear, we are on a rush here. Tell everyone that the UA teachers are on my plane, that they all owe 
me one and-” 


“Mei, this is a terrible disaster, please.”” Momo asked, rubbing her forehead in frustration. 


“Fine, fine, ’m just angry and on edge and I’m worried and I haven’t slept in three days and 
I’m...?m perfectly okay flying this plane. Hold up.” Shouto heard a gulping sound on the other 
side, and a drink fizzing, and then Mei almost deafened him with a shout, “WOOHOO! Hatsume 


Industries: Aviation Division is in the air, I repeat, we are in the air!” 


“T...1 think I might need to triple check the contents of Mei’s energy drinks when we get back.” 
Momo said, with a giggle, as they heard everyone else in the Mei ’s radios react to the takeoff, with 
their sensei Aizawa sounding particularly terrified. 


“Tt might just be her usual energy. I don’t know how Izuku handles her. I mean, I think he could 
handle worse, but I still don’t get how he does it.” 


“Tt’s trust. He trusts her, she trusts him, they both speak the same “language”, a bit like you and I.” 
Momo said, placing a hand softly on Shouto’s shoulder. 


“You mean...Japanese?” 


“No, silly, I mean getting each other.” Momo giggled, making Shouto’s world a little bit brighter. 
He really adored that smile. 


“Oh. Right. Yep. So...when more heroes arrive, do we join the fight? Our senpais could use our 
help. Endeavor...ughh, Endeavor too. He’s doing his best, I can admit that.” 


“Yes, but we should have a well thought out plan of attack. If we just charge in, we will be 
endangering the other heroes as much as we would be helping them.” Momo took out her phone 
and opened her maps, taking a second to look at every street, path and alley between them and 
Shibuya, as well as the main street Hawks had taken to get to the crossing, “Here.” Momo said, 
tracing a route with her finger, skirting around the battle and appearing on the villain’s side. “We'll 
infiltrate, flank and conquer. Though I should...probably change this armour. If I walk out in 
steel...” 


“You'll be shocked harder than that time Mineta tried putting Kaminari’s hand in a glass of cold 
water during a sleepover, so he would pee himself.” 


“Exactly. So, shall we add my armour to our last wall?” Shouto nodded and Momo threw each 
piece or armour she’d made, “Instinct, I crafted this Gothic harness as I usually do, even though it 
is not the best choice, I should be better...” Shouto stopped her from second guessing herself any 
more by placing his hand on her arm. 


“It’s not a regular villain attack, we’ll be readier the next time, it’s all okay. So, some kind of 
plastic armor?” 


“Yes! If I arrange high density polymers in high tension structures, I can make it about as resistant 
as low-carbon steel...Mei and I need to do more materials research, I see that now. Anyway...are 
you gonna eat that dumpling?” Shouto shook his head and Momo grinned, bouncing up and down 
with a look of pure bliss as she devoured the bun. “Sho goo!” she said, as she munched the treat, 
and then turned serious, “Ill get ready. Would you please receive our fellows? I believe some are 
with the ambulance convoy.” 


Momo knelt as she armoured up, crafting a suit with a different, more modern design, made of the 
plastics she had talked about, but taking care not to let it transmit electric current. The helmet she 
made last, with a blue stripe across the opaque black faceplate, right above where her left eye 
would go. She kept on preparing, covering up the mace she had made with a chemical coating of 
some kind, as well as making some more grenades. 


Shouto let her get ready, and went to check in on Fuyumi, who was standing atop a restaurant 
table, brought outside for her to better survey the square and direct everyone. “Okay, good job 


!”’ 


kiddos! One two three, we are doing just great!” She was clearly using the exact same language as 
in her classes now, but the people seemed comforted. Scared, shocked, not yet knowing if their 
lives would ever be the same...and she gave them a bit of certainty, of structure, as the rest of the 
ambulances arrived, “Good, good! Look there, they are here! Please respect the triage, stay calm, 
and give all these heroes a cheer!” 


Hanging from the side of a larger, more advanced ambulance was a tall, wild looking hero, that 
Shouto quickly recognized as Shishido, the Lion Hero. His spiky, long hair and his mouthguard, 
carved to resemble a lion’s maw, made him look fierce and intimidating, but as he jumped down 
and ran towards the cops, paramedics and Fuyumi, his eyes looked earnest, humble, even a little 
sad. 


“We’re here to help. There’s more ambulances on the way. We’ll get everyone to safety. You 
there, are you the person in charge?” he said, pointing at Fuyumi. 


“Y-yes...[ took charge! ’'m Miss Fuyu...I mean, I’m Fuyumi Todoroki! [just...want to help.” 


“Endeavor’s daughter...and the son, over there! Good, good, you two look brave. Oh, and another 
one, in armour...Well, I will help here, you two young heroes can go help elsewhere. Stay smart!” 
Shishido sounded gruff, with a lion’s implicit, quiet power in his stride, and it comforted the 
civilians even further. “I SAID GO! I'll take care of these folks! Give the villain a thrashing in my 
name, will ya?” 


The number 13 top hero pointed towards the street again, and then gave himself over fully to 
helping move patients to stretchers, carrying bags of medical supplies and talking with the six cops 
that had made their way to the safe zone. 


Fuyumi, finally able to relax and stop directing the people for a second or two, leapt down 
clumsily from the table where she was standing on, almost falling to the ground and laughing it off. 
“Oof! Almost got my little knees scraped! Anyway...Shouto, you’re going?” 


“Yeah. Momo and I can help better over there and our friends are on the way too.” 


Fuyumi gave him a weak smile, clearly exhausted from the mental strain of looking after hundreds 
of people during a disaster. “Oh, Shouto, baby brother...it feels so weird to see you go fight! 
This...feels a bit like when I said goodbye to father all those years back. Help him, okay? Maybe he 
doesn’t deserve it or need it but...if you can?” 


“Tll do my best, sis. Wish us luc...Oh, he’s calling. Hold up, I'll put it on speaker.” Shouto said, 
clicking his phone to let Endeavor’s words fill the air, rather than risking him yelling in his ears. 


“SHOUTO!” The usual yell was, somehow, comforting. Maybe it was the small measure of fear in 
Endeavor’s words, did that mean he had been scared for Shouto? Concerned for his safety? That 
is...kinda nice of him . “I mean...Frostburn...give me a report, how are things on your end?” 


“Cops and paramedics arrived, with Shishido.” Frostburn spoke quickly, politely, with the 
professional attitude they had taught him in UA’s communications class. He also decided to tell the 
heroes about Mei and the UA teachers arriving, better than making it a surprise. “My team’s ten 
minutes away, Hatsume is bringing around the plane. Said she’d have been here fifteen minutes 
ago but the airport authority would have taken her pilot’s licence if she didn’t talk with them first. 
The UA faculty are also on board, apparently Aizawa sensei is hating every second of flying.” 


“PERFECT!” Shouto had heard many things in Enji Todoroki’s voice throughout the years; anger, 
disappointment, ambition, more anger, even love and approval...but never relief. He had never 


heard or seen Endeavor truly relish getting reinforcements; that probably meant it was an enemy 
far beyond the level that even the number one could confidently face on his own. “Land outside 
the storm and send everyone our way, quick!” 


Shouto acknowledged with a green notification light in the Hero Net app, then said, “And we’re on 
our way right now. Philosopher and Frostburn on the move, wind looks strong so give us two 
minutes. Out.” His gaze met Momo’s, and they started running, as fast as they could. 


They ran across dozens of people, some of them families, most of them young adults. A lot of them 
were wounded, staggering as the others ran, trying to reach the safe zone, or at least to get away 
from the battle. Shouto saw fear, anxiety, pain, and he wanted to help them more directly. 
Exchanging a glance with Momo, he saw the same need to help in her eyes. 


But the best way to help now was to defeat the villains, using whatever means necessary, whatever 
firepower they could call upon. Shouto hardened his resolve and gave Momo a nod, and the two 
ran faster, aiming for a side street, leaving behind the fleeing civvies. Fuyumi and Shishido and 
everyone else will take care of them. We can help better in the fight now. 


“Shouto...do you think we’ll get a similar judgement as Hawks one day? He picked a good idea, 
with the lightning rods, and far faster than I could come up with a plan.” Momo asked, as they 
docked behind a low wall, looking for any other villains that might be lurking on the sides of the 
battle. 


“Yeah. It’s just experience. He fought these four before, I think. Natsuo told me about Hawks 
talking his ear off about a fight at some yacht...I guess it was this guy. We did pretty great against 
the League, don’t forget it, and you were amazing.” 


She smiled shyly, blushing, “Oh, that...1 thought my rubber bullet minigun was a tad inelegant . 
You think it was cool?” 


“The stuff of daydreams, Momo. There’s no one around...Looks like they committed their whole 
force to the attack, at least for now.” Shouto said, before stopping, seeing a white van move in the 
alleyway in front of them, “Wait. Is that van maybe...” 


“One second,” Momo placed a hand on her cheek and crafted a small telescope before bringing it 
up to her eye, “Shibuya Electronics Ultra Limited, a division of Feel Good Inc., looks a bit...odd. 
Let’s approach, shall we? If it is a civilian, we'll just tell them to leave.” 


“And if not...” Shouto gave her a small, cold grin, making flames appear between his fingers. 


They approached low, trying to use the stealth skills they had been taught. During the weekends 
and evenings some teachers at UA had opted to host different workshops and classes and clubs, to 
teach students what didn’t quite fit in the curriculum, but they were still prepared to teach. And 
Aizawa had enrolled both hero course classes in his Urban Movement workshop, as a chance to get 
some bonus points...which had resulted in Kaminari finding out he was a natural at sneaking, and 
passing the semester. 


Aizawa had taught them the secrets of crouch walking, and how to balance their bodies to be silent, 
how to hug the shadows and hold their breath. They had all exhibited varying levels of 
competence, with Bakugou and Ashido being far too loud for stealth. Shouto and Momo had ended 
somewhere in the middle, quieter than Izuku but louder than Tokoyami in their movements. 


But during a thunderstorm, it’d be enough. “The van is in place there, not moving forwards or 
backwards, but the engine is running, I see a bit of vapour from the exhaust.” Momo said, as they 


got closer and closer. 


“It could be they are on the phone. Or having a panic attack. Or they are the getaway driver. 
Didn’t the villains have a van, too?” 


“T think so, but I recall it getting obliterated by Nine’s initial barrage. If they are connected, we 
might have to arrest the driver and any passengers.” Momo readied a lightning rod in one hand; 
since it was thin and flexible, it was less likely to cause lasting damage than the blunt medieval 
mace she held in her other hand, and looked intimidating enough that it might scare a civilian or 
delinquent. 


“T’m ready. Let’s rush them.” Shouto said, when just a few meters remained. He aimed mentally at 
the wheels, ready to freeze them solid if the van started moving, and then readied a small fireball in 
his hand, to melt the door hinges off if the driver locked themselves in. 


“Driver! This is an emergency area, identify yourself and proceed to leave!” Momo yelled, 
approaching from the passenger side, while Shouto took the driver’s. 


“Stay calm and don’t try anything stupid.” Shouto added, finally coming face to face with the 
driver, a man with a mighty moustache, wearing a heavy leather jacket. Surrounded, the man eyed 
both heroes suspiciously, but calmly. J don’t think he’s a civvie. Momo, get ready! 


“Sir, it is dangerous! Weather has been altered, and the villains possess powerful Quirks. Would 
you be so kind as to show us a valid ID and then take your vehicle around and back to safety?” 
Momo held the lightning rod almost like a wizard’s staff, and the man was eyeing it with a mix of 
apprehension and disdain. 


“Fine. ’'m coming out, just a second.” His voice was deep, but not particularly menacing. As he 
moved around, rummaging through the glove box, Shouto saw that the man wore his jacket 
without sliding his arms into the sleeves, using it more like a loose cloak. Underneath, he had a 
woolen sweater, with little strands of the wool on end, like a sweater after sliding feet across a 
carpet repeatedly to charge with electricity and zap someone... 


“Here,” the man said, showing the back of a wallet, made out of leather and iron. Why would 
anyone get such a heavy ass wallet? And besides, in this weather, it can probably... 


“Villain!” The man slammed the door open just as Philosopher quickly secured the lightning rod to 
the ground, the crystal in its blue battery glowing, and then she leapt back as far as she could. 


Frostburn imitated her, pushing himself backwards with a sliding ice kick, throwing a fireball at 
the front tire, right as the metal wallet sailed past him...right behind him. In the instant where he 
saw the blinding yellow flash of electricity appear in the man’s fingers, Frostburn kicked the floor 
and brought up a wall of ice in front of him and Philosopher. 


Lightning cracked, exploding with a blinding flash and smashing against the wall of ice, melting a 
meter of it. But Frostburn had made it thick, and it held, and most of the next attack was caught by 
the lightning rod, giving the heroes an opening. Frostburn threw a fireball through his ice wall, 
opening a space large enough for Philosopher to charge through. 


And a second later her mace whirled around, striking the villain in the stomach, then the knee. 
Philosopher’s mace was blunt, so it didn’t pierce into the man’s skin, but it smashed his kneecap in 
the second strike, and before he could react to either attack, he was puking hard, his stomach 
emptied by Philosopher’s first strike. 


“Don’t you dare...stand in the way of Liberation!” the man yelled, as he stumbled away from 
Philosopher, howling in pain. She let him take a step, then two, crafting a pair of handcuffs from 
her forearm fat...And then the van’s side door exploded open, blasted off its hinges by what 
seemed like ten strong men kicking it at the same time, with no regard for their bones and muscles. 


And as they jumped outside, Frostburn saw why; they were mannequins. Matte plastic skin, stringy 
wig hair, one seemed to be made of some sort of blue plush. All were artificial, and they attacked 
in unison, clawing at Philosopher with their hands. There were eight mannequins, and they seemed 
to be two sets of them; a long haired man in a white suit, a woman with long red hair, a thin man 
covered in crimson bandages, and a massive beast of a man, resembling several animals at once. 


They were completely silent, not even squeaking as they rushed forward, not breathing. They were 
dead plastic, relentlessly attacking even as Philosopher smashed their heads off, and crushed their 
limbs. 


“Apocrypha! Now! Do it now, before it gets compromised!” The villain that Momo had wounded 
had stumbled away when the mannequins had attacked, hurrying for a nearby doorway, where he 
immediatelfiy disappeared. Frostburn moved to follow, but mannequins barred his way, one of 
them grabbing him by the shoulder and throwing him to the ground. 


“Momo! They are doing something!” Frostburn shouted, as he brought up two walls of ice and 
crushed flat two of the mannequins attacking him, one of the woman’s and one of the man with 
animal features. He rose back to his feet, getting ready to burn down the next he came across. 


“That Apocrypha person! It could be an order to attack somewhere else, or to attack the heroes 
here from behind.” She pummelled a plastic foe to the ground, then dropped her mace and picked 
up the lightning rod, smashing the blue crystal battery against the head of another, with the electric 
charge melting the plastic from its scalp to its navel, revealing a bent, charred steel skeleton 
underneath, with what looked like micro cameras in the eyes. 

“They have cameras! Somebody is watching, controlling them!” 
Philosopher's enemy right before it collapsed. 


Frostburn said, noticing 


“Apocrypha? Someone else? Nine has help, that’s clear! Someone outside his band.” 


“T can torch these plastic fucks, get back a bit...” Philosopher grabbed one of the plastic enemies 
by the ankle, swept it off its feet and threw it at the others, making them stumble long enough that 
she cleared a safe distance. Given that the smallest one of the bunch had thrown Frostburn to the 
ground so easily, they had to weigh at least twice as much as their human counterparts...And 
Momo had picked up one with ease. 


“Clear! Set them ablaze!” 


With a wave of his arm, Frostburn engulfed the charging mannequins in flames. With a twist of his 
wrist, he kept the fire streaming, burning hotter, turning blue. Burnt plastic and charred steel 
assaulted his nostrils, and even the smell of burning paint as two of the enemies staggered to the 
van to die, igniting the engine. “That is going to blow up. Let’s get away from here and join the 
others!” 


Philosopher started running without a word, and Frostburn caught up to her. The van exploded 
behind them, and Shouto could only think about how the villains had help, infiltrated amongst the 
people, and that likely meant they had an escape plan. “The van...the mannequins. They are based 
on the main villain group, right? They were meant to be decoys, for an escape. We interrupted that, 
now they know.” 


“So they called this Apocrypha person. The boss, maybe? Another henchman?” 


“If we get to fight him, please crush his skull with your mace, Momo. Or maybe [’Il put his nuts in 
ice and then kick them. If it’s the war chief, let’s take him out.” 


They ran, but, as the battle came into view directly in front of them, the weather started to slow 
them down considerably. Unlike Typhoon Shouko, which had clouds and winds for miles and 
miles, Nine’s hurricane was concentrated right above the crossing, with a tight packed mass of 
clouds swirling around the eye of the storm, with some of its clouds expanding beyond and lighting 
up nearby buildings with electric bolts. 


“This...this might be bigger than the battle in Kamino. The lives lost, everyone who has been 
injured and lost loved ones, lost their livelihoods, been wounded gravely...I don’t think I can 
fathom the amount of pain born today.” Momo said, raising her voice to be heard above the winds 
and the rain. 


“Tt’s a lot of grief. A lot of death. I don’t know if this could be prevented, but...at least we can stop 
it. Let’s go, we’re nearly there.” 


Flashes of golden flames and white lightning mingled with the darkness of the hurricane and its 
heavy clouds, interspersed with the pure energy glow of Nejire-senpai’s Quirk. Endeavor and Wave 
Motion had placed themselves on some high ground...or maybe the villain’s attacks had cratered 
the ground, and he had sunk in slowly? With the metro lines underneath and his shield being 
pounded by both Hellflame and energy waves, Shouto knew it was very possible Nine and the 
heroes could end up fighting in the tunnels. 


Crust had blocked off a section of the tunnels underneath, from what Shouto had heard in the battle 
chatter, and some parts had collapsed, so it would not aid Nine in escaping if the battle went that 
way. 


Hawks had chimed in as they ran, talking about some kind of plan, coming in and out of the 
HeroNet radio line, and suddenly, the shield had started fluctuating rapidly. 


“The villain...he is no longer focused on defense! Shouto, he is counter attacking!” 


They heard a piercing scream, full of pain and grief and anger, carrying through the winds like a 
banshee’s wail, “No...Kiruka, no...NO!” 


The energy shield compressed, folding into itself in a mesmerizing display of lights that lasted only 
a second, fully catching Shouto’s focus. He felt himself drawn physically towards the shield, 
towards Nine, pulled in by the pressure in the storm Quirk. For an instant, the winds were still, 
suspended in motion, charging the air with static. 


A ball of electricity started to form inside the shield, which was now enveloped in darkness. 
Clouds. It took but an instant, the shield collapsing and a second storm bursting to life, larger, 
deadlier and mightier than the first, and that instant had Shouto’s entire focus...so he didn’t see the 
armoured truck barrelling towards them, until he was tackled to the ground, away from its path. 


The truck barrelled forward at full speed, and, from the ground, Shouto could see a few things 
about it; first, it was a heavily modified truck, with off-road tires and a raised suspension that kept 
it going fast even after entering the battleground and it’s scarred pavement. It had a thick metal 
sheet in the front, shaped like a wedge, and it was pushing every car and bus away from its path. 
The livery was simple, with an unstylized logo with “Pur’n’ Kleen” in English letters written on it. 


And a man was hanging from the side, wearing a dark blue parka with a heavy fur hood, dangling 
behind him with the truck’s speed. His face and head were covered by a black mask, covering even 
his neck. And with the black leather gloves he wore, Shouto couldn’t tell a thing about him. 


The vehicle had arrived just a few instants later than Nine’s new storm at the epicentre of the 
attack, and the truck, instead of ramming the heroes directly, had been blown off its tires and 
skidded some ten metres, the man gone from view the second Nine’s full power had been 
unleashed. Endeavor and Wave Motion were not in view, either. 


Lightning ravaged the nearby buildings, but Shouto saw that there was a ring of Momo’s lightning 
rods around the crossing, and he didn’t see any bolts flashing down into the middle of it. Hawks’ 
plan for the rods had worked, it seemed. 


Far into the distance, he saw some heroes fighting a villain about 2 and a half meters tall and 
almost as wide, who weaved in and out of their attacks. He saw some of the heroes there had been 
struck by lightning and killed off by the villain. To the side, the other villain had been cornered, 
his bandages cut short, and, with a laser shot, finally slumped down in defeat. Two down, two to 
go. 


But it was not a victory. The villain attack had only become deadlier and the hero casualties were 
already rising more and more. Frostburn and Philosopher rose to their feet, and he quickly 
remembered how they had needed to move during the storm in Okinawa, and adapted to it as fast 
as he could, weighing himself down with a layer of ice armour, while Philosopher crafted a lead 
belt for herself. 


“Let’s move, Shouto! If we get close enough, I think I can fabricate a canon to take down Nine...at 
this distance the storm would make my shot slow down.” They spoke through their radios now, the 
rain drowning everything else. Shouto’s clothes were soaked through, and even with his resistance 
to the cold he was starting to feel shivers. 


“We have to make sure our seniors and my father are alright! The storm blew them away but 
they’re harder to kill than that...Endeavor! Big 3!” Frostburn called, but the signal back to his radio 
was spotty, garbled, full of interrupted screams and cursing, “Hadou senpai! Father! Where the hell 
are you?” 


“\.. tsk... OUTO!... tsk... stu...by the...” A blast of energy made some rubble explode somewhere to 
the right of where Frostburn and Philosopher were now running, and Endeavor and Wave Motion 
appeared, looking bruised and exhausted, but with no outstanding injuries. 


In the centre of the crossing, Nine was screaming something, turned unintelligible by his own 
storm, and soon a barrage of purple lasers sprouted from his fingertips, cutting everything they 
touched. Wave Motion and Endeavor were gone from Shouto’s sight even sooner than the lasers 
met their mark, rushing in arcs of energy and fire towards the only true source of cover still 
available; the armoured truck. 


The man in the parka was nowhere to be seen. He had to be a villain, and Shouto felt that it would 
not be too much of a logical leap to assume he was Apocrypha, the one called by the electric villain 
a couple minutes earlier. “Momo, the truck! Can you shoot Nine from that distance?” 


They stopped their movement for a moment, as Momo undid the buttons on her shirt and produced 
a “bazooka” styled launcher, arming it with a hollow projectile that she crafted a second later, “I 
think that is likely. This shot won’t be lethal but it’s the best Mei and I could design.” 


“Good, that’s where father and Hadou are moving to, we can coordinate with them and all three of 


us give you a distraction...Hold on to my ice side, we’re going too slow, I'll boost with my fire.” 
Philosopher held onto his arm and Frostburn ignited, the fire burst pushing him off quicker than his 
feet ever could. He didn’t have as balanced a control as Endeavor could have with such a move, but 
for a short burst to reach cover, it worked. 


Just as they skidded over to get behind the armoured truck’s cover, Shouto’s gaze met Nine’s. He 
didn’t know much about the villain, and the moments where Hawks had spliced Nine’s radio 
frequency for the heroes to hear him had not clarified much, but from the short distance of some 
ten or twelve meters, Shouto could see his eyes, his face, the remains of a facemask around his 
jaw. 


White hair streamed wildly in the storm, and tears streamed down his eyes. Pain and loss were 
apparent, his heart could not be worn more on his sleeve. And the anger...it burned hot and cold at 
the same time, cunning and yet blinded by the pain. It reminded Shouto of his father’s bursts of 
anger, and of Bakugou when dealing with Izuku in the time before he had asked for forgiveness 
and started to treat him better. 


It reminded him of Dabi, who had once been Touya, and how his anger towards Endeavor had 
consumed him, how it had almost made him burn himself up in an attempt to kill Shouto too. It 
reminded him of Tenya, the fury and resentment against the hero killer Stain, it reminded him of 
Shinsou and his initially gigantic grudge against others for how his Quirk had made him a pariah. 


Shouto saw all those flavours of wrath in Nine’s eyes, in his screaming face, in his relentless 
attacks, unleashing two spectral dragons from his back to lash out against the armoured truck. He 
saw it all, and for the briefest instant, he saw his own fury reflected, cold but unyielding, only 
stopping once his gaze no longer met Nine’s. 


“SHOUTO!” Endeavor called, screaming at the top of his lungs. Upon closer inspection, he was a 
bit worse for wear, with some damage to his hero suit and some blood on his neck from a shallow 
cut. Beside him, Hadou gave them a cheerful wave with her hand. “SHOUTO’S GIRLFRIEND! 
HAWKS IS ATTEMPTING A DIVE THROUGH THE EYE OF THE STORM. WE FOUR ARE 
THE-” 


“THERE IS NO TIME! WE THREE DISTRACT NINE AND PHILOSOPHER SHOOTS HIM” 
Frostburn yelled back, and Philosopher brandished her rocket launcher. Endeavor’s eyes widened, 
then he grinned proudly, his gaze moving back and forth between Shouto and Momo. 


“LET’S TRY THAT FIRST AND IF HE SURVIVES, HAWKS DOES HIS THING. WAVE 
MOTION! GET READ-” The truck’s roof, where they had been taking cover, exploded, it’s hinges 
blasting off just like the van’s earlier, but by a much more uniform attack, pushed by something 
far, far larger. 


On instinct, Shouto kicked the floor, creating a wall of ice between the foe and them, signalling for 
everyone to move back, to retreat...And he saw his wall grow larger and larger, growing beyond his 
control, overflowing, becoming colder and colder, the ice less compact, with visible cracks running 
all over it. Hijacked. 


A figure emerged atop the ice overflow, wearing the parka and black mask of the guy who had 
brought the truck into the fight. Apocrypha. So this was a truck full of ice? He brought his hands 
upwards, and for a moment Frostburn kept control of his ice wall, not feeling it join the wave. And 
the next, it only increased Apocrypha’s ice. 


The ice rose like a wave, with Apocrypha on top of it as if he was surfing it. He held the ice steady, 
for a moment, and the concave structure of the falling wave muffled the storms enough that his 


voice was heard, “Endeavor! Enji Todoroki! Dog of the government, tool of oppression! Die now, 
die for freedom, die for your sins, DIE FOR LIBERATION!” 


The wave then descended, crashing towards them with breakneck speed. Apocrypha used his ice 
much quicker than Shouto could, his wave reaching a momentum that would kill them on 
impact...A rocket fired, and in an instant the ice wave was filled with thousands upon thousands of 
spider web cracks. 


Then it shattered, throwing Apocrypha away as it lost its momentum and fell. The villain reformed 
the ice to catch his own fall, but by that moment Endeavor and Frostburn were wheeling around to 
attack. “I uhh...that’s my strategy in case you ever used an ice attack against me at a Sports 
Festival, Shouto.” Philosopher said, ditching the rocket launcher and fabricating a flamethrower 
and a jetpack from her thigh fat, “And this is in case such a battle lasted longer than that. The pack 
is Mei’s design” 


Endeavor looked to Shouto again, fierce pride in his eyes and a renewed energy. “You're good, 
girl! Wave Motion!” 


“Sure thing! Take him down, guys! I'll give Mr. Nine something to worry about! Without the 
shield, it will be a piece of cake. A spongy pink cake!” Wave Motion said, taking advantage of the 
storm being quieter for a moment so she could be heard. She flew away, and mere instants later 
Shouto could hear energy waves demolishing pavement and being answered with lasers, lightning 
and roars. And again the storm grew louder, deafeningly so. 


“HAWKS! YOU HAVE THIRTY SECONDS TO GET HERE, WAVE MOTION IS TAKING 
ON NINE, ALONE. MOVE IT!” Endeavor yelled into his radio, and then turned towards 
Apocrypha, who had reformed his ice wave and stared them down. “PHILOSOPHER, 
FROSTBURN! BURN THIS FUCKER TO THE GROUND!” 


The ice wave advanced towards them even quicker than before, turning to spears at the last second. 
Frostburn and Endeavor jumped aside, burning the deadly frozen spears that they could, turning 
them to puddles of water...that immediately turned back to ice and attacked again and again, 
forcing them to push upwards using their flames. 


Philosopher had used her jetpack to get far above the spears and position herself closer to 
Apocrypha, unleashing her flamethrower against the villain, who armoured himself up in ice and 
simply powered through the attack, reforming the water Philosopher had melted into an icy arm 
that reached towards her. 


But Frostburn was ready to get in the way, and keep his girl safe. “FLASHFIRE FIST: NOVA!” 
Cooling himself down by encasing his entire body in ice, Frostburn’s fire burned orange, then 
blue, then white, and then shot out of his fist, a compressed ball of heat flying through the air, 
hissing as it turned rain into vapour and then a massive groan, as the ice arm exploded into mist, 
vapour and water. 


Frostburn was successful, and Philosopher had a chance to do another flight around Apocrypha, his 
supply of ice getting melted quickly. But he still had quite enough ice, and his enemies were clear 
enough against the dark skies and grey ruins that even blind people might point them out, so 
Apocrypha sent more ice against them. 


Ice spears, ice nets, ice fists, a small ice plane, that hit Endeavor head on while travelling faster 
than a car. Ice cannonballs and ice birds, flying ice axes, that gave Frostburn a glancing slash on 
his thigh, making him start to bleed slowly. Everything Apocrypha could think up, he could make 
with his ice, and with a storm raging on around them, his ice could lower the temperature of every 


single drop of water on the battlefield. 


Soon the ground was divided between ice drifts and pockmarks where Philosopher’s fire bombs 
landed, and where the collateral damage of Frostburn and Endeavor’s attacks hit. Apocrypha was 
getting more and more powerful, and it all seemed bleak as he gathered ice closer to him, rising 
above the ground, giving it shape. 


A gigantic ice golem lurched forward, Apocrypha in its middle, lashing out at Frostburn. Each 
finger on the golem’s fist was half as tall as Shouto, and almost as wide, and the knuckles looked 
like the most compact, densest ice he had ever seen. And he had been too slow to burn out of the 
way, his one sided burst of flame slower than it should have been. At least...at least this won’t hit 
Momo. If the knuckle doesn’t hit me, it’ll just be the fall from some 4, maybe 5 meters? Recovery 
Girl can heal that, right? Right? 


A mass hit him, hard, but the angle was all wrong, and an instant later he was falling, with only a 
couple of meters to catch his fall. His ribs hurt, and he felt his stomach would have a massive 
bruise, but he had somehow evaded the hit...or had he? As he burned to stay in the air, he saw what 
had crashed against him; Endeavor had taken the hit for him. Father? Oh gods...oh no. 


Endeavor fell to the ground as if in slow motion, the parable of his fall bringing him right to where 
a pack of ice had gathered, and now a hundred spears were forming, “DIE, ENDEAVOR!” 


If Frostburn didn’t do anything, his father would die. He would fall and be impaled. All those days 
of hating Enji Todoroki would finally get their wish, and Touya would be happy, Natsuo would 
probably claim that it was a peaceful release for everyone, Enji included. Shouto would never 
again fear his father, if he died, never fear for his mom or his siblings. And yet... 


That was not what he wanted, at all. Enji Todoroki had done many terrible things, and Shouto’s 
anger was valid. Touya’s, Natsuo’s, Rei’s, even Fuyumi’s rage...it was all justified. They could all 
choose to not forgive him, they could choose to cut them off from their lives for good. They could 
shut him away so completely that he might as well be dead. They had that option. 


Shouto didn’t know if he ever wanted to “reconnect” with his father. If he wanted to have him in 
important moments in his life, like marrying or having a kid. He didn’t know anything, and he 
already regretted some of his anger. But beyond that all, he was a hero. He was a hero like All 
Might, like Izuku, willing to believe in others, to try and see the good in them. He was a hero, and 
that meant giving a second chance, even when it was difficult. 


But by the instant he had decided, the choice had stopped being difficult. He shot a blast of hot 
flame at the ice spears, and Endeavor simply fell onto some slightly wet, very warm pavement. 
Frostburn winced when he heard his father’s bones cracking, but an instant later, Endeavor moved 
his head, curing loudly. He was alive. 


“MOMO!” Frostburn called, as Philosopher narrowly evaded another ice attack nearly killing her. 
“Aim for the feet of this...this thing! And then move away! Ill use the-” A spectral dragon and a 
ribbon of pure, golden energy cut into their battle, snapping the ice golem in two. Apocrypha 
seemed taken by surprise, struggling to try and bring the halves together, “The left half, ll take 
the right and the villain!” 


Quicker than him, Philosopher zoomed past, her flamethrower carving up the ice and leaving 
behind only mist. It’s chemical burnt leaving a sour scent, much different than the clean ozone of 
Shouto’s flames, but it was doing the job. Apocrypha was out of balance, and could only stare as 
Frostburn threw himself bodily against the ice golem’s right half. 


Apocrypha covered himself in ice, completely, almost six meters deep, turning the upper body of 
the golem to a ball that stood precariously on one leg and started falling backwards. It rolled, 
gathering speed quickly, aiming for a side street large enough to accommodate its diameter, trying 
to shake down Frostburn by speeding up and rolling faster, but he held on with as much agility as 
he could, building up his fire and ice for an attack that rivalled Endeavor’s mightiest. 


The ice ball barrelled down the street, slowing down slightly as they reached an intersection. 
Frostburn saw a small fleet of white vans, all of them from different companies, and he knew that 
Apocrypha would use them to escape, so he sped up his fire charge, and then released, feeling the 
heat overwhelm his own ice, the two elements battling out for supremacy by reaching colder and 
hotter temperatures, until it allowed the heat the level he wanted, and he let it all explode outwards. 


“PROMINENCE BURN!” 


In a single instant, a six meter wide ball of ice evaporated completely, the momentum of it’s roll 
throwing Frostburn and Apocrypha forward at terrifying speeds. Apocrypha slammed hard against 
a van, but Frostburn had no way of knowing which one, as a final ice dagger flashed before his 
eyes, and it was all he could do to melt it before it killed him. 


By the time he had slowed down and reached the place the vans had been, they had all left, 
speeding away in opposite directions. Momo reached his side, but her jetpack was visibly running 
out of fuel; she wouldn’t be able to give chase, either. “Shouto...I think we missed them.” 


“Yeah. I don’t know if this counts as losing, or if saving father screwed their plans over...I guess 
we’ll see later. But senpai and Hawks...did they miss the thirty seconds? Adrenalin has my heart 
rate all crazy and everything feels so slow...” 


Momo shook her head, looking grim. “It’s been almost three minutes...We should get back as 
quickly as we can! Senpai is still fighting and Hawks...I really hope he strikes soon. And if not...I 
don’t think Wave Motion can hold on until Eraserhead and the others get here.” 


“She won't hold out alone. My father may be a pile of broken bones sleeping in a puddle but we’re 
still here. We’re still heroes. Let’s go help.” 


Proposal 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


“SHIGARAKI! No...SHIMURA! DO IT!” 


Izuku didn’t have the time to check how close Shigaraki was. That had to be Bakugou’s plan; to 
keep AFO pinned down at a place where Shigaraki could reach and touch the supervillain, either 
his head or his heart. /t’s what we planned for, together. One of the possible 
eventualities...Kacchan must’ve remembered, or...we simply got cornered to this. 


All for One was holding Bakugou precariously, unable to close his arms yet, trying to grapple the 
wounded hero. But his own limbs were injured, clumsy, covered in black bruises. His healing 
factor was not keeping up with the punishment Izuku and Bakugou had inflicted. 


The blast Ground Zero had used had renewed the admiration Izuku felt for his friend. /t was...truly 
Plus Ultra. Almost as bright as that gravity beam AFO used, and twice as impressive...If we make 
it, P’1l tell you all about it...But first we need to regroup! Push AFO towards Shigaraki, then down 
to the ground! He’s not at full capacity, Kacchan...but if we need to...if it looks like we’re losing? 
He can’t take us both if we use OFA at 100%. I will give it to you if we need to...but first, I have to 
free you! 


He had seen the damage different attacks caused on All for One. From the living flames of the 
twins, to his own punches and kicks, and applied strength for grapples and bone breaking, and now 
he had seen the full range of Ground Zero’s attacks, the damage they caused. He had seen what the 
shrapnel managed, and he had seen what All for One’s “Rivet Stab” appendages could do to 
exposed flesh, when he had attacked Shigaraki and pierced his hands and feet. 


As Ground Zero struggled, Deku rushed forward , picking up shards of the spider legs as he ran. 
They felt both like living rock and insect chitin, and Deku felt a pang of disgust when he grabbed 
them, even with the degree of separation his gloves offered. 


In two more steps he reached AFO, twisting the Rivet Stab ends in his hands in the same way he 
had seen Himiko wield her knives. It was a pale imitation, but he compensated his lack of 
technique with the speed and strength of Full Cowl, and the spider legs carved into All for One like 
ritual knives. 


Deku aimed for the tendons in the back of the supervillain’s legs, almost hearing Himiko’s words, 
almost seeing her hand guiding his strikes, congratulating him with every vicious cut. Blood , her 
voice called in his mind, blood! So perfect! 


He felt the strain of Full Cowl reaching a level beyond his previous limit, tensing his muscles like 
attempting a final rep at the gym far beyond his body’s capacity to lift. But he didn’t stop, he didn’t 
let his muscles cramp up, and he cut all the way through, turning AFO’s knees to mincemeat. 


“STOP! Let Kacchan go! Stop everything, stop threatening everyone! My friends!” AFO let go for 
a moment, shocked. His mouth was open in a gasp, and Izuku only felt his anger rising. You are the 
cause of EVERYTHING! I'll beat you, I'll defeat you, 1?7LL KILL YOU! I'll fix everything! 
“ENOUGH, ALL FOR ONE! LET KACCHAN GO, LET HIMIKO GO, LET ALL MIGHT AND 
MOM AND EVERYONE BE FREE!!!” 


Deku jumped up in the air, just high enough to strike from above, spinning in the way he had once 
seen Himiko use to stab Aizawa, so long ago in the day of the Shie Hassaikai raid...He remembered 
so many little details of that day now; the same fear and righteous anger when facing his foe, the 
same concern for his fellow heroes, and now...now he remembered the way Himiko had spun in 
the air and attacked. 


He yelled incoherently as he cut All for One’s neck, aiming for the spinal cord. Jf 1 can disconnect 
his brain and body, even for an instant... There was a spray of blood and a pair of blasts, and for a 
moment, Ground Zero was free...Then a Rivet Stab leg darted from the wound he had just opened, 
like a snake, hitting Deku square on the chest. 


Deku flew backwards, and he heard AFO speak again, “Air Blade.” Bakugou’s shoulder suddenly 
let out a spray of dark, red blood, and an instant later, AFO was upon him, hammering his limbs 
with quick blows, viciously breaking his bones. Bakugou started to fall, and his eyes crossed 
Izuku’s, full of determination, overcoming his fear. He will keep on fighting! 


Ground Zero even managed to set out a couple explosions, but All for One caught him by the neck. 
It was over. “You’re face to face with the man who stole the world, Katsuki Bakugou.” This time, 
All for One did not laugh. 


“LET HIM GO!” There was nothing else in that moment, just the hand and Bakugou’s neck, and 
Izuku’s yell. He yelled desperately, a plea with no hope at all. In a second, AFO could decide to 
end Bakugou’s life. Please...please don’t kill Kacchan! 


AFO turned to him, looking almost relieved. “Izuku... Young one.” He took a short, shallow, raspy 
breath, and continued, ““There’s a few options you can pick now, a few paths I give you. First one, I 
squeeze . Dear Kacchan’s neck becomes a beautiful red fountain, his head ends up somewhere 
behind those rocks!” He squeezed with his hand, and Izuku saw how Bakugou’s broken legs 
kicked. It was painful to watch. 


“Or I can take his Quirk!” He grinned, tilting his head to the side, almost playfully, “Or we can 
talk, Izuku. I have a proposal for you.” 


He sounded almost sincere in his last appeal, and his grip widened slightly, no longer strangling 
Bakugou. I need to buy time. I don’t think Kacchan can fight with broken bones like that, even if I 
could. Shigaraki, Izuku glanced behind AFO, as subtle as possible, and spotted the former villain. 
Tenko...you can Still do this. You’re still a bit far, but I'll buy us some time. Judging by the lack of 
Quirks used now, AFO’s in bad shape and needs healing. He will try and stall for time too, and I 
think he can’t tap into my brain at the moment... 


“Okay!” Izuku yelled, making a show of lowering his hands and throwing away the shards of Rivet 
Stab limbs. J don’t need them anyway. It was a surprise attack, now he knows how to counter it, 
and I do not know how to use knives well enough for it, so it’s okay. “I'll hear you out!” 


All for One grinned, and lowered Bakugou to the floor. He didn’t let go, but it seemed like he did 
not mean to choke the young hero anytime soon. “Very wise, Izuku. Throughout this fight, you 
have convinced me of one thing; your worth. Katsuki here impressed me, too. Even Tomura, I fear 
I judged him far too harshly before. You have earned my respect, a feat only a couple of your 
predecessors achieved, and but a few people outside them. You gave me a good fight, I had my 
fun. I tasted pain, I tasted glory, I tasted death. It was perfect, and I can only say ’m thankful for 
it!” 


“T-thankful? What?” 


“Yes. This fight had everything I was looking for, all I wished for. Challenge, power, chances to 
show off and to see what you were made of.” AFO snapped his fingers with his free hand, then 
passed it over his hairless scalp, which had regenerated by now, and shone in the sunlight. A cold 
wind made Izuku shiver, but perhaps it was simply fear. 


“Where...where is this going?” 


“Tt all gave me an idea. You see, when I trained Tomura, the plan was to leave him behind and 
give him my power. A symbol of destruction, if you will. But you see how that turned out. How 
broken his mind is, how weak his will turned out to be...I made many mistakes with him. I now 
know that he lacked the mind to wield All for One but you, Izuku...you are the right person for 
this!” He extended his hand, as if urging Izuku to take it. IZuku took a step forward and exchanged 
a glance with Bakugou. 


His eyes were terrified. Do you think I will accept, Kacchan? That I would turn my back on 
everything I worked for, for power alone? Not even in my darkest dreams would I ever have done 
this...or would I? 


“How...so?” Shigaraki was still crawling along the ground, struggling, pulling himself forward on 
his elbows. 


“You have the willpower to bend One for All. You are not insane, driven mad by its ghosts. You 
don’t hear my little brother’s poisoned whispers every time your mind is quiet.” It was true; he had 
very little communication with the vestiges of his predecessors, but...did that mean he somehow 
qualified for All for One? 


“Physically, the healing Quirks I will pass on will heal you of everything that currently affects you. 
Your bones, that you have carefully protected in this fight, will be strengthened beyond human 
limits, and be healed instantly if they ever break. You could master One for All, break the limits of 
its potential, combine it with my every power! With the powers I offer you, Izuku, you could be far 
beyond a hero...” All for One gave a small, inviting gesture with his hand, and Izuku took another 
step forward. Six steps for me, no idea how many more seconds of Shigaraki crawling... 


“You could fix Katsuki. Heal him in an instant. His bones are only a temporary problem, you see. 
They could heal badly, but UA trained you well enough to set them properly. I’m sure of it. But 
this little nick over here, with my Air Blade? He will bleed out in about twenty minutes. You could 
stop the bleeding with your first aid kit, sure, but I offer you the chance to help your friend right 
now. And why stop there?” 


Izuku did stop there, waiting for Shigaraki to advance, his mind racing. /t’s...tempting. Maybe I can 
accept and then renounce the power? Pass it to someone else? Give it to All Might? With the 
healing Quirks and strength boosters, he’d be back to his prime... “You could use my powers to 
bring back All Might. Make him strong again, let him be a hero by your side! Wouldn’t it be his 
sweetest victory, to know I am dead and you are the strongest man in history? Don’t you want to 
fight beside him again, father and son? Repeat that punch against my hired goon from I-Island? I 
know you want it, Izuku...You want so much, so much change, so much you wish was different.” 


“T do. I do want to change Japan...the world even.” Izuku found himself answering, and not just 
thinking about it. /f 7 blurted it out, might as well commit. “I want a new future! I want peace and 
happiness and justice!” 


“And you want love . Take my powers, Izuku, and you can save those you love. Your mother, your 
dear Kacchan, the friends you chose to protect by not bringing here. The girl. She...I don’t think 
you'll be able to forgive her, Izuku.” Himiko...what the fuck is he talking about? 


“What are you... You made her do something, didn’t you? Those words at the end of your 
message...Is she a sleeper agent of some kind? WHAT DID YOU DO TO HIMI-” 


“Don’t listen to him, Deku! He’s talking out his ass, stalling for time!”’ Bakugou suddenly blurted 
out, but another Air Blade cut through the air and he started to bleed from his side. 


“Take my powers, and stop everything. Become a true superhero , change the world. You can give 
every Quirkless kid a Quirk, if you wish to. You can take away the Quirks of evil men...Wouldn’t 
you have taken Overhaul’s Quirk, for what he did to your friend Mirio, for what he did to little Eri? 
Wouldn’t you take back the Quirk I gave to Tomura, that ruined his life? Maybe I should give you 
an incentive, and TAKE KATSUKI’S QUIRK?” 


“No!” Izuku yelled, taking two steps forward. At this distance, he could simple jump and attack 
AFO, if he chose to... 


“T give you this choice, Izuku. Take All for One, and do with it what you will. I’m no longer 
interested in seeing what it would do in the hands of evil, I know it was never in safer hands than 
mine . But for the side of good? In my final moments, and I accept that these could very well be my 
final moments...I am enlightened. I want to combine darkness and light, just like how darkness and 
light coexist within you, Izuku. You have sympathy for the devil, but remain a hero... You are my 
successor, if you wish so.” 


It was too much. Too much to consider, too much to bear, too much to imagine. If AFO was 
genuine, if he was truly surrendering and simply wished to let his Quirk endure, it could be an easy 
victory. 


And it was true that it would let him master One for All. His main issue was his bones, muscles 
and ligaments; if they were reinforced as All for One’s clearly were, they would instantly bump his 
control by at least 30%, and with some practice, he could reach 100% before graduation. 


Graduation...if he took All for One, would he even need school? He’d be beyond even All Might in 
terms of power and prowess, and his dream to help the Quirkless...He could be a one man army, 
protecting them from hatred. He could protect the weak everywhere, sense them with every Quirk 
AFO used to sense beyond his five senses. And every other power...he could uplift his friends as 
well, make them superhuman as well. Two Quirks, three, four... 


It’s the easy way out, he heard a voice within him say, a poisoned gift. My brother’s power can 
give you all he says, but it is not a power you can underestimate. It’s not a solution. The voice was 
his own, and yet, it wasn’t. He could hear All Might in it, and a comforting female voice. A man’s 
raspy, aggressive voice was also there, and a dangerous one, that seemed to warn him of trouble 
the most. And a peaceful one, clear and concise, above and beyond them all. Do you want this, 
Izuku? 


He was tempted again. All he had to do was reach out, and he could be so much more . He could 
do so much more than save people, so much more than fight villains. He could even rule the 
world... No. I never wanted to rule, I never wanted revenge on anyone, never wanted to control 
others. I wanted the freedom to follow my dreams, and I got it, I’m fighting so others can do the 
same! I won’t accept. 


He didn’t want this. He didn’t want All for One. The power to fulfill every single wish without 
hard work would go against everything he stood for. The power to give and take was not his, and 
he could never be a judge on such a scale. He was content with finding a successor, many years 
into the future, and passing on One for All. 


Will that doom Kacchan? My mom, my friends? Himiko, oh Himiko...I still don’t know what is 
going on. If you are a Sleeper, it has to be to kill, right? Like the MK Ultra project Hitoshi told me 
about, so many years ago....But I can’t accept All for One. I know that he’d betray me, at least in 
some way. He is my enemy, he can’t be trusted. 


Izuku looked up to the sky, taking a deep, deep breath. He felt his lungs fill, and then released the 
air. It’s a nice view to have above, if I’m going to die here. Guess I just have to try and look up 
when it happens, right? Oh, but there will be so many things left to do... He glanced quickly in the 
direction of Shigaraki, and then at Bakugou. His eyes met those of his two companions, both with 
steely determination in them. No matter what happened, they would give it their all, fight together, 
to the bitter end. 


“So, Izuku? Do you need more time to think about it? Clock’s ticking, and dear Kacchan will bleed 
out quite soon at this rate...[magine he is a hateful, petty water clock, but the water is his lifeblood. 
You could take revenge on him by letting him bleed to death too, I guess, but I presume that is not 
the Izuku Midoriya who stands before me, is it?” 


“No. I...[ will not let Kacchan die. I promised I would stop you, here and now, whatever the cost!” 


“And that cost could be free , Izuku. All you have to do is take my hand.” Izuku took one more 
step, dangerously close. If AFO lunged at him, he’d get hit, inevitably. But the villain just held out 
his hand, invitingly, “It won’t hurt at all. The shock absorbing Quirks might make you a tad dizzy, 
but in seconds you will be ready. It is all rather... intuitive , ?'d say. Take my hand now, Izuku. 
Become who you are destined to be, the result of my great feud with my brother! Every step, every 
moment, brought you here, for you to do this, Izuku.” 


“All for One, I have a condition. Let Kacchan go right now, let him walk away. Just a few meters, 
okay? I want to talk a bit more, I... have questions.” 


“As expected, Izuku, I can’t simply pretend to have you decide on such a thing without clearing up 
your doubts. I’m not like All Might, hiding the secrets of One for All from you, and insisting you 
hide it from the world. But dear old Katsuki...you already told him your big secret didn’t you? You 
surely have nothing to hide from such a trusted friend!” 


Of course I do, he can’t know about Himiko. He’d turn on me and hate me, and right now it would 
mean the deaths of him, me, and Tenko. Damn...I guess I can’t ask him about Himiko without the 
risk that, even if I stop everything All for One planned with her, in the end Kacchan might try to 
hurt her...Oh god, what do I do? Ask around that? Kacchan is too injured to fight anyway...he’d 
need to listen to me. Or...or I could take All for One...and nothing Kacchan thought on the subject 
would matter in the slightest. Fuck, I see how you’re getting into my mind, All for One. 


“T want my friend to be safe, away from your hands, for obvious reasons! Just let Kacchan go, we 
can talk then.” 


“T shall answer any question you ask, truthfully. And I will not harm your friend while we parlay, 
you have my word.” Izuku did not like at all how AFO had said “friend”...would Bakugou catch on 
to the fact that Izuku was hiding things from him? /t doesn’t matter, anyway, I will say no, right? 
Right? All I have to do is keep him talking, then attack the arm he’s using to hold Kacchan. Maybe 
I can break the wrist and grapple him to the ground in a single move...it will tear my muscles but I 
think I can wield enough percentage of OFA to do it. 


“FUCK YOU! DROP ME NOW OR I SWEAR I-” Bakugou yelled, before he let out a choking, 
throttled sound. 


“The grownups are speaking, Katsuki. The only reason you still have a head is because I find Izuku 
amusing, boy . Oh, and the fact that I might have some fun plans for you afterwards, if Izuku 
refuses my offer. Getting your head blown up is not mutually exclusive with them, I assure you, 
good old Kurogiri survived worse before I made him who he is now. Might want to give the old 
cloud a look when you return... if you return. As for you...Tselinoyarsk Institute, how does it 
sound?” AFO seemed to be speaking more to himself on the last part, a small, content grin on his 
face. 


Izuku saw the fear in Bakugou’s eyes. Helpless, captured, unable to move his limbs unless he made 
an inhuman effort, facing great pain. Kacchan...that fear in your eyes...oh god, at one point I would 
have loved to watch it but now...I’m better than that. You need help, you need saving. This time I 
hope you won’t hate me for it, and I will do it anyway, but for that, I have to ask All for One. 


“Would you turn me into a Nomu?” Bakugou asked, his eyes wide. 


“No. I don’t have a use for you, personally, and, with Doctor Garaki gone from this world, I can’t 
truly create Nomus, as you know them. I can add several Quirks into individuals, I have done so 
with one of my monks here, who I believe died. No, Katsuki, I'd give you over to my friend, Dima. 
He’ll break your mind much further than I have the patience to do just now, and he can always use 
another soldier.” Dima? The one he mentioned in the transmission...must be some other villain. 
European? Russian, maybe Ukrainian or from the Balkan Union? I don’t know, but he has to be 
bad news. 


“Tll fuck you up, All for One, you fucking bastard. Just you wait.” Bakugou said, then looked to 
Izuku and nodded, his eyes determined. Trust? Is that trust in his eyes? I have wanted that for so, 
so long... 


“Now, Izuku.” All for One turned back to him, extending his hand in a flourish, but not expecting 
Izuku to take it just yet. “Ask away.” 


“T could ask you who you really are, your name, your history...but at this point I don’t even care. 
You gave up on humanity, thinking you’re above everyone, didn’t you? I don’t even want to know 
your name, All for One. But what I really want to ask is why? Why have you done all this? One for 
All, the Nomus, the League of Villains, the Monastery of Famine...what’s the point of it all? And 
now you offer me your power? It is implied that you’ ll die, unless you were to keep some healing 
Quirks. Can you do that, keep some even if you give away the main All for One “gathering and 
storing” Quirk? Or would your body collapse without AFO and turn you to a mindless Nomu-esque 
husk? The more I think about your power, the more obvious it becomes that it makes no sense.” 
Izuku spoke quickly, as fast as he talked when muttering alone, or speaking with Mei. [f he’s such 
an almighty being, the least he can do is keep up! 


“You talk fast, boy. A sad side effect of being a pariah, talking at the speed of your brain and not 
conversation. I’d say it is pathetic, but you show intelligence through it, as well. I could tell you 
my whole story, the decades I worked for the Japanese government and infected China, Korea, and 
all of Asia with people loyal to me, with spies and sleeper agents in every rung of government, in 
every intelligence agency. How I kept the generals and nuclear arsenals of this continent on a short 
leash, and waged a few wars, ordered a few genocides...It might be arrogant of me, but I would say 
that, if you like our world having less than 5 billion people currently, you can thank me. It has 

been a lot of fun, sure, but why? Easy. Just because I could .” AFO scratched his chin, which Izuku 
noticed had scarred over incorrectly, repairing his skin to a different state than before Bakugou’s 
bomb. His healing is not working so well now... 


“T could tell you about walking into the headquarters of the largest Yakuza clan in 1996, by 


myself, unstoppable by any foe, and naming myself its chairman then and there, as the previous 
boss cowered in fear at my feet, just because I could .” He laughed, a single, ugly sound, that made 
Izuku shiver. 


“T could tell you about the murderers I employed, and how they scoured entire countries, virtually 
unopposed, doing what I wanted, gathering Quirks for me, gathering the Quirks I entrust now to 
you, just because I could . Aren’t you curious to interact with Quirks a century old, Quirks much 
older? Their simplicity might amaze you, or enthrall you. With your mind, I know you will very 
much enjoy having an eternity to catalogue and master each and every Quirk, make notebooks on 
top of notebooks...” That...I do think I could like that. I AM curious about all the wealth of 
knowledge in them, and how I could find uses for them, for good. 


“T could tell you about each and every one of the henchmen I employed. Kurogiri, and how he is 
connected to UA and your teachers. Wolfram, the mercenary I sent after you at I-Island, Nine, who 
I have sent to ravage Japan in my absence, and who is currently poised to kill Endeavor, the Big 3 
and a couple dozen other well known heroes. You know all their names, Izuku; Hawks, Majestic, 
Gang Orca...All of them within his reach. And if he is strong, he will kill them all.” 


“All for One, you don’t have all the information! Even...even if all these heroes were caught in a 
trap, there’s always more of us to help our fellow heroes, to help everyone. UA is always close, and 
Ketsubutsu, and Shiketsu! My team caught your League of Villains, and we’re just students!” 
Izuku knew that he was generalizing heroes as being all well intentioned and cooperative, and in 
reality, rivalries and grudges sometimes ended up getting people killed. But talking up his school 
and fellow students was something he had earned, if All for One had opted to talk instead of 
fighting. 


“Pro heroes are pathetic, generally speaking. You saw what I did with China’s best. If Nine is 
weaker than your fellows, his death is all for the best. But that is all just scratching the surface. I 
could tell you about the Green Dragon, or the Shinigami squad, my finest killers. I could tell you 
about the White Death, and the blade master of Vietnam, Onyx. Days on end I could talk. They all 
lived and fought and died for me, because I could manipulate them, entice them, convince them, 
lead them . They were weak on their own and I made them more .” All for One smiled wistfully, 
and even loosened his grip on Bakugou’s neck. 


“But you asked why, and a simple “because I could”, is not the full answer. Yes, the power was 
right there for the taking; they all gave me so many openings! All the secrets, all the trust they 
placed on me, all the information I had access to. All the influence...it was all there, at my 
fingertips, and I took it. But why? Ambition, a need to have more, to be more. Greed, so much 
greed. I wanted the power others had, both figuratively and literally. To take everything from them, 
their Quirks, their families, their possessions, their very lives. I took everything I wanted, Izuku. 
Every whim and desire you’ ve ever had, I have fulfilled, boy. Life has kept very little out of my 
reach.” 


He grinned and continued, “And I wanted to rule! To impose my will on others, through cunning, 
through strength, through influence. I love it all, it makes me feel alive. When I hear a child 
screaming in terror, when I see a proud hero cower and beg for his life, when I see a man so utterly 
broken that death is a mercy, and I deny it? 1 AM ALIVE!” 


He laughed for a long, long time. Waiting was all Izuku could do; the closer Shigaraki crawled to 
them, the closer their one shot at a victory was. And yet...he was horrified . He had long known All 
for One was a monster. With every reason he gave he explained just how detached he was from 
humanity, from morality, from ever again being a good person. Some people are evil, and nothing 
can stop them from getting what they want. Overhaul was one of those. Others are misguided, 


retaliating against those who hurt them, like Tenko did, manipulated as he was. But All for One 
just wants , he wants both the legacy of fear and to live it eternally. He wants to keep doing this . 
He...he is a greedy psychopath playing God and loving every minute of it. 


“And, most of all, it has been hatred. Hatred against my brother, and how he betrayed me, used the 
gift I gave him against me. Hatred against his successors, especially Nana Shimura and All Might. 
Revenge and ruling, judging my enemies and bringing death upon them and their loved ones...have 
I worded it in simple enough terms for you, Izuku? I know you see shades of grey, and I can’t 
expect to impress the subtleties of my plans upon you with such brief conversation, but you get the 
gist, don’t you?” 


Izuku glanced discreetly behind All for One, where the broken, glassed battleground xtended for a 
long distance. The blast had fused some of the silicates in the ground, making the “glass”, though a 
better geological term might be lechatelierite. And there was a long trail of blood all along its 
uneven surface. His gaze met a pair of determined red eyes; there was no anger in them, no 
revenge, just a will of iron, determined to move one meter closer, then another. Not yet close 
enough. I need a minute or two. Maybe three... 


“Tell me how your Quirk works. If I’m to have it, I should know, right?” 


“You touch someone, and will the power into you, and you can do the same to give it away. It’s all 
So, so very easy to do. As for the knowledge of each one, your brain will start knowing what you 
have, implicitly. You need to have strong willpower for it, or the victim might try and wrestle the 
Quirk back while you take it...No one has resisted me for more than a few seconds.” 


“What happens when I get both powers? What is your theory? Why is this your plan now?” 


“T’ve seen it all, ruled as much as I wanted to rule, stole all I wanted. Now my curiosity is the one 
overwhelming feeling...to see if the Quirks will combine into one. To see the singularity occur 
before my eyes as I die is the only way. Garaki spoke a lot about the theory that, if I were to give 
my Quirk to someone bearing One for All, it would be the only way for the two to be together...It 
is the one power I can’t steal. Try it now.” He spoke with conviction, but it all rang hollow. Izuku 
knew that All for One was lying, he knew it with a certainty that seemed older than himself. 


I’ve known he would try this one time, if he had the chance, and a bearer of One for All who would 
even think of accepting, someone more flexible, someone with a goal that could somehow intersect 
enough for him to try... 


“You have had the time to ask, and I have answered. I have been honest with you, Izuku. It is now 
your time to decide. Take my power, or die.” AFO offered his hand, and Izuku took a step towards 
him. He was tall, almost as tall as All Might, and his aura of darkness made him imposing even as 
Izuku saw the ruin of his suit, limbs and face. At the distance Izuku was now, both couldn’t extend 
their full arm for a punch or their legs for kicks. This close, I have the advantage, because I’m 
shorter. This...this could be my last moment, gotta give it my Plus Ultra. 


“Deku you can’t!” Bakugou said, his yell stifled by AFO’s hand, the hand Izuku now had his full 
focus on. “Take all those stolen Quirks, become a villain? Don’t do it, Deku, you’ re better than 
this!” 


Better. You looked down on me all my life and now, when I have the chance to take the greatest 
power in the world, you say I am better ? “T...1 will do what I have to, Kacchan. To win. Win and 
save, remember?” 


They exchanged a final glance, and Bakugou’s eyes widened as he understood now Izuku’s plan. 


“Do what you have to, Izuku. Go beyond.” 


“Plus Ultra.” Izuku said, grimly, as he removed the glove in his right hand, and brought the hand 
closer and closer to All for One’s. He held the glove in his left hand, ready to throw it to the ground 
behind him and attack. One inch closer, then another... Then Izuku pulled back his hand, rising past 
his limit, raising Full Cowl to 60%, feeling the strain to bones, tendons and ligaments, and his 
muscles already experiencing the fatigue such a rush of power caused. 


“DETROIT SMASH!” Izuku punched with his entire body, the power starting from the bottom of 
his feet, travelling up through his legs and core, into his shoulders and arms. He threw his left arm 
back to increase the momentum, and the glove fell somewhere. And then his punch connected, Full 
Cowl electrifying the nerves on his bare knuckles. He felt the steel reinforcements in AFO’s bones 
bend and snap, and the bones themselves give way. 


A regular human’s wrist would have been pulverized by the blow, maybe even turned to a fine pink 
mist. All for One was beyond that, but a sucker punch was still a sucker punch, and Deku had 
caught his enemy unawares, unable to strengthen his arm consciously. The fingers lost all strength, 
and Bakugou was released, gasping, setting off quick, accurate explosions to set his bones in 
place...but an instant later he yelled in pain, as the bone on his upper left arm protruded from his 
shoulder. 


Even with no way to fly, and standing on shaky, broken legs, Ground Zero fired blast after blast, 
giving Deku a small opening. Just as All for One lunged forward, Deku dove in and used the 
supervillain’s momentum against him, using his legs to trap AFO’s arm at the shoulder and his 
speed to take him down. 


It all happened too quickly for All for One to react. There were no Rivet Stab appendages, no 
flames, no air blades, not the graviton beam emitter, not even the enlarged arm muscles. Just raw 
power, as he desperately tried to rise, as Deku kept him as low to the ground as possible. 


Deku was taking hit after hit, punch after punch, cut after cut. His hero gear, which had resisted so 
well for the fight, was starting to break from the strain of the push and pull of the ground grapple. 
He tried remembering every judo lesson, every sparring match, every tip and trick, using them all 
to his advantage against AFO’s brute, raw strength. Maybe Izuku wasn’t an expert in grappling, but 
All for One was not a good fighter, technique wise, with the obvious tells of someone spending 
decades without changing his tactics, and Izuku intended to take advantage of it for as long as he 
could. 


Seconds felt like whole minutes of grappling, countering holds, escaping chokes, trapping All for 
One with arms and legs. More and more his gear was getting damaged, but every single second 
that Mei’s engineering saved him from having to go all out, was another second where he could 
keep his arms in the future. Mei...if 1 die, ’m so, so sorry. Maybe if I...no, you’re my most 
important friend, I need you. I don’t...I can’t feel that, can’t accept I felt it, that would have driven 
you away, I’m sure of it. And there is Himiko, too, so I'm even more confused about what I feel for 
you, Mei. You deserve the world and I...I’'m sorry. I could have at least been your friend but if I 
die... 


“You ungrateful shit, useless... USELESS! Son of my enemy, I will END YOU!” All for One 
managed to yell, right before Izuku wrapped his legs around his neck, squeezing as hard as 
possible, even hearing bones snap repeatedly, and then slammed his fist against AFO’s jaw, 
knocking out his teeth, then letting more and more power flow. At 61%, his whole body felt tingly. 
At 62, he felt as if his entire arm was two sizes bigger, and was all bundled up in too little skin. 


At 63% he started to draw blood, both from AFO’s face, and his own hand. At 64%, the amount of 


power was too taxing for his brain to multitask, and he stopped yelling Smash. And at 65%, Deku 
destroyed AFO’s jaw, tearing every ligament holding his mouth closed. 


“MONSTER! DEMON!” Deku yelled, his legs choking All for One more and more. One of them 
would collapse from exhaustion first, if Shigaraki did not arrive soon, and Izuku felt more and more 
certain that he would be the one to fall. Ground Zero had helped to take down All for One, and 

now did his best to hold down the supervillain’s legs, but it was a losing battle. More and more, his 
bones were pushed outside, away from where they should have been, and the splintered bone 
protruding from his shoulder drew more and more blood, and the cuts from the Air Blade attacks 
were soaking his clothes dark red. 


There wouldn’t be much future if the battle lasted a minute longer. Kacchan will die, I'll have to 
break my body to hold him, and I’m not sure if I can even do that. And Shigaraki...if he offered 
AFO to me, Tenko is expendable. He’ll torture him to death. We need to finish the fight! 


“KACCHAN! HOLD ON!” Deku yelled, punching more and more at AFO’s exposed throat, not 
giving it a second to recover. 


“FUCKING DIE!” Ground Zero yelled back, letting a series of blasts with his remaining arm. The 
volume of his explosions had diminished so much... 


“TENKO! DO IT! FINISH THIS!” Deku had no idea where Shigaraki was in relation to him, at 
all. The strain to his muscles had become too great to even keep his teary eyes open, and had 
resorted to biting the metal on his mouthguard to stop himself from screaming. Ten...just ten 
seconds more. And I'll do it myself. 


Go all out. Reach into All for One’s throat and tear out his...his spine. I can...I can’t. I can’t, even 
with how much I hate him. I CAN’T DO IT. But...but I have to do something, or die. Mom, All 
Might....'m sorry. Mei, Hitoshi, everyone...I wish I'd had a day more beside you all. Even a single 
minute with all of you...I had friends...I had friends, this is so unfair. Kacchan... “KACCHAN! ?M 
SORRY!” 


“DON’T BE! WE’RE STILL IN THE FIGHT!” /’m sorry for everything, anyway. But I’m glad 
you’re here with me, here at the end of everything...Himiko, I failed you so much. I said I would 
help, goddammit! I promised you the world, and I’m here dying in some godforsaken mountain in 
China...I wish I'd had a minute more with you, an hour, a day. I...1 would have found the way. I 
would have told you what I feel, I would have told you that I... 


“SMASH!!!!” Deku yelled again, tears streaming down his eyes freely, as he brought Full Cowl up 
to 70%, and the physical pain made it all fade away. This is twice as much as I can safely 
control...More If I survive, I will still have ligament and tendon damage from this strain, even if my 
bones are safe for now...Five more seconds. “I WILL END YOU, ALL FOR ONE! Your reign of 
terror stops, because WE ARE HERE!” 


All for One laughed, or at least Deku thought it was some attempt at laughing; without a jaw, a 
tongue or any teeth, it sounded like a gurgling mess. So he hit the villain again, and again. Two 
seconds, one... 


“It’s game over for you, Sensei.” Tenko’s words were as exhausted, as angry, as full of grief as 
Izuku felt. They shared his pain so perfectly that it shocked him. And an instant later, a pair of 
hands appeared in Izuku’s line of sight, placing themselves over All for One’s chest. “Goodbye, All 
for One.” 


Himiko Toga shuddered. She had blinked and time had passed, and she didn’t know how long she 
had been sitting there, on the cold stone floor. All she remembered was staggering to a bathroom, 
looking at herself in a mirror, and her bloodstained handprint on the glass. Vomiting, then crying in 
shame, in fear. Unsteady on her feet, she walked outside, back to the room where it all had 
happened, where she found blood and bodies and everything she had done, everything she hated 
herself for. She knew one of the men, knew he was her target. She knew that she had Jiked killing 
him, she had enjoyed the fight immensely, had felt alive, complete, as if two halves of her were 
suddenly connected. 


The guilt had frozen her to the spot again. She stood, the undecorated concrete floor all her 
narrowed eyes could see. If I keep them like this, I can almost ignore the blood. This little square of 
cement, all I left clean.. . She knew no one would come looking for her just yet, that the man she 
had killed didn’t keep many patrols or reinforcements. If anyone would try anything, it would be 
people exploiting a power vacuum, and the violence would be pretty much indiscriminate if such a 
thing happened. The prospect of running away from a rival gang to the guy she had killed, that was 
easy to accept. 


The growing despair about everything she had done, though, shook her to the core. Her hands were 
still covered in blood, and she was rocking back and forth, like a child that had been yelled at, 
terrified, looking for any comfort available. There was none, not even inside herself. 


Monster. Killer. Murderer...I did this. I must do this again. I liked this. I liked killing these people. I 
liked their pain, I liked their screams, I liked their blood. It was me. Even if I...wait. Even if I 
wasn’t under control. “Was it really me?” she asked aloud, and a shiver ran down her spine. 


She could recall parts of it all, could remember struggling, but some of it was missing. It was all 
oppressive, the lack of memory, the manipulation, the powerlessness she still felt, the ache on her 
muscles. Jt was me and yet...not me. What...what is going on? What can I do? Kill the others. The 
24 others. Only one path...Exile? Maybe... 


She heard loud voices long before she heard the footsteps start approaching. Their accents were 
rough, and their dialects local, so local that she could only tell half of what they said. But the 
message was clear; “The king is dead, long live the king”. And the king, of course, had to be some 
new gang. 


It was a welcome distraction from her world falling apart, from her promises being broken, from 
her small hopes of turning herself in and Izuku visiting her, all slipping from her fingers. It was a 
welcome feeling, fight or flight, that primal thrill, much preferred than the hatred she now directed 
at herself. 


So she picked herself up. She had no weapons in hand, the blade she had used to kill her target was 
on the ground. She didn’t even remember dropping it, so she picked it up again, and stashed it in 
her coat pocket. Jt might come in handy, but I’m not killing anyone else here, no. . She would run, 
not fight. They wouldn’t catch her, no, but if they did... Then I'll make them kill me, simple. No, 
like hell I'll let them kill me. I’'m Himiko fucking Toga, I’m not about to be gutted like a fish by 
some Kowloon deadbeats! Survive, move, fight, survive, kill, take what you need. Steal, buy, fight, 
move, survive. I’m ready. 


The footsteps approached closer now, taking a quick break to warn some locals. Only silence 
answered. Toga didn’t wait a second longer, breaking to a sprint, retracing the steps she had taken 
to get to the target’s stronghold. In seconds she was back in the corridor, and the goons could see 


her, a dozen meters away. 


There were just seven of them. /t’s all so very small-time. Gangs less than a dozen strong...the 
target controlled some but when he retired, when he “betrayed All for One”...One more reason not 
to get killed. They are just so...Enraged and sprint-y. Alright, then. Toga didn’t grin, didn’t let her 
face show anything that wasn’t her unease, her self hatred, her fear at herself, and she ran. 


She ran as fast as she could, her muscles loosening with her agile strides. They had been used in 
different ways than she was used, and she felt tired just from that, from the strange fighting stances 
and leaps. But her body was her own now. It stopped being mine? It gets so...vague. I remember 
the fear, the hopelessness, but...No, it was all me. All me. I am the monster. 


She ran until she hit a corner, then bounced off the wall with a quick, almost laxy leap. One of her 
pursuers slammed face first onto the wall a few seconds later, unable to slow down. It had been a 
concrete wall, so he didn’t crash through, but she still heard one less pair of footsteps. It gave her 
an idea, and she started scanning for windows leading outside, preferably some that didn’t lead to a 
sheer drop down... 


The gang had almost caught up with her when she found her window. The glass had been broken 
long ago, cleared out to avoid injury, and replaced with a sheet of clear plastic that had yellowed 
from years of sunlight, covered in graffiti and gang tags. She wondered for a second if the people 
behind her had graffiti’d their mark on the plastic, or any of the walls. None of the brutes after her 
looked artistic enough for proper graffiti, but more importantly, only half of them would be able to 
fit through the window hole. 


She leapt through, shielding her face with her arms, rolling onto the sheet metal roof on the other 
side. The roof was wobbly, unsteady, but held her weight, and she instantly started leaping from 
support to support, easy to spot through the nuts and bolts used to secure the metal sheets. One of 
the guys behind her missed a jump, landing in the middle of a sheet, and he fell through. 


Kowloon extended before her, the shanty town’s roofs and balconies all before her. Hong Kong’s 
skyline lay beyond, skyscrapers cutting the grey sky, smog and clouds only letting the very top of 
her vision have some blue, and even it was muted. It was brutal, the contrast between Kowloon’s 
squalor, let to be by a government with too much to deal with, when Quirks had appeared, and 
Hong Kong’s opulence. But she knew that the alleys would be alleys, and she would find her safety 
there, she would find resources, and she would move on with her list. Or maybe I refuse...Would I 
lose myself again? Yes. I know that. I...I don’t know if I’m myself or not. Can I trust myself, if I 
refuse? No. 


Houses and shops all had their rooftops, balconies and even gardens, their chaos showing a hundred 
different paths to take, to get down to the ground and get to Hong Kong. A hundred paths, and a 
few seconds to decide, she picked the closest one, and she ran. She leapt across chasms, she slid 
across smooth metal sheaths, she balanced on beams and used a cargo crane to reach a rooftop too 
far. 


She felt alive, and she hated herself for it. J have no right to feel like this. I just ended lives, I will do 
it again. I can’t return to my Izuku. So why do I feel so satisfied with every jump and every stride 
and every time I have to use my hands and arms to clamber up higher and higher? She realized 
that the voice that urged her to survive, that told her to kill, had fallen silent for a while now. I.../ 
am myself? She...she’s gone? No, of course not. But this moment is mine. I am Himiko Toga, I still 
am myself! I can at least feel proud of taking control, right? 


She ran, free, feeling the wind hit her face. She knew despair would hit her as soon as she slowed 
down. She would want to die, feel lost, she would miss the League, she would miss Shigaraki and 


Dabi and Twice. She would miss Izuku the most, having wormed his way so deeply into her heart 
even before talking properly, and now? Now she was head over heels. She had never been so 
madly in love, and never wanted to feel the same for anyone else. He believed in me. 


The gang was getting closer, and they had the home advantage, with a goon cutting through some 
shortcut and appearing in front of her. She saw them more clearly now, two of them having 
features resembling pandas, one of the others carrying a shotgun, but shaking too much to use it. 
The man who cut her off seemed like the leader, and he yelled at the others to get her. 


So she ran to the side, going down. A few metal roofs slanted downwards, and then a few 
balconies were open so she could fall ever downward. A shotgun blast missed her by a couple 
meters, smashing a window and half of a balcony, prompting her to drop further down, throwing 
herself off the balcony, reaching out for a handhold two stories below. It hurt like hell when her 
fingers grasped the ledge, but she balanced herself and jumped again, landing further down with a 
roll. 


The chase had been interrupted, for the moment, and she saw the goons heading for the inside, for 
stairs they could use. She wouldn’t give them the chance; she was already halfway down the 
building, and she’d be gone soon enough. 


She grabbed a vase and threw it at the nearest window, launching herself a second later, rolling 
inside without her body touching the sharp edges of the glass. “Sorry!” she yelled in the best 
Chinese she could remember, knowing it had a heavy accent, but somehow certain it was the right 
dialect. A young girl crying was the first answer, a man lunging at her with a club, the second. But 
by then she had already smashed the next window and jumped through, sprinted a few steps and 
dropped down to a noodle shop, crashing against some customers, the blood on her clothes causing 
yells of terror. 


She left the noodle shop in her dust and ran forward, reaching the rooftops again. A shotgun blast 
sailed past, and she didn’t look at it, betting on her speed and the man’s inexperience with his 
weapon, finally finding what she had hoped for; a garbage chute, bolted onto the side of the 
building! It was a crude thing, made of steel rings and yellowed transparent plastic tubing, and 
about as thick as two domestic garbage bags filled to the brim, like a couple of such bags which an 
old man was currently throwing down. 


She knew it was a leap of faith. Hoping that the garbage bags underneath her would let her fall 
smoothly, that they wouldn’t be filled with needles, pieces of glass and steel pipes. Or not be there 
at all, and have only concrete to recieve her. Dying right now is not the worst that can happen, 
anyway. I’m jumping! 


Toga reached the chute just as the old man dropped his final bag, yelling at him to step away, and 
then threw herself inside the chute, feet first. She hit a couple of the steel rings, banging her elbows 
and hip, but it didn’t hurt as much as she expected. She fell fast, and inside the chute it was too 
dark to tell much about the ground, except for the trash bags she could see. Are there two or 
twenty? Two hundred? Two thousand? Will this be disgusting? Deadly? 


She took out the knife, holding on with both hands; she’d have to be quick, in case it got wrenched 
from her hands. Thirty meters, twenty, eight... Toga stabbed the plastic, slowing down quick, but 
not quick enough. The metal rungs were spaced out apart from each other, and she was fast, so she 
removed the knife and stabbed again, then repeated it, then she missed and the knife flew away. 
Fuck. 


She opened her arms and legs, grasping at the plastic, friction burning her palms and the soles of 
her shoes becoming hotter...and then she was dropped two meters, straight unto the trash. It was 


neither curse nor miracle; the bags she had fallen directly on top of were rotten fruit, and exploded 
around her, flies buzzing everywhere, trying to get into her eyes, ears and nose. But at least it 
wasn’t needles. 


Toga slid down the gigantic garbage pile, hoping nothing fouler than the fruit ripped out of any 
bags. She somehow made it to the floor, gasping for air...and puked. She puked on an empty 
stomach, feeling completely dehydrated. A migraine loomed on the back of her head, and all she 
wanted was to lay down and cry herself to sleep, but she got back up. I’m on the ground. That’s 
step one. Step 2, Hong Kong. Then...I don’t know. Call Izu-Izu? I must know if he is okay. He had 
to win. He did, he did! And...and I will confess. Let him know what I am. That I am the vampire 
monster those girls wanted to kill back at school. That I'm the monster that the people on the 
streets thought I was. The monster that all his friends think me to be. They...they might be right. Or 
maybe...maybe the monster isn’t me but... 


She vomited again, and felt even worse, and she staggered forward, following a stream of water to 
a slightly flooded plaza, a stretch of concrete that held firm underfoot but was obscured by dark 
water. The port was now in sight, and the hundreds, maybe thousands of ships she could use to get 
to her next target. She is in Vietnam...Must find a ship going that way. It is a major stop in trade 
routes, it will all go well... 


Toga stepped further unto the flooded plaza, her shoes filled to the brim with seawater, but for the 
moment she didn’t care. She was invisible in the eyes of the world, just another desperate soul 
amongst thousands, trying to get to their next destination. Her pursuers would not bother her once 
she had definitely left their turf, and just a few more meters away, she’d be out of it. 


She turned back, looking at the mass of concrete, metal and glass that was the walled city, and felt 
cleaner already, leaving it behind. Her despair matched the place’s and together, the misama of 
sadness would have eventually killed her, she knew. This...this is where it starts, isn’t it? The 
beginning of the end. Will I go through with this? Twenty four people, all over the world...Fucking 
hell. 


A plane flew overhead, close to the ground, looking gigantic, its silhouette cut by the buildings of 
Kowloon. She heard the city’s lament, calling her back in...And she turned around, watched the 
plane fly upwards, towards the sea. Towards Japan, maybe. Towards home...no, I don’t have a 
phone. I have nothing, except a job to do. 


Toga waded through the drowned plaza, eventually finding some high ground, just above sea level, 
small waves crashing down under her as she sat down. She leaned onto a rusty handrail, looked at 
the grey skies, and she cried. She cried until her tears ran out, until her eyes were red and dry, and 
then she took out her phone. It was almost 6 p.m., and night would fall soon. 


She scrolled through her contacts as she saw the sun begin to set. It was Izuku’s spare phone, so it 
only had two numbers; Inko Midoriya, and Izuku himself. Her finger hovered above the call button 
for a long, long while, until the sun had almost reached the horizon. She clicked the phone, and she 
knew she wasn’t done crying just yet. 


“H-Himiko, is that you?” When she heard his voice, full of hope and happiness and relief, she felt 
her heart break cleanly in two. At the same time he sounded exhausted, as if he needed ten days of 
sleep and a huge burger to eat, with a foot massage to boot. She hated to tell him, to burden him 
with her trouble, to ruin everything they had built. You...you won’t forgive me for this. She took a 
deep breath, and she started talking. 


Chapter End Notes 


Thanks for reading! Hope to finish this story soon! 


Storms' End 


The world had ended. It was all over. No reason to fight anymore, no point in winning. If he won, 
Nine would still have to see the Liberation Army, he would still have to talk to All for One. He 
would still be a prisoner in his own skin, a victim to his illness, and no one beside him to make it 
bearable. If, by some miracle he managed to win, it would all be for nothing. 


He had never wanted to rule alone. 


Mummy had flatlined three minutes earlier. Chimera, though he had already taken out twenty five 
heroes, and wounded a couple dozen more, was bleeding out, and had urged him many, many 
times to retreat, to find the vans and escape. 


Nine had not answered to his henchman’s plea. That had only enraged the man further, and he had 
promised to drag Nine by the hair, all the way to the vans. He would not get to Nine in time, not 
because of his own speed and power, or because a few heroes had once more stepped in to stop 
him. Nine’s eyes scanned quickly the HUD tags on the map, and saw that it was three of 
Endeavor’s sidekicks and a “Big 3” hero, Suneater. 


A quick check on their HeroNet biometric data showed that Suneater had increased his mass, his 
heartbeat and breathing were steady, lower compared to his usual anxiety, as recorded. The young 
hero was focused on ass kicking. 


Chimera had not been able to fulfill his offer of forcibly making Nine escape even after Geten had 
appeared on a truck. The Liberation Army enforcer had made quite an entrance, that Nine had 
disrupted unwittingly. He had lowered his shield and attacked on his own, which had overturned 
the iceman’s armoured freezer truck, and almost killed the man in the process. Not that Nine 
particularly cared. All he wanted now was to kill heroes and get killed. 


Without Kiruka, it made no sense, nothing did. His dream, to rule over the entire world through 
force and power, was suddenly stale, dry, tasteless. Is this what made All for One successful? That 
he cared for no one but himself, so even eternity didn’t fill his greed? That without someone by his 
side, he had no weakness like I do? Kiruka was my strength, my first and best supporter. She was 
my woman, and I was her man and now...Hawks murdered her. I don’t know what I want more, to 
kill him, or to let him kill me... 


Geten had taken the attention of Endeavor and two heroes who had appeared from behind him, 
from the same direction Geten had arrived, and he soon was fighting them, on sadly equal terms. 
The Liberation Army had not overpromised, with their enforcer; Geten was taking on both 
Endeavor and his son, plus a third hero, and he was holding his own. But he wouldn’t last for long. 
Unless he could take down Endeavor and the others, he’d have to retreat himself. 


Nine turned back to his own fight. More and more he gave himself over to a red rage that blinded 
him, that made his hands and feet numb, that was probably fuelled as much by his grief as it was 
from the doses of Trigger he had used on himself. His powers felt stronger than ever, but his mind 
was hazy, unable to focus properly, unable to aim. 


His purple lasers and spectral dragons were hitting nothing. The hero still fighting him, Wave 
Motion, evaded them easily, with organic, simple loops that were deceptively telegraphed, but 
whenever he felt he had found the place to aim, she was elsewhere, having used her blasts of blue 
and gold energy as a screen, obscuring where she actually was. 


Everything faded away with the Trigger taking over. He felt his own face shifting, his eyes 
becoming tinted in a purple light. His vision was blurry, from tears and from droplets of rain 
getting into his eyes, and the Trigger’s side effects. His sense of smell was heightened to 
nauseating levels, his nostrils filled with sulphur, burnt asphalt and rain, the smell of rain that he 
had once found calming, he now found repulsive. 


His limbs were getting numb, but his face itched. He tried scratching, but the mask got in the way, 
and it kept him supplied with enough oxygen and painkillers to go on, so he didn’t remove it. 
Instead, he scratched at his forehead, at his neck, at his ears. 


And all the while he was on the receiving end of Wave Motion’s attacks. Spirals of pure kinetic 
energy, Nine didn’t have the presence of mind to fully explain how they worked. Longer, wider 
spirals she used creatively, having them loop around, taking him down a couple of times, but 
exposing herself to his counterattack, which meant she had almost been caught in his clumsy 
spectral dragon lunges a couple of times. 


But when the spirals had a shorter, tighter radius, they travelled in a fast straight line, and they 
packed a massive punch. These are the ones she was using against my shield, and with Endeavor 
she almost took it down... Without the need to stay in a single place, Wave Motion had unleashed 
her mobility, becoming a very annoying, very fast foe. 


She’d fly to one spot, attack, evade the counter, attack again, move again, then repeat, over and 
over, using the three dimensional space of the battlefield to her advantage. She was clever, a decent 
enough strategist, able to place her attacks efficiently and keep herself out of harm's way, but it was 
clear that she did not commit her full strength to any of her moves. She hit hard with each, yes, but 
nothing like the power she had used against the shield... What is she trying to make me do? Is she 
buying time? If you want to kill me, hero, do it NOW! Take this seriously! 


The Trigger had been administered into his veins right as he had lost control over Kiruka’s death. It 
had been the only way to make sure the second storm would not make him collapse but now...now 
he felt that he could call upon a third storm one instant, and that he would die in seconds the next. 
The drugs were a bad idea. But I can’t go back. There is nothing to go back to, no home, no goals 
anymore, no Kiruka. No escape. 


Nine roared and called upon all of his powers, at the same time, trying his best to coordinate them 
for an attack that would finally score a hit and kill the hero, swat her out of the sky like one did an 
annoying fly. A barrage of lasers and a spectral dragon to open, while he used a shield to propel 
himself forward, and then another to contain the beginnings of a storm; a ball of air pressure, water 
and static electricity. He would use a spectral dragon to carry the shielded storm in it’s mouth, get 
close enough to the girl, and then release. 


If the dragon carried it close enough, the girl would be obliterated. Lightning, the compressed air of 
a mile wide storm, an explosion of water vapour in her face, and the dragon biting anything that 
remained. First you, then Endeavor, then Hawks, then myself. 


Hawks...where was Hawks? Was he having a difficult time navigating the storms? They were 
compact and dense, packing the power of typhoons that could ravage cities within a city block, and 
one was on top of the other, the eyes of each storm offset only by a dozen meters, creating a figure 
8 in the conjoined centre of the two storms. But the best part, was that they were flowing on 
opposite sides. 


The first one he had called spun clockwise, the second, counterclockwise. In a natural storm, the 
Coriolis effect would determine the spin; Nine could decide the spin by will. And the two were 
spinning into each other, taking buildings appart now by air pressure alone. Shibuya will be very, 


very flat tonight. And the tunnels...Have they flooded already? Have those civilians with Crust 
drowned yet? 


If he still wanted to fulfill his mission for All for One, he would have tried to get Crust. He was in 
the top ten, so it was good enough for the objective...but he no longer cared in the slightest. First 
Wave Motion, then Endeavor, then Hawks, then myself. 


He already knew how he’d do it. Take off the mask, Bring the biggest storm he had ever brought to 
life, be destroyed by it. He had once done the math, with Kiruka, and the storm would rival a 
natural typhoon in size, but its destructive potential would be many orders of magnitude larger. It 
would destroy Tokyo entirely, flood cities from it to Okinawa, burn the countryside with thunder 
and lightning. The mountains could stop it spreading uphill, but his clouds would move around, 
expanding outside until it finally dissipated. 


He grinned under his mask, injecting yet more vials of Trigger to his bloodstream. But this time, he 
had a goal in mind, and he could see beyond the haze, see the objective at hand. Millions would 
join him to the grave, and he was glad for it. He had lost the only thing worth keeping, the only 
person who was important to him...they could all lose their lives to pay. But first you die, blue hair 
girl. 


First left the lasers, ten streams flowing from his fingertips, trying to catch Wave Motion, but she 
evaded them with a lazy spin. Nine followed her trajectory with his gaze, calculating...and a 
spectral dragon emerged from his back, shooting towards the girl quicker than a speeding train, 
getting closer and closer... 


And then she shot two blasts with her hands; a curving spiral that hit the ground where Nine stood, 
and a straight burst that caught the dragon the instant it became corporeal to bite her to death. The 
energy blast and the dragon both veered off, to the edge of the fight...and right into an ice construct 
that Geten had created, snapping the thing in two. You’ll die anyway when I use my final move, 
pretty boy. Maybe it’ll be a kinder death when Endeavor...You did it? You son of a bitch, you took 
down Endeavor? 


Nine had only a second to notice that Endeavor was slumped down on the floor, unconscious on a 
puddle of melted ice, before Wave Motion’s attack landed right at his feet, making the pavement 
underneath explode. She had finally used more of her power, maybe out of desperation, maybe as 
part of her plan, but for Nine that changed little. 


He flew through the air and landed on his right shoulder, the impact dislocating it. But he was too 
high on Trigger to feel such tiny pain...and he wouldn’t have noticed either way, with his heart torn 
from his chest as it was. 


He didn’t stop himself from yelling in pain, though. His throat was sore now, but he still had more 
to let out. His yells were incoherent, raw screaming at times, insults at others. His stream of 
consciousness had weakened, and he didn’t even think the insults fully before they left his mouth. 
Every blink he saw himself moving forward with his plan, while his heart beat faster and faster. / 
have to speed up, or heart arrhythmia will do me in before I kill everyone, he thought, but then he 
realized he had yelled it to the four winds. 


And winds they were; his storms had become unruly, wild, untamed, the instant his mind had 
started slipping. Out there, in the distance, he could tell that heroes and civilians had been caught 
by more lightning. How many have I zapped today? How many heroes? Ten? A hundred? All but 
the ones I see now? 


His eyes had started itching so badly at one point, between calling up a shield to defend against a 


blast of golden energy, and striking back with a barrage of lasers, that he had clawed into his eyes, 
digging out the HUD contacts. Now he wouldn’t know if Chimera being still meant he was dead or 
captured, he wouldn’t know if more heroes closed in on him. Last I checked, Hawks was not on the 
map at all... WHERE ARE YOU? WHERE? 


His instant of distraction cost him, and he only had a second to place a shield between himself and 
a blast of pure blue energy, catching it but being pushed backwards slightly...where a spiral of 
power hit him in the back of the head, a spiral that he had thought Wave Motion had missed. It 
rattled his brain and sent him tumbling to the ground, where he rolled over, laying down, facing the 
sky. 


The dark blue clouds let in some of the overcast sky shine through, grey within blue, speckled with 
white and yellow lightning, with white-hot flames and light blue ice battling in the distance, far to 
his left side, and leaving quickly. Geten bailed. He took down Endeavor, but the son didn’t let him 
finish the job. Always a bigger fish, pretty boy...you’ll need to try smarter next time. For me, there 
won’t be a next time...Not if this...this girl, if this girl keeps dancing away from my attacks, and 
hammering me with tricky attacks! 


The dark blue was crossed by a spiralling bolt of white gold, gleaming against the dark, arching 
down towards him. It was a nice view, a very elegant shape for the hammer blow to fall, with the 
power of a truck crashing down on him. As it fell, he saw it was a wider beam, and realized that it 
would undeniably crush him... Unless I attack now. 


A shield surged on his back, extending and folding its hexagonal panels in quick succession and an 
instant later, it catapulted him on a parabolic arc, passing right next to the blast, feeling its cool 
energy output. Such a clean power, such pure colours...I will take it. The spot I was saving for a 
healing Quirk is no longer necessary. Synthetic All for One, let’s test you out one final time. 


His muscles strengthened by Trigger, their fibers tense to the point of exploding at any given 
moment, Nine found his footing on a new shield and jumped, compressing the barrier in the last 
second. Then he repeated, again and again, jumping from shield to shield, like that old vlogger 
villain had, snarling primally. 


He saw the fear in Wave Motion’s eyes for all of a second, as he closed in on her, before she spun 
out of the way in the last second, when he reached out for her. His hand met the air and he howled 
in anger, spinning to try and cut her with his lasers, but she was not where he thought, and his 
attack hit nothing but buildings in the distance. 


He reached out with the dragon again, sweeping a wide arc around him, and he didn’t find her, 
until he looked below, towards where he was falling. It was already late, as he saw her standing on 
the ground, both arms aimed his way. The light then got in the way, getting closer in an instant. It 
smashed against him, with the Detnerat armour taking the brunt of the damage, and his face the 
rest. 


Only his passive enhancement Quirks kept his neck from snapping back and the whiplash killing 
him, and his shields turned his fall from deadly to painful. His ankle snapped in the landing, and he 
limped as he walked next, but he finally had Wave Motion on the ground, where her advantage was 
negated. A hail of lasers and a lunge of twin dragons, Nine boxed her in and advanced, a shield in 
front of him deflecting her attacks. 


Three meters away, he raised a hand, commanding the storms above to part in the area, to let him 
hear her screams of pain as he moved in closer, ripped away her Quirk and tore her to atoms with it. 
First you, then Hawks. Endeavor will drown in my storm. “ENOUGH!” he yelled, advancing 
behind his shield, calling another one behind his back to defend against her looping attacks. They 


connected and he stumbled, but he kept moving. 


Until he was close enough to punch her. Nine was not a close quarters fighter. He lacked the 
training, even the instinct to fight fist to fist. But his heart was burning, calling for blood, any 
blood. 


“You know...you remind me of All for One. Your Quirk...it is funny...but it seems like a dumbed 
down version of his! You only have some...six, seven powers stored?” Wave Motion spoke. Her 
voice was fluffy like cotton candy, and just as sweet. She sounded like an idiot, nothing like the 
cunning fighter he had been battling for the past three and a half minutes. She lowered her hands in 
surrender, and Nine stopped. Something’s off... He strengthened the shield behind, then added two 
more on the sides, and a new one up front, twice as powerful as before. 


“T would have ruled the world, you wretch!” he spat back, and he saw the hero start frowning. Her 
face was clearly too used to smiling, to laughing, and it looked wrong, unnatural. But she was very 
pissed off. “All for One promised me the healing I needed, to undo the damage my Quirks cause to 
my body...All I had to do was bring him your heads.” 


He wasn’t sure why he spoke. He had never monologued before, always fought quietly, like a 
professional. But I never lost the love of my life in the same moment. I have to let out my anger. 
“That changed. You heroes changed it all. You killed-” 


“T don’t really care, Mr. Nines!” Wave Motion said, enthusiastically, but her anger only grew when 
she spoke next, “You just confirmed one hunch I had. And All for One...He hurt someone I care 
about, very very much! He ruined his life! Manipulated him, used him, made him a villain.” 


“Wait...” Nine said, “You mean...” 


“T hate All for One. And you...you are just the same. Tenko’s revenge...I don’t know if I like it or 
hate it, it’s all up to him and his Sensei, but you...It ll be nice to stop you! I WILL STOP YOU!” 
Her blue eyes fixed on his, and Nine felt a chill down his spine. Dulled as it was, his identification 
Quirk recognized powerful people. It had acknowledged All for One, that boy at Detnerat, 
ReDestro, and even Endeavor. And now...it acknowledged her. 


He had only seen her fire her bolts of energy one or two at a time, but now her hands were a flurry, 
tracing curves and ellipses in the air, strands of energy leaving every few seconds. Nine had 
expected a frontal assault. Instead, blows rained from everywhere. Her blue eyes glowed with 
sheer power and her smile, at first dumb, was now savage. 


Pure as she was, she didn’t realize how primal her reason was. Nine understood her in that instant; 
it was revenge too. She was avenging this “Tenko”, even if she would never admit it. She felt a 
strong connection, that was for sure, a connection Nine could respect. Friendship, love...labels 
didn’t matter. If Nine let her, she would kill him, both for those he had killed, and for the 
association to All for One, and through him, to Tenko’s pain. 


So he pushed forward, even as all his shields took a beating and collapsed. He had been stupid not 
to make a single, monoithic shield, and he now paid the price, as hit after hit connected, turning his 
suit to shreds, blinding him with the pure light, mashing his bones in places, but he was close 
enough. He could still catch her, and take her power. Steal it, and end the fight. Kill one more 
person. Just...just one more. For Kiruka. 


He stumbled at the last step. His broken ankle gave way, caught in the uneven asphalt, and he fell 
to his knee. He’d need to jump with his other leg, push himself forward with a final leap...He 
would need a distraction too. So he looked up for an instant, just long enough to command the rain 


to continue again in the clouds he had parted, to close the cloud again...And he saw something in 
the distance. A smudge, barely visible in the eyes of the storm, right in the middle of the figure 8. 
In the middle of infinity, a reckless bird, or perhaps a plane high above? Or maybe...Don’t think 
more. Avenge. Take. Kill! 


He looked back at Wave Motion, planted his feet, and he jumped forward, closing the distance, 
reaching out with his hand. He saw it extend, the half-finger gloves he wore covered with his own 
blood , the undersuit he had equipped underneath his jacket, torn all to hell. His jacket sleeve was 
gone completely. 


The girl’s face showed no fear as his hand inched closer, as his fingers connected with her smooth 
face. All he needed to do now was pull... He saw her make a series of circular motions with her 
hands, bringing her arms up, one towards his face, the other towards his stomach. An uppercut and 
a gut punch, golden swirls of energy ready to impact, but she would be too slow. Too damn slow. 


He already had latched onto her Quirk. He only needed a few instants to pull it back to him. He 
focused on the Quirk, on grabbing onto the very cells, of bringing them into his body all at the 
same time. His pain was gone, his blurry vision was gone, even the loss he felt for Kiruka was 
gone, but only for an instant, as he focused... 


And was interrupted. Pain lanced through his forearm, then he was falling, behind and then in a 
smooth arc, landing many, many meters away. He hit the back of his head against the pavement, 
and when he moved, there was a slick, empty feeling on the back of his head. He tried reaching 
with his hand, but he saw only a bleeding stump. The shock paralyzed him, as he saw Hawks 
approach. Beyond, the storms had grown unruly, but Hawks had leaned in, right onto his ear. 


Nine tried raising his other arm to use his lasers, but was pinned to the ground by a feather stabbing 
into his shoulder. He tried calling the spectral dragons, the shields, anything that would give him 
half a chance against the winged hero, but he was too slow. Hawks had already reached his ear, 
“Kept you waiting, huh?” 


A large red feather flew by, and then a long, thin lightning rod appeared on his hand, a glowing 
blue battery on the end. An instant later he smashed the battery at Nine’s chest, sending the voltage 
of a lightning strike into his body. Nine was not immune to his storm’s lightning, he simply was 
never hit by it, and now only his passive resistance Quirks kept him from dying, his body 
spasming. 


“Oopsie! That might’ ve hurt! I’m not a doctor, though, so I’m not sure if it hurt...Can you feel your 
body? Move it?” Nine heard his words fading, muffled, as his resistance couldn't keep up with the 
voltage and he passed out. 


When he opened his eyes, time had passed. His clouds had already parted, as he knew they would 
without direct control. 


Hawks was still nearby, and just beyond his vision, there was a lot of movement. He heard sirens, 
and looked around to see ambulances and a single armoured SWAT van, flanked by a dozen 
transports, where Chimera’s body was being loaded onto, watched over by a boy in a torn white 
tunic and purple tactical gear, his entire body mutated strangely, his power strong even from a 
distance. Suneater? 


A helicopter was hovering nearby, with cops in black tactical gear rappelling from the side doors. 
All the vehicles were matte black, had a logo he couldn’t quite place, and the letters “HPSC” in 
white. 


Nine tried getting up, and he simply couldn’t. He tried talking, but he found his mouth too dry to 
try. Damn you, Hawks. You fucking bastard... 


He had been tazed with enough electricity to stun a god, and he still felt the effects of it, his every 
muscle in shock. He would not be getting up without a massive effort...and “Okay! Niney-man 
woke up! Look up if you still want me to kill you, look down if you want me to explain 
everything...” Nine just pierced the man with his gaze. He was covered in cuts and blood stains, 
and his leather jacket was cut to ribbons. And when he walked, his discomfort was obvious. At 
least...at least you put up a good fight, Kiruka. Fuck...!’'m sorry. Oh, Kiruka... “Vl take that as a 
“Yes, Hawks, talk me through this wonderful plan of yours!” I promise you, it is a very fun tale.” 


It was the furthest thing on Nine’s mind to listen to the man talking. He focused on relaxing his 
body, while Hawks applied a tourniquet to his severed forearm. J lost far worse today, than an 
arm. Above, as his body relaxed, the clouds started calming too, starting to spread and bring rain to 
the rest of Tokyo. He could now hear people talking without yelling, and the sky lit up 
considerably. 


Moments later, the two young heroes he had seen briefly supporting Endeavor appeared. Black 
hair, and white-and-red...the son and a friend? A girlfriend? Then Wave Motion, then a dozen 
other pros. He saw Crust directing everyone behind Hawks, while the young heroes kept the 
privacy between villain and winged hero. There was no sign of body bags for Mummy or Kiruka. 
Hawks approached him again, sitting down next to him with a sigh of relief. He gave Nine a pat on 
the head, exactly where he had smashed his skull open with his fall, and gave a laugh. Nine almost 
passed out from the pain. 


“T took your girl’s earpiece back in the building. That one, over there.” Nine followed Hawks’ 
finger to a large office building where some heroes and police were placing a ladder to climb to an 
upper floor, even though half of the building’s face was now missing. 


Next to them, Endeavor limped along, stopping to stand close to Hawks, leaning on his son. 
Shouto, wasn’t it? I remember now... Some feeling started to return to Nine’s fingers, but he had to 
stop himself from crying when he realized it was phantom pain from his missing hand. 
“Hawks...you took your fucking time!” 


“It’s difficult flying into a storm where lightning also shoots upwards , Endeavor!” Hawks 
answered, cheerfully. When his gaze returned to Nine, it was cold again, his smile not reaching his 
eyes. “First off, though, I had Philosopher make the lightning rods. They helped avoid more heroes 
getting zapped to death, and each of them held enough charge for...well, you saw.” 


He shrugged, “About Slice...1’d like to tell you it wasn’t personal. That I am just a hero doing my 
duty. But I'd be lying!” Hawks gave a short laugh that chilled Nine to the bone, “She crossed the 
line, I met her there. Ever heard of psychological warfare?” 


Nine nodded, noticing he could now completely control his neck again. Good...I can still...I can 
still die on my own terms. He craned it further to see that the heroes in Kiruka’s building were 
carrying someone on a stretcher, and moving in their direction. A civilian, most likely. They 
wouldn’t waste a stretcher for a corpse...wait. 


“In basic terms, it means fucking with your enemies’ minds. Makes them sloppy, angry. Prone to 
mistakes. I fucked with her mind first, then yours. I broke you, Nine. I had already defeated you, 
back at that boat. Today? Today I broke you completely. Remember that. I had more than your life 
in my hands, I had your heart, I had your fucking mind .” Hawks smiled, and signalled for the 
stretcher to approach. 


Nine recognized the heroes vaguely; they were all from the Endeavor Agency, the one with the 
bandages and the girl with the flaming hair, and with them stood a few others, a rearguard of sorts. 
Nine noticed that, beyond those heroes, a cordon of police officers had formed, closing behind the 
stretcher. Their vests, just like the vehicles, read “HPSC’, and for a moment, Nine couldn’t place 
the acronym, couldn’t identify the heavily armed cops who now hid him from the eyes of the world 
and the heroes beyond. 


“Hawks, you bastard...you killed Kiruka, I...” 


Hawks started laughing out loud. The stretcher was lowered, right where Nine could see. His heart 
broke again, and his eyes welled with tears, and the moment he met her eyes, he started sobbing 
openly. Kiruka...Kiruka is alive! SHE IS ALIVE! 


His relief finally pushed all stress away. The clouds vanished for good. Sure, he had been crippled. 
Sure, he had lost one battle. But there was one more chance to be free. One more chance to die on 
his own terms. He blinked away the tears, and he flexed his fingers, and Hawks didn’t seem to 
notice it. Good. His eyes met Kiruka’s again, held her gaze for a long, eternal yet ephemeral, 
moment. 


He told her everything with that gaze. How much he loved her, how much he had suffered with her 
death. How he felt at peace now, knowing they both lived, even if it would not be for long. How 
they had one last chance to strike, and kill Hawks and Endeavor. With surprise on their side and 
violence of action, they would use the police forces as a human shield and escape in the SWAT van 
nearby. I can drive well enough with my left hand...I think. 


She nodded. Her face was covered in bruises and crusted over blood, and her left ear was 
completely gone, with a chunk of her face. Her hair, her pride and weapon, had been rudely shorn 
off, no doubt by Hawks’ knife feathers. She was pale in the spots where black and purple bruises 
were not to be found, and when she smiled, it was but a weak imitation of her usual smile, the one 
with an empress’ confidence and power. 


But she was still the most beautiful woman in the world. The most worthy, the strongest, the 
bravest, the most loyal and determined. 


“T win, Nine. You may have killed hundreds, but it wasn’t thousands. I beat you, and I did it 
without killing you . Neat, isn’t it? Nine, I have to give you some credit; unchecked, you could have 
been the next All for One. I don’t say that to stroke your ego, you are a danger. Today showed that, 
but that all stops right here. I’'d have used gentler methods if your gal here had not made it all 
personal.” Hawks talked, and talked, lording over Nine. Smug bastard, you think you won? 


Beyond Hawks and Endeavor, he saw Wave Motion run to the arms of Suneater and another he 
vaguely recognized as Lemillion, and it seemed like the three started to sob. They disappeared 
behind the curtain of HPSC troopers in riot gear, and were quickly followed by Shouto and the 
other hero his age, Philosopher. 


Soon only Hawks and Endeavor remained, as even Endeavor’s people started backing up. They 
were giving the number | and number 2 some privacy, but what for? Perhaps they wanted to gloat 
some more, perhaps they would execute them there...Nine wouldn’t give them the choice. 


His eyes met Kiruka again, and she moved her lips in response. Nine didn’t need to hear her words, 
as he knew them by heart; “To the end, Kyuso.” 


Nine called upon a spectral dragon, launching himself off the ground, pushing harder than Hawks’ 
feather could push; the blade travelled cleanly across his shoulder, bringing him immense pain, but 


he didn’t need his full arm to aim and fire a laser at Kiruka’s restraints to burn them, or to aim at 
Hawks himself, while Kiruka rose and leapt at Endeavor, angling her head to behead him with the 
short hair she still had... 


Nine didn’t see how it ended. Not for him. He only saw a feather fly casually from Hawks’ wings 
and stab Kiruka through the heart, before she could kill Endeavor. His heart only had a second to 
break, to grieve, to feel pain again, but it was soon extinguished. 


He felt...empty. Warm. Too warm. His chest could feel fire, and wind, and void. So, this is what 
would have happened if his Flashfire Fist had not met my shield before? It...it hurts? No...it 
Just...smells. Burnt flesh, organs, bones...My spine...I lost my nerves too? My brain...It’s over. His 
vision went dark, a vanishing image of heroes with wide, desperate eyes. 


Freedom 


It was difficult to move forward. Both his feet were broken, and his legs were covered in cuts and 
scrapes, the shrapnel of All for One’s helmet stuck in one of his thighs, digging deeper every meter 
he crawled forward, having hit him a second after Bakugou had used his biggest explosion, until he 
finally paused to remove it ten meters later. But he had to keep going, to move closer. 


Shigaraki had to crawl on his elbows, the sharp stones underneath cutting his prison fatigues to 
ribbons. He shifted to his forearms, and bit his lip to avoid screaming. He had knee pads, but his 
movements were awkward, putting his thighs and calves in contact with the floor and scraping by. 


The battlefield was all jagged stone, metal and glass, all along the crater that AFO had created with 
his “graviton beam emitter’. Shigaraki had remembered when Sensei had told him about his fight, 
how he and All Might had decimated an island, and now that a single attack had levelled a crater 
large enough for a legendary boss battle, he believed it. 


While the ground was brown and grey and red with blood and fire, above them was the most 
beautiful sky Shigaraki had ever seen. The blue was rich and the pure white clouds seemed almost 
inviting. If he could fly one day, he’d like to get lost amidst those clouds, only listening to the 
winds and the calls of birds. 


But he couldn’t fly. He couldn’t even walk straight, not with his broken feet. All he could do was 
crawl like a worm, a little bit further every time, not stopping, not letting the pain hold him back. 


He was almost at the finish line. Almost at the fucking credits scene. One final effort and I'll see 
everyone’s names, hear every song in the soundtrack...This is the end. Freedom, life, death...None 
of it matters now. Just moving forward. Right arm, left arm, legs. Right arm, left arm, legs... 


Bakugou fought first, using everything he had, just like he had said he would. Shigaraki was 
honestly impressed, and for once wished to cut his old self some slack; Bakugou would have made 
a good fighter for the League, even if his personality was absolute garbage. Those blasts had left 
Shigaraki deaf for the longest time, and had even burned his corneas with his eyes closed, but it 
had not stopped him from crawling forward. 


Izuku had joined, at some point, while Shigaraki had been looking at the ground, struggling to raise 
his arms and move forward, too caught up with his own pain to fully understand the fight in front 
of him. All he could tell was that Sensei had reached the ground, and that he had to hurry up. 


The blood loss was not happening fast for Shigaraki. Every cut seemed shallow, and more and 
more he felt numb, desensitized. He crawled faster, knowing that he was in pain but also feeling 
detached from it. Maybe I’m dying? All I feel is this...this itch. I can still feel my anger but it’s...far. 
Far away. I need something more. I need a reason, or my body won’t keep going. Think, Tenko, 
think...Why? Why are you doing this? 


Freedom. Rest. A sip of water. A kind word from Izuku. To talk with All Might again, and see who 
he truly was. To learn about his family, about his grandmother. To exchange insults with Bakugou 
again, maybe to even respect each other one day. And his friends...it didn’t matter if they were all 
in prison, if Toga was somewhere out there, out of their reach. He would see them all again; 
Spinner, Dabi, Toga, Twice...He would speak with Kurogiri. Tell him how grateful he was for 
everything, how he had been the father he had needed, and had never appreciated properly. 


Talk with Nejire again, about anything and everything, to feel like a human being, to feel normal 


for just an instant. Maybe to even, in the long run, let himself have feelings stronger than simple 
friendship. 


For himself. For the boy he had been, for the man he could still be. This is beyond anger, beyond 
revenge. Right arm, left arm, legs...quicker, faster! It’s a fucking quick time event! ARMS! LEGS! 
ARMS! LEGS! 


And he saw that the fight had stopped. One second he had heard explosions and punches and yells, 
and the next, silence. All for One had spoken, then, but Shigaraki could not figure out his words. 
Izuku answered back, and for a long, long time, they talked. And Shigaraki crawled. 


His muscles were in agony, his skin had never felt worse, and the numbness that had allowed him a 
bit more speed, had left him, leaving behind only pain. He told himself that he had known worse 
sensations, that he had endured more pain before, that he had survived it all. He told himself that 
battles and injuries had made him suffer before, and he had pushed through, with nothing but anger 
carrying him. And now I have so much more than that. So much to fight for, so much to DIE for. So 
much to kill for, to kill a single monster. Arms...Legs...Forward, forward, forward! 


As he dragged himself inch by inch, he started to hear Izuku and All for One more clearly. 
Alarmingly, he saw that Bakugou was held by his neck, clearly held hostage, the one thing that 
would stop Izuku from attacking. Or the only thing available in this continent. Unless you 
somehow brought Himiko Toga over the ocean, or all of Izuku’s friends and family, unless you 
brought All Might, that is your only move. You’re looking worse for wear, Sensei...Almost dead, 
almost beaten. I’m less than ten meters away now, you’re as good as DEAD! Move, Tenko 
Shimura, move! 


Izuku and All for One talked, back and forth. Izuku’s voice was guarded, skeptical, analytic. He 
did not trust All for One, and he made that clear, but he was being smart about it. He was stalling 
for time, giving Shigaraki his chance. Their eyes met, emerald and crimson, and Shigaraki knew 
that Izuku would do whatever it took. He had even more to lose, and he was willing to gamble 
everything. It would have to be enough. 


At the rate he was going, it would take two minutes to reach All for One, wrap his hands around 
his feet and, when he fell, attack his heart. This time he would not fail, this time he would win. This 
time he would destroy the true source of evil. He crawled forward, being careful where he placed 
his elbows, not slowing down as a blade of glassed ground cut into his right knee. 


“You have had the time to ask, and I have answered. I have been honest with you, Izuku. It is now 
your time to decide. Take my power, or die.” Hold a fucking moment. “Take my power”, he 
says... How? Can that even...Can he transfer his power just like One for All? Yes, that makes 
sense...that is why he rejected me. I was too weak to wield it. But Izuku...is he strong enough? He’s 
physically stronger than me, that’s a given, and mentally...OF course he is. I'm a fucking wreck, 
always have been, caught between the anger and destruction and decay, and the need to escape it, 
to find a haven in my games, in daydreams, in delusions of living in the coutryside. 


Shigaraki hurried up, ignoring the pain, focusing on thinking and crawling quickly. J wanted to 
destroy them all, destroy the society that had turned its back on me. So I released him, and he 
unlocked my memories, probably by accident. It unbalanced me, left me a crying mass, added fuel 
to the fire, ammunition to the conflict. I suddenly knew the truth, that my burning anger wasn’t just 
directed in the general direction of all of Sensei’s enemies, but at him too. And a second later, I got 
saved, didn’t I? Nejire saved me from being your collateral damage, All for One. She proved 
everything you taught me was wrong! EVERYTHING WAS WRONG! 


He was closer, much, much closer now, so close that he could hear Bakugou try to shout, his voice 


hoarse, almost silenced by All for One tightening his hand around his throat. Sensei towered above 
the two teenagers, but his sheer presence was much, much larger than his own size, even when so 
close to death. “Deku you can’t!” 


Izuku didn’t respond for a long, agonizing moment. For a moment, Shigaraki thought he would 
hear him accept. He’s smart, driven. He has every reason, if he chooses to accept. It would end the 
fight, waste no more lives. He’d gain great power, even. With it he could be more of a hero than All 
Might...or more of a villain than All for One. What is your call, Izuku? 


Shigaraki’s curiosity numbed his pain for a moment, his every sense focused on hearing Izuku’s 
response. What’ll it be? Deku, the saviour of humanity, Earth’s mightiest hero? Izuku, the 
emperor, dictator in perpetuum? Will you kill me, if you accept? Would All for One have enough 
life left in him to kill me, instead? But Izuku still did not answer. He just stepped forward, his 
footstep almost echoing against Shigaraki’s eardrums, and Bakugou spoke again. “Take all those 
stolen Quirks, become a villain? Don’t do it, Deku, you’ re better than this!” 


Shigaraki tried to yell too, but his words became a yelp of pain, as agony lanced up from his 
forearm and right to his spine, when he scraped against another shard of lechatelierite, the fused 
glass of All for One’s attack upon the mountain valley. He bit on his lip to silence himself, so hard 
that he drew blood. 


The pain being somewhere new distracted his brain, long enough for him to rest for a moment and 
wipe the blood and grime off his arms, as best he could. Just a final push...If Izuku has not yet 
taken the power, he is giving me the time for it. I have to trust...fuck me, it’s hard to do it. But 
what’s the worst that could happen? Dying? I’m ready for it, let’s go. 


“T.... will do what I have to, Kacchan. To win. Win and save, remember?” Izuku finally spoke, in a 
hushed tone that Shigaraki had to strain and hear over the sound of his raised heartbeat, hammering 
away quicker with each passing moment, pumping blood for one final push. Do or die. Crawl or 
die. Kill or die. Just like you said, plumber, here we go! 


“Do what you have to, Deku. Go beyond.” Bakugou answered, with a calm resignation that was 
probably accompanied by a sad smile. Shigaraki couldn’t see him, but once more, Bakugou had 
shown a different side of himself, challenged the view Shigaraki had of him, changed his mind. /f/ 
survive, I owe you more than an apology. You probably won’t be interested in anything I could say, 
but...Yes, you are like Tomura Shigaraki, as he used to be. All the bad parts are still there. But for 
the good, I’m sorry about everything. 


“Plus Ultra.” The time for crawling on his elbows and knees was up. The time for biting down his 
pain and anger and despair was over. There was only one thing left to do; attack. 


Shigaraki sped up, no longer caring about getting his hands out of the way, digging little trenches 
with every swipe of his arms as his fingers scraped the glass. As long as I don’t cut off my fingers, I 
win. As long as All for One is on the floor, I win. I win, I win, I WIN! The palms of his hands felt 
the brunt of the damage, but he was almost there. A few more meters... 


“DETROIT SMASH!” A glove flew right in front of him, and in his haste Shigaraki almost turned 
it to dust, but instead he picked it up and stuffed it into his combat vest. Jzuku, don’t just drop your 
shit on the floor like a final boss’ loot drop, you idiot. I'll keep this for you. 


He had missed the punch, but he felt the shockwave, he heard the echo booming against the closest 
stone pillars still standing, so far away now. He heard the struggle, the screams, a few explosions. 
The air whooshing as All for One was grappled off his feet, something Shigaraki knew Izuku 
couldn’t accomplish with his own power, not unless he was pushing to unsafe levels. Toga will kill 


us both if you lose your arms, don’t you...don’t you dare. 


Shigaraki focused all he had on moving forward. All for One was down, that was all that mattered. 
Izuku and Bakugou were putting their lives in the line, giving him his chance. All for One tried to 
get back up, attempting a number of counters, or guards, of all sorts of dirty tricks, but, for the first 
time, Shigaraki saw that the supervillain was out of his depth. Maybe he had trained judo a century 
ago, but his ego was now in the way of remembering any corrections to his technique. 


The heroes were managing to keep him down. Two meters, then one, then half... They yelled and 
cried out in agony, filling the air with the sounds of bones shattering and battlecries. More and 
more Izuku was improvising, his techniques repeating, All for One starting to react to them a little 
better. Bakugou lost strength as the fight went on, holding on through sheer force of will. 


Then Izuku changed his angle of attack, capturing All for One’s neck between his legs. The leg 
lock seemed unassailable, even as AFO clawed desperately, and even stopped moving his own 
legs. Vertebrae popped audibly, and for a couple of seconds, even his arms stopped moving. His 
healing factor is overwhelmed by keeping his spine connected, his brain working...Move, Tenko 
Shimura, one foot more! 


“SMASH!!!!” Deku yelled, his voice vibrating, amplified in his throat by the Full Cowling running 
all over his vocal cords. The sheer strength of One for All held Shigaraki back for an instant, 
almost filling the air with static, that he figured out an instant later was simply the vibrations of 
Izuku’s muscles. Though his gear was taking a beating, most of it was still on, straining against the 
bulging muscles. 


The boy was clearly going past his limits. Even if his bones had not exploded to pieces yet, his 
muscles would be black like an injured powerlifter’s chest, and his joints might still sustain 
grievous damage. And the power itself, the way it altered the environment, the way every punch 
made a shockwave, it reminded Shigaraki too much of being close to the receiving end of All 
Might’s attacks. You really are his successor, Izuku. “I WILL END YOU, ALL FOR ONE! Your 
reign of terror stops, because WE ARE HERE!” 


All for One was not holding well against Izuku’s onslaught. He had almost stopped struggling, his 
legs limp and arms clawing only weakly, upwards. His face, already a mass of ugly scar tissue, was 
further destroyed by the hero; his jaw was dislocated, a gaping hole letting the cool mountain 
breeze reach his throat pipe with ease. If Izuku reached in and tore out his spine, maybe he could 
end the fight, even with less power than All Might. 


All for One laughed, Shigaraki knew. Even without a jaw, even without teeth to grin with, he was 
laughing. He thought he was winning, he thought all he had to do was let Izuku tire himself out; the 
two were exhausted, and saving his strength for a minute longer would make the difference. 


But the strain on Izuku’s face spoke of sacrifice, of having made the choice of breaking his body to 
end All for One, of being the last bearer of his line, of breaking the hearts of everyone he loved, for 
the greater good. Or perhaps to avenge One for All and the seven other predecessors. He was 
crying; he had made his decision, but he knew everything it would cost. 


It didn’t have to cost him. It was Tenko’s revenge, after all. “It’s game over for you, Sensei.” No, 
not just revenge. Duty, for Izuku and Bakugou here with me, for the two Dragon Twins. For Japan. 
For every innocent person I would have killed, and that now will be safe. For everyone you 
threaten. It’s not just revenge, it’s justice . His body was covered in cuts, pierced through in hands 
and feet, in agony, but his mind was in peace. He placed one hand on All for One’s chest, the 
synthetic weave of his suit jacket dissolving when his five fingertips connected. 


He placed his second hand and tried sitting down beside the man, beside his Sensei. All for One 
had finally noticed, and his regeneration had kicked into overdrive, trying to resist Tenko’s hands. 
Tenko. Yes, that is who Iam. Maybe tomorrow it will be difficult to accept. Maybe it will be so 
forever. But for now, for this instant. I AM Tenko Shimura, and I am free! “Goodbye, All for One.” 


All for One tried to reach out for him, his hands darting towards Tenko with the last of his strength, 
but Izuku shifted his legs, kicking the arms under his feet and wrapping his legs around the 
supervillain’s shoulders. It left his neck free, and Tenko saw it get twisted back in place, the mouth 
return to its place. Izuku had stopped punching, and he was breathing quick, ragged breaths. 


AFO spoke, his voice soft, almost apologetic, ““Tomura Shigaraki...you were a failure. My failure. I 
couldn’t make you be the perfect vengeance. My “successor”...oh no, boy, no. The instant you 
inherited my Quirk, you would have found my ghost, alive inside All for One. That...that is why I 
used it as my name for so long, after everyone forgot the one I was born with. I would have 
possessed you, made your body mine, seen the world using your eyes. The perfect vengeance 
against Nana Shimura, isn’t it?” 


He laughed, a croaking sound as his chest muscles were finally eroded and gave way to his ribs 
and sternum. “I gave her that choice, you know? To rule beside me. When we fought the first time, 
when we both saw the truth. You would have been my true grandson, my true heir. No. I made you 
who you are now because she turned against me, like my brother before her. Picked a good boy, 
pure, with dreams of heroism, and turned him to a killer, a murderer, a monster beyond 
redemption. How many people have you killed, Tomura. Six, seven? More, less? You see their 
faces, you hear their screams. You see your father die in two different ways, both by your hand!” 


“Turning me to a monster based on decades old grudges...I already knew that.” Tenko said, his 
hands moving closer, fingertips reaching the lungs and stopping for an instant, just to give All for 
One a few last words, that he did not deserve. 


“Nana Shimura’s vestige is in Izuku. She is cursed to live there, a soul shard, a fragment, unable to 
take over like I could. Like I would do before her eyes. My final corruption of her blood would 
make her look at her last descendant lose his free will utterly, completely, be turned into a 
passenger in his own body, his psyche eventually banished to oblivion. That was all you were 
meant to be, all you could look forward to! Worthless, useless, a mere vessel . You were never 
meant to be the lord of the underworld, Tomura, you were only meant to take my soul!” 


He laughed, again and again, laughing until his lungs were turned to dust and he couldn’t even 
wheeze. “Die quietly, old man. I don’t care about your plans, your opinions....All you did to me 
ends now. All you ever accomplished is crumbling down around you, like your chest, like your 
lungs. It’s all fighting me, I feel it, the cells trying to keep up with my Decay. You gave me this 
Quirk, you gave me the only thing that could kill you today! This is not just for me!” 


Tenko felt all of his “hands”, the family he had lost, the family he had believed he had killed. Their 
touch was ghostly, almost imperceptible, but it was there, a bit different, comforting instead of 
unsettling. His grandparents holding his arms, with his sister Hana. His mother. 


All of them dead, murdered coldly by a team of killers that All Might had taken out in his rampage 
to reach All for One seven years prior. His family was with him, reaching out to touch him. Maybe 
it was the exhaustion making him hallucinate, maybe it really was their spirits. 


He felt a hand ruffling his hair, in a way that nobody had done in life, but which he immediately 
knew was Nana Shimura, that rough, honest, warm touch comforting him, telling him he still had a 
ways to grow, a future, that he was just beginning his journey. His eyes met Izuku’s and, through 
tears, he saw him nod, approvingly. She is with me. 


And he felt a hand on his face. It was not the oppressive hand he wore, dried up and gray, that 
comforted him by hiding the world; it was a hand that cupped his cheek, that stole his nose in 
infant games, that raised his chin to look up and tell him he was proud. “You...[ could never 
forgive anything you did to me. It was all wrong, all evil. But you changed my memories of my 
dad. Destroyed everything he stood for, perverted his legacy. I killed him, and that...that’s why I 
can kill you!” 


All for One’s body shuddered, the lungs regenerating around Tenko’s arms, unable to hold any 
oxygen. The ribs couldn’t form properly without oxygen reaching the brain. It was not enough to 
kill him, but it was a start, and it had rendered him helpless. Tenko drove his hands to the middle of 
AFO’s chest, having them meet at the heart. 


He felt AFO’s gaze on him for an instant, and visions of pain, of death, of torture and agony and 
despair all flooded his mind. He saw Izuku and Bakugou become enemies in an instant and rip 
each other to shreds. He saw them turn on him, quickly killing him with brutality that made their 
actions in the rest of the fight appear subdued. He saw a nuclear sunrise from his window at 
Abbadon prison, he saw the end of Japan in hellfire. 


He saw All Might tortured to death, and he saw himself fighting Nejire, who couldn’t understand 

why he fought, where every new power had come from, why he acted differently. He saw himself 
leading the apocalypse, a burnt hand over his face, and he saw that it was what All for One would 
have used his body for, one day. 


But the hands pressed against him again, their touch more real than the visions. He knew it was 
only a phantom pain, the neurons in his brain remembering the old stimuli, pathways in his brain 
flaring up one last time before fading to nothingness...but perhaps there was something more, and 
he felt peace again. For the first time in seventeen years, he felt true peace. The visions stopped, 
and his fingers clasped over the damaged, scarred-over heart. The heart that grandma and All 
Might damaged, I now destroy. Thank you for this chance, everyone. 


All for One bled from every orifice, as his heart was turned to dust, as Tenko moved his hands and 
reached for the spine. The Decay spread through the nerves, quicker, quicker, quicker than Tenko 
had ever decayed anything, anyone. The two heroes leapt away, with the last of their strength, 
crawling towards each other. Bakugou’s condition looked grim, and Izuku was beyond exhausted. 


All for One somehow managed to look up again and look Tenko in the eye, or he would have, if 
he’d had eyes still. His smile was gone, his arrogance and superiority were gone. He was human, 
he was powerless, he was an instant away from death, and terrified of it. 


Tenko felt the hands of his family softly let go, one by one, as All for One’s limbs crumbled to 
dust. First his grandparents, then Hana, then his mom and dad. Finally, all he had was grandmother 
Nana, and he felt his head take the soft, gentle impact of a pat. Goodbye, Nana Shimura. Goodbye, 
everyone. Goodbye, All for One. “Tam free.” he said, as the wind washed everything away, and the 
dust that had once been the world’s most dangerous man floated on the breeze. 


Within minutes, all the remains of a man called All for One would be in the air, specks of dirty 
dust that Tenko hoped would end up in some Beijing sewer or something. He looked to his two 
companions, saw them stumble and fall, but he knew they would be alright. For now, he was tired, 
and he needed to breathe...He collapsed, his eyes overwhelmed by the beauty of the morning sky, 
blue with perfect white clouds, a single plane in the sky. 


He was too tired to think about what it could mean, to ask questions. He collapsed as softly as he 
could, holding his hands away from the ground. He wasn’t going to pass out, he thought, but he 
needed a second to rest, to catch his breath. He imagined a different world, where he wouldn’t have 


needed to battle to the death to get his life back, but he shook his head, knowing he would not have 
appreciated it half as much as he now could. Tenko laughed, and repeated, “I am free.” 


Victory? 


It was over. All for One was dead, turned to ashes. Katsuki wanted to smile, he wanted to say some 
badass one-liner, he wanted to shake a fist in victory. But he couldn’t. He was bleeding out slowly, 
far too slowly...had his hero suit sleeves helped slow down the bleeding? He couldn’t check, 
everything hurt. 


His bones were all wrong . Dislocated, shattered, some even snapped and slashing through his skin. 
He was too high on adrenaline to feel all the pain, too high on victory. It’s not even mine alone, and 
I’m happy... 


At some point he had not been able to hold down AFO, had been thrown away and rolled over a 
meter or so, the glassed battlefield pinching his skin and cutting at his clothes, and he had not been 
able to do anything more than stare at the end of it; Deku going apeshit and punching with 
dangerous levels of Full Cowling, Shigaraki having crawled over, and finally killing All for One 
with his Quirk, Decay. 


It reminded Katsuki of the nightmares he’d had after being the League of Villains’ captive. Of 
course there had been some fear for every single one of the League’s threats; Dabi saying he’d 
burn, Twice floating the idea of cloning him and convincing the clone to join instead, Spinner 
saying he’d lay eggs on him and they’d hatch and bite him...So far as he knew, all of those had 
been empty threats. 


But Toga had casually stated that, if he didn’t join, and if Shigaraki let her, she’d spend a full 
month skinning his hands, finger by finger. She’d said she had no interest in his blood, only in 
making him suffer for what he had done to Deku...if he didn’t join. And yet, Shigaraki’s threats 
had hit hardest. 


To be Decayed would mean there would be no body to find. His parents would never stop 
searching for him, the police would never know for sure that he was dead. He’d be erased without 
a trace, turned to a fine grey dust that was scattered all too easily into the wind. It was the perfect 
Quirk for a villain, for the worst that society had created. And now I owe it my life? I hate that 
but...it’s still a victory. 


For a moment, as he lay there and watched Shigaraki collapse, a peaceful smile on his lips, Katsuki 
considered every way he had been wrong. About Shigaraki, about All for One, about Deku, about 
himself. About his parents, about Uraraka, about Eijirou. So fucking wrong about so many things. 
But right now I just feel...tired. Cold. Why are my hands so cold? My gloves should make them 
warm and toasty, let me use my Quirk easy but I can barely feel my fingertips...Am I dying? Fuck, I 
can’t be dying... 


He fought back against the idea of dying, trying to rationalize everything he felt. Feeling regrets on 
my last breath? Fuck no, it’s just low blood sugar, eating something will fix it and I'll go back to 
being an asshole with most people. My hands being cold? WE’RE ON A FUCKING MOUNTAIN! 
Hell, maybe one of my gloves is...no, they’re still there. They look like shit, but still there, with 
Hatsume’s weapons...Shit, Katsuki, think...will she make more for me if I bribe her with Deku’s 
childhood pictures? She’s insane so who knows... 


Katsuki tried rolling, using his back and ab muscles to try and worm his way into a position where 
he could at least look around, even if he couldn’t muster the energy to talk or move his limbs. He 
clenched his muscles, moved a tiny bit, then felt a wave of exhaustion and pain hit him hard, so 
hard he saw flashing lights, and for a moment he couldn’t see a thing, and the distant echoes of All 


for One’s graviton beam attack stopped, along with Deku and Shigaraki’s labored breathing. 


Blind, deaf, powerless...he was scared. For a moment he imagined that it was all his final moments 
would be; fear. That somehow All for One had hit him with some Quirk and he was losing every 
one of his senses...Or perhaps it was death. He couldn’t feel himself breathe, an instant later, and 
when he even stopped feeling the pain, not even his full blown panic could stir his mind away from 
feeling so numb... No...1 can’t fucking die, not now, not like this... 


There was a buzzing sound, his ears ringing. The pain returned, and he could feel his ragged lungs 
hurting as he took a deep breath. The sky was above, way too bright for his eyes, and it took him 
several instants of blinking to see how blue it was, how puffy the clouds were. I’ve not watched the 
Sky like this since kindergarten or something. Fuck, it’s so bright... 


“Hold on, Kacchan...”” Deku’s voice sounded far too loud in Katsuki’s ears, and he turned his head 
to find that he had crawled over to his side and was trying to open one of the hardened pouches on 
his belt with clumsy fingers. Not broken fingers but...your hands, Deku. Your fucking hands, you 
idiot...Did you go that far to save us? To win? Finally he opened the pouch and laid down the 
contents between them, breathing raspily, coughing every few breaths. 


He was covered in bruises and, by the way he moved, Deku was clearly in pain himself. At least 
this time you’re not the idiot with the broken bones...If you are, I'll kick your fucking ass... Deku 
rummaged along the objects that Katsuki couldn’t quite see, muttering to himself, “Come on...?'m 
O type...this will work. It has to.” 


Katsuki felt a big needle stick into his arm, crudely finding the vein. You’re the shittiest nurse I’ve 
ever seen, Deku, this hurts like a bitch! A second later, he started to feel a push in his vein, and 
Deku breathing heavily, clearly hurt himself from his bullshit injection abilities. But the blood was 
flowing steadily, and, to keep the blood pumping, Deku moved around him, placing gauze pads 
and tourniquets where he could, applying disinfectants and styptics. 


It all hurt like hell, and Katsuki found that, even if he couldn’t talk or yell of his own volition, the 
pain had finally managed to make him scream. He felt he was going to pass out again, and he 
fought against it, blinking tears away and taking deep, desperate breaths. But he stopped feeling as 
if life was leaking out of him slowly, drop by drop. He wasn’t feeling any stronger; he was still 
exhausted, in pain, and suffering now from hunger and thirst too. 


And beside him, Deku was starting to look a little pale. “Wh...why?” Katsuki finally managed. In 
his arrogance, his first instinct might have been to think that Deku was giving him his own blood 
because it was what he was supposed to do. That it was his role, as someone lesser, as someone not 
really an equal. A Quirkless blood bag, that’s all he would have thought. 


Later he would have felt spiteful about it. Felt that Deku was only acting out of some moral high 
ground, looking down on him, judging him, while he was the weaker one, while his power was 
someone else’s decision. That Katsuki had already hated owing his life to Deku’s initiative in 
helping when the Sludge Villain had captured him, to have a second life debt like that would have 
broken him. 


In a way I still hate you, so damn much. You remind me every single day of every mistake I’ve 
made, even if you forgive me, even if I change, the damage is there. I hate you for how much I hate 
the me that hurt you, I hate you cause you make me regret. Fuck you... 


“Why?” Deku’s voice was hoarse, exhausted, full of worry. Didn’t we just win? End nine 
generations of blood feud, prevented the future from facing this fucker? Why do you act as if shit’s 
just getting started? “I’m not letting you die. I’m not letting anyone else die here. I’m not...I’m not 


letting go, not when I can still move, when I can still act.” 


Katsuki looked at Deku. With his stupid Beijing douchebag haircut, with a few new cuts and 
scrapes that would scar, with eyes both so close and focused on giving first aid, and so distant, 
stealing dark, brooding glances at the horizon. He was worried...was it for their classmates? The 
other heroes? If All for One was smart, he would have had someone soften the resistance back in 
Japan before returning... That had to be what Deku worried about, right? 


He had removed the stabilising sleeve of his right arm, dropping it beside him, and on that arm was 
attached the intravenous tube, the other end at Katsuki’s. At what point did he even remove my 
gauntlet? My gloves? Have I been blinking in and out of conscience? 


“And one more reason.” Deku’s eyes met Katsuki’s, intense. And in that moment, they were all 
Katsuki could see. His mind jumped back in time, before UA, before their Quirks, before even the 
name “Deku”, when they had been equals, united in their love for heroes, especially All Might. 
Just Katsuki and Izuku, their friendship pure, before everything happened. 


“Because I’m done with grudges. I know we might not be friends after this whole thing but...I’ve 
chosen not to hate you, Kacchan. You and I got a second chance when you apologised and I agreed, 
so...It’s all about second chances, isn’t it? All Might gave me one, I’m giving you one, one day you 
can give a second chance to someone.” Deku smiled then, a sad smile, almost nostalgic. “I’m...?’m 
feeling a bit...weak. I’m gonna lay down...” 


Deku let himself down easily, but a quick look at his pale face, and his shallower breaths, told 
Katsuki that Deku would probably not get back up. “When was the last time we looked up at the 
sky like this? When we were 4?” 


“T’m...sorry.” Katsuki finally croaked. Every word hurt like a dagger at his throat, but the tears in 
his eyes burnt worse. “I...I don’t think that...” 


“At this rate, I don’t know if we’ll get away. Not both of us. You have to live, Kacchan. At least 
you have to live.” 


“No...fuck you. You’re...less hurt.” Katsuki tried reaching the IV, but he couldn’t, it hurt too much 
to move. 


“You can’t take the tube off, Kacchan, and I don’t think I can, either...Guess I win, right? If...if I 
die...” 


“Shut up...please...” 


Katsuki could only see a blue blur beyond the tears, shaky as the sobs shook him all over. 
“Kacchan. Make it count.” 


Deku’s breathing became shallower and shallower, every time he inhaled less air. He didn’t talk 
anymore, and the blood flow to Katsuki’s IV_ started to dwindle. Please...You fucking 
bastard...Don’t just do this and die...Deku, no...Come on, come on! Fight! Stay with me! You said 
you weren’t letting go! Deku? “Don’t you...die...Izuku...” 


“Tt...will be okay.” His words almost killed Katsuki with a wave of relief, but then a shadow passed 
over them. Someone loomed above him and Deku, and his eyes were too blurry with tears to see 
who it was. 


He almost panicked. He blinked as hard and fast as he could, but his eyes had adjusted to the bright 
sky, and this man was covered in shadows. All he could see was a hand reaching for him, straight 


for his face... Shigaraki. 


Katsuki felt every nightmare return in full strength. That dark bar, that chair, the League all around 
him, but this time nobody came to save him, and Shigaraki killed him. His mouth covered, unable 
to scream, his hands tied, unable to fight back...Shigaraki’s red eyes were shadowed by the bright 
light behind him, were they full of anger, of revenge? Don’t make Deku giving me blood...don’t 
make it all in vain...FUCK YOU! 


The hand moved slow, lethargically. Katsuki kept his eyes open, staring back at Shigaraki; if he 
was going to die, he would die defiant in the last way he could be. I’m ready! It all was worthless, 
all of it, but I die on my own terms! FUCK YOU! 


The hand was now just a couple inches away, and it looked...strange. The fingers seemed wrong, 
and at his wrist... Js that one of the prison bracelets or...Is that a...? 


It was a glove. Shigaraki was wearing Deku’s discarded glove, and his hand moved past Katsuki, 
right beside his head... He wasn’t trying to kill me. He had the perfect chance, and he didn’t take it. 
Fuck me...FUCK! Shigaraki pulled Katsuki’s gauntlet with some effort, showing it openly before 
his eyes. It’s the one with the grenade launcher! It still has one last shot, right? 


“Medics...there...” Shigaraki said, pointing to somewhere up in the sky beyond where Katsuki 
could see. Then he set the gauntlet on the floor, balancing it as best as possible with his legs, and 
reached for the grenade launcher’s trigger. The grenade launched up in the air, and Shigaraki threw 
himself to the ground weakly, covering his head... 


He used it as a flare... Shigaraki didn’t rise from the floor, and Katsuki just heard faint sobbing 
from his direction, but from behind him, he started to hear helicopter rotors. Jt’s over...They’ve 
seen us. Hang on, Izuku, we’ll all live... 


“Geten! What did they do to your poor face?” Nine’s strike had been a failure, that much Rikiya 
Yotsubashi could tell. He had not been personally involved with any of the planning or supplying 
for it, leaving most of it to Skeptic. Had that been a mistake? And now Geten had arrived in a 
dented, damaged van, while Curious updated them all over a group chat. It was all incredibly 
infuriating. 


“They ubh...So I had made a giant snowball, okay? But it got melted, I flew through the air and 
landed with my head against the van...The hero appeared out of nowhere.” Even covered in bruises 
and with a wounded ego, Geten still carried himself proudly, his every step like he was strutting 
down the catwalk in Monaco or Paris...except when he limped. But that couldn’t be helped; he’d 
clearly gotten his ass kicked. 


“Actually, two heroes. One was a weird girl with umm....armor? Big hair too, her ponytail was 
like...three feet across.” Geten said, frowning confusedly. For some reason, Geten had always been 
baffled by the metric system, one of his many strange characteristics, but it was to be expected for 
him to be peculiar when he had been homeschooled by a family of bodyguards and his only formal 
education was six months of modelling training, so Rikiya was always patient...and had a tab on 
his phone ready to convert his dumb measuring units to civilized ones. 


“Go on, tell me about our new enemies.” 


“So the girl with the hair, she could make weapons. She was pretty smart, but there was this other 
kid. Endeavor’s kid.” Geten usually spoke less, but the moment Rikiya had arrived at the hideout, 
all the others had been ordered to leave the room, and he could speak freely. The only one who 
would be allowed in would be Skeptic, who was coordinating the fleet of vans to disperse into 
stealth again. 


“Shouto Todoroki? The one with the ugly hero suit?” 
“He wasn’t wearing it.” 


“He wasn’t supposed to be there. No students were in the patrol rosters Slidin’ Go gave us. Hell, 
UA shouldn’t have been involved at all, and Curious just texted saying they sent a fucking plane .” 
Rikiya said. At first he had been pissed off at UA’s ridiculous, bloated budget; affording surplus 
military mechs every semester, replica cities and some damn nice dorms, that mouse asshole 
brought home the bacon someway. 


But then Curious had texted him a few updates, all of them just as condescending as the last, 
informing him that the plane was owned and operated by Mei Hatsume. He’d been angry then, 
remembering the embarrassment of a goddamn teenager throwing his generous offer of buying her 
company right at his face. Then he had remembered Hatsume’s boast of building said plane, and 
he’d felt even worse. She’d be his enemy, of that he had no doubt. 


“Public schools having planes? Maybe I should have gone to school...” Geten brooded, looking at 
his fine hands. Protected by his thick gloves, they had suffered no damage and he’d still be able to 
pose for the Detnerat ChronoLiberate watch next week! 


“Tt was better to train your Meta Ability, my friend. No amount of school is better than that!” 
“You went to Harvard Business School, though, Rikiya...” 


“Yes! As training for my Quirk! You know how fucking stressful it is to compete with those 
assholes, while having just basci command of English? The stress to then learn the language and 
another couple more, the stress it was to do my dissertation on time? I could have taken on the 
entire university with a hand tied behind my back, and then some!” 


Geten smiled appreciatively, “That’s ice cold , boss.” He then threw finger guns at Rikiya and used 
his “Icy Chrome” face. It looked a bit dumb, but it kinda worked for modelling, and Rikiya found 
it endearing enough, even with the ice puns. 


“Yeah, anyway, you were telling me about Todoroki. He appeared around the same time as you 
did, right? We’ll need to have Slidin’ Go check hero movements and send us what footage he can, 
but it seems they ambushed Nine, right? How did you deal with these heroes?” 


Geten grinned again, this time with the cold pride that filled his light blue eyes, with the arrogance 
of the Liberation Army’s top enforcer, not just the dense supermodel he was on his day job. “They 
all used fire against me, predictably. I need to work on my speed and reaction, and I will not be 
defeated again. I took Endeavor out the fight, which was the goal and all I promised Nine, so when 
the other two got real, well...” 


Rikiya made a casual gesture with his hand, as if the loss was no setback at all. And in the grand 
scheme of things, it isn’t. We lost nothing we can’t recover with a little bit of money, no soldiers 
died. ““Todoroki trained more like you did, if Curious’ info is accurate. It tends to be. P’Il ask about 


the girl, but I assume something similar. Any other hero still in high school would be powerless 
against you! And most of the pros...Remember when we hazed Slidin’ Go?” 


Hazing soldiers of the Liberation Army was not really a tradition that the higher ups partook in, but 
with the hero it had simply been a natural way for Rikiya and his lieutenants to let some sadism 
free. ReDestro had given the man a spank with a stressed-up hand, Skeptic had kicked him in the 
shins with a pair of metal-frame mannequins, Geten had smacked him around with waves of ice, 
Trumpet had called the man all sorts of fun insults, like calling his mother Quirkless. And finally, 
Curious had revealed every single embarrassing detail in Slidin’ Go’s three or so decades of life, 
making the man cry for real. It had been all in good fun! 


“Oh yeah, that was great . Think we’ll get a chance to haze the next ?” Geten asked, bright eyed. 


“Considering who he is, his rank and everything...nope. As much as I’d like it. This one might be a 
mole but if we can use him...” Their next infiltrated hero was already being interviewed 
preliminarily. He would not get access to the leaders for a year, at least, and they would take it 
slow, converting him to the ideals of Liberation. If Rikiya’s plan worked, the hero would be the 
key to peacefully securing power, when the day came. 


“Damn top ten, I hate them all.” Geten grumbled, “Hope that this one’s reasonable. Is he strong?” 


“He is. I’m hoping for him to be useful, too. You want a rematch against Todoroki, when the 
Liberation Day comes?” 


Geten shrugged, “My issue isn't really with him. Endeavor, though, I’d like another chance to 
humiliate him. Maybe one where people can actually see it? If I am to reveal my face, that’s 
when.” 


“So with young Shouto, it’s all the same if I have someone else fight him?” 


“Sure thing, Rikiya. He beat me, but my grudges are not over that! My family, though...P'll ask 
around. If they want me to, Ill do it. Anyway, isn’t the Day like...3 years away?” The plan for the 
complete liberation of Japan was planned to match with political elections, hero billboard charts, 
and the start of Christmas sales on department stores, all of it meticulously arranged to make Japan 
fall and be reborn free! 

“You're a killjoy, Geten, I can already feel the Day coming!” 
striding in, a scowl on his face. 


The doors swung open, Skeptic 


“ReDestro! Pay attention to the fucking Line groupchat ! Curious just sent this.” Skeptic had a 
pretty big phone, Rikiya noticed, as the sour (and usually smug) lieutenant shoved the phone right 
at Rikiya’s long nose. “Her source inside the HPSC talked. Nine’s dead, most of his crew with him. 
Only the bandage guy survived, and he has three laser holes in his fucking chest. It’s fucked, boss.” 


It was a tiny bit worse than Rikiya had expected, that was for sure. Maybe a lot worse; with Nine 
imprisoned but alive, it would have been simple to “transfer” him to somewhere suitable and use 
him in future plans. With him dead, that just made every resource they had spent on him a waste. 
“Well shit! Fuck me! So uhh...Guess his promise to kill Pestilentia dies with him, right? Fuck! 
We’re gonna need to see if foreign mercs can crack the case, find the bastard.” 


“You think we can kill that shady fucker within three years, ReDestro? I mean, he did get us all 
cornered within like...a week, so...you get my point. I don’t particularly want to die, boss, is there a 
plan? Is it doable ?” Skeptic asked, raising an eyebrow. With the name you chose, that’s the best 
question, isn’t it? Second guessing everything, so you can never fail when we decide to act. I 


honestly don’t blame you in the slightest for today’s loss, Skeptic, you did your part, all went right 
on your end. 


“We’ll find a way. He may be better at information gathering than Curious, and rub shoulders with 
All for One, but we’re the motherfucking Meta Liberation Army. We know we’re right.” To be 
truly free from the pressures of laws, of social contract, of expectations. To be free from the burden 
of a shared authority, and enjoy only the benefits of absolute despotism...That was what Rikiya 
wanted, what his predecessor Destro had envisioned. 


A society truly free, where men could live like kings as long as they had the power to back that up. 
A nation of warlords and slaves, a natural hierarchy, with the very strongest at the top... J see it 
every night in my dreams. 


“Might makes right, folks, and when we fish that shithead from whatever hole he is hiding in, I'll 
squeeze the life out of him with my bare hands!” To punctuate his words, Rikiya reached over the 
garage and punched a dent into the white van parked there. The shockwave of his blow opened a 
door, making the room a bit drafty. Maybe next time he’d rush over to their safehouses with 
something warmer than a wool suit... 


“We’re unstoppable if we work together. The industry, politics, media and entertainment of an 
entire country, that’s what we are. And when we rule the heroes too, there’Il be nothing in the way. 
We'll kill that fucker, and we’ll rule! First Japan, then the world!” There had been “Quirk” 
Liberation Armies for decades, the world over, all of them sharing nothing but a desire to be free. 


Men always yearned to be free to think and act the way they saw fit, Destro had said. It was a 
simple ideology at heart; true freedom started at the most basic level, being free to fully use one's 
body, without laws meddling to tell people to live like people did before Quirks. The Quirkless 
could never experience the true freedom of mastering a Quirk, so why let their view of the world 
shape laws? Why treat them with any respect or consideration? With the fredom for every person to 
wield their Meta Ability, all institutions would become obsolete! Why allow some weakling in a 
suit, a thousand miles away, to dictate what was right or wrong? In Destro's world, all it would take 
would be a free man with courage and a half decent Meta Ability to stand up against tyranny and 
kill that suited motherfucker! 


Liberation Armies all over wanted versions of that. Some were more moderate and would settle for 
governments granting more rights, others were just in it to wreck their countries and used the name 
as a way to feel legit. It would be Rikiya's task to take them all under his command, and with 
them, all of Earth. 


He’d also teach them that “Meta Ability” sounded cooler. 


“The situation on the ground is not yet clear. Mr. Yoshinobu here, a spokesman for the Hero 
Public Safety Commission will tell us what they currently know.” Shinsou walked into the 
common room, where a few of his fellow students were gathered around the TV. There were less 
than a dozen, from both classes, since most of the others had taken advantage of the free time the 
teachers had given to go out and visit places near UA, some going to the rest of Tokyo. 


Monoma had told him he would take Pony Tsunotori to a sushi place nearby, the two joined by 
Tetsutetsu and Kendou, while Kaminari had been very loud about his joy of taking Jirou shopping 


to the Zakera ward mall. It had all seemed like a bright day, like a peaceful day, where more heroes 
than ever would patrol the streets openly as a show of force. Seems like the government bigwigs 
wanted us all to feel comforted but this turned to a shitshow. 


Just an hour earlier, when it had all started with All for One highjacking Shinsou’s phone 
(interrupting a completely adorable kitten video that he was showing Mei) and every other screen 
in the dorms, it had set into motion a lockdown of the faculty, with Midnight and Hound Dog 
taking a van to round up the students they could. Some of the students had felt useless, not being 
out there helping, others watched the news feeds in terror. 


But for Shinsou, it had all been about dealing with Mei. She desperately needed something to do, 
her focus everywhere but the present time. One minute she drafted a new support item’s blueprint, 
the next she scrapped it and tuned to the stock market, only to go to the workshop and hammer 
plates of steel, not particularly looking for any shape or form, just to release her stress. 


He had known it was the worry about Izuku, and he was hopeful that she would never have to go 
through something like that again. With any regular villain, she was confident in her quality, and 
that Izuku had her best. But with All for One, arguably the most dangerous man in Asia? Even 
someone as confident and arrogant as Mei second guessed herself with those odds. 


Shinsou himself had slept even less than usual the past three days, worrying about the moment 
One for All and All for One would crash yet again. Endless hours tossing and turning in bed, 
arguing with himself about how AFO was too injured and Izuku had a good chance, and despairing 
when he answered back with the argument that Izuku didn’t yet unlock his full power, or even half 
of it, without injury. 


His neck was completely rigid from stress, his shoulders hurt as if he carried a physical weight with 
him, and the bags under his eyes had gotten pretty bad in those three days, so much so that Ashido 
had at one point rushed him, phone in hand, and taken a selfie with a raccoon eyes filter...that had 
looked exactly as his eyes already did. To her credit, that had actually made him laugh and smile. 
He blamed the exhaustion for liking it, and that morning’s coffee for the warm feeling of getting 
called “Fellow Raccoon Buddy!”... 


Ashido was with the little crowd now watching the news and Mei...Mei had eventually grown 
frustrated at hammering steel and volunteered her jet plane for director Nezu and the teachers to 
use and help. The smart rodent had taken her offer instantly, but it had still taken a fair amount of 
time to deal with permissions, and who would sit where...So Shinsou had gone to his room, and 
now the common area. 


He was shocked by the attack, just like everyone, and he realized that he had been avoiding it 
mentally by focusing on keeping Mei from doing anything stupid while she was close enough to 
stop her, but now that the whole faculty would be doing that job, it was all he could do to see the 
Shibuya attack directly, and deep down, it scared him. 


Hundreds had to be dead, with the attack taking place in the busiest crossing in the world. And how 
many of those were civilians? How many were heroes? Hell, how many were villains that didn’t 
participate in the attack and got caught by it regardless, becoming victims just like any civilian by 
virtue of being there? He wondered about his classmates Todoroki and Yaoyorozu, who had been 
nearby; were they okay? Were they helping civilians or fighting? 


A year back he would have resented them, their Quirks being so perfect for hero work, while his 
was situational at best and useless at worst. But now he had lived, trained and even partied with 
them, and that eternal chip on his shoulder had started to vanish. The trauma is still there and I still 
resent my Quirk, I still have trouble with some things but the others...they’re all okay. Even 


assholes like Bakugou, judging them because of their Quirk was just peak hypocrisy and I was 
blinded to it. 


“Yes, I’m Osamu Yoshinobu, Public Relations of the HPSC. The storm over our heads is the 
villain leader’s power, and the main source of damage. We have no numbers of casualties, but the 
hero response was immediate, and we are optimistic, so-” 


On screen, the distant storm started to scatter quickly, as if pushed by a fast wind. The reporter’s 
hair danced in the breeze, and he looked to the government man with raised eyebrows, 
“What...what is going on? Will the storm spread? Viewers at home, heavy rain may be 
expected...” 


“Tt’s...i’s dying out. One second.” The HPSC man reached into his dark blue suit jacket, taking out 
a phone. “Yes. Yes. Uh-huh...” For a fraction of a second, Shinsou saw the man grin. “The villains 
have been stopped and apprehended.” 


Above the reporter and the government man, Shinsou saw a group of black helicopters soaring in, 
and an instant later, he got a text message from Mei, “We’re on the ground. I’m following Aizawa. 
If you hear ANYTHING about Operation Skywalker, tell me right away. This might take all day.” 
He shot her a text back saying it was all acknowledged, and he realized he had been holding his 
breath. 


With a heavy sigh, he slumped down onto a couch, next to Ashido and Sero. Both looked very 
upset, and Shinsou fervently hoped in that moment that the two had not lost anyone. 
“Man...just..man.” Sero said, shaking his head. He exchanged a glance with Shinsou, maybe 
hoping to find some hope, some meaning for villains striking in the heart of Tokyo. /’m sorry. I 
don’t understand this either, this whole shitshow. I don’t know what to say... 


“T...’m gonna go see if I can nap or something.” Sero said, looking haunted. A few of the Class B 
students there echoed it, and with the attack over, most of them wanted to leave as well. They don’t 
want to think of the aftermath, right? I don’t want to, either. All those lives lost, all those lives 
ruined...There will be a lot of pain from it. Just like with Kamino. 


The little crowd thinned out, more spread out now. Kirishima was talking in hushed tones with 
Honenuki, who seemed to be reassuring the redhead, that calm voice of his soothing Kirishima a 
bit. On another couch he saw Kinko Komori scrolling through her phone in a frenzy, while her 
exasperated boyfriend, Kuroiro, kept telling her that Hawks was totally fine...maybe. 


“We're back. After speaking with some heroes in the disaster zone, casualty reports are looking 
higher. The estimated number is now at eight hundred dead and four thousand wounded, including 
heroes. We...will give updated figures at tonight’s report.” 


He found himself on the same couch as Ashido, and for a moment it made him uncomfortable. He 
thought she would try and tease him, or say something weird and loud and cheery, but she didn’t. 
So he turned to look at her, seeking her face, and she looked...defeated. Why? It’s...it’s not your 
fault, Ashido. Not your responsibility and still...I hate to see you sad, I almost want to be teased and 
annoyed, hell, I’d prefer to break a bone than see you like this. 


“H-hey...” he said. She didn’t meet his eyes, and saw a tear roll down her cheeks, “Are you-” 


“Yeah,” she said, her voice thin, just a moment away from cracking, just about to cry, “I’m...?m 
okay, it’s just...” 


“You feel like you could have helped?” Shinsou asked, his voice low, “That you could have been 


there too?” She was close, a little too close, but he was too tired to care, too upset by the death on 
the news and the prospect that Izuku could be dead too and they could get those news any moment 
now. 


“Yeah...exactly. I feel...[ don’t know. Dumb? I want to help! But I don’t even know where I could 
begin, what to do? Would I melt rubble? Fight a villain? Bring stuff around fast with my goo 
skating? ’'m...I’m upset! I hate being scared and not being ready and not knowing what to do!” Her 
voice trembled a little, and her eyes sparkled with tears, but she still had so much Jife , such spark. 
There was no doubt that she had a hero’s heart. 


“T get that.” Shinsou admitted. His eyes felt a bit itchy too now. / really get it, Ashido. “When 
we're there we try our best but here...All I can do is second guess everything . Izuku and Bakugou 
and...and all of fucking Tokyo...We’re in here safe and I hate it, you know? I hate how an hour ago 
I was only worried about Mei doing something dumb and now...Just...fuck.” 


She reached out and placed a hand on top of his head, patting it softly. She...she knows I don’t deal 
well with touch? That I’m not used to anyone showing closeness with me through it? I mean I have 
hugged Izuku and Mei has taken my measures thoroughly but...Is it different for any reason? Am I 
scared because...because last time... He had to make a conscious effort not to snap his head back 
and try and let the gesture comfort him. It worked, somehow, and he felt more relaxed after a bit, 
even closing his eyes for a few seconds, just enjoying human contact. 


But eventually it became awkward, and Ashido took back her hand. The silence was deafening, 
until she cut it with a giggle, “So we can both agree it sucks, yeah! I uhh...wanna eat something? I 
missed breakfast.” 


“T have no idea when I ate last.” Shinsou said, giving her a nod. “Will you try to cook again?” 


“Oh!” Ashido grinned softly, and he thought he saw her blush, “Thanks for the help that time! It 
was fun! But nah, I don’t think I can cook feeling like...ya know...” 


“When feeling like absolute shit? Yeah, I get it..-wait, is that... zuku’s mom? And...the Bakugou’s? 
I mean, they look just like him, they’re looking for someone.” All Might was just behind the 
parents, and he looked as stressed as Shinsou felt. Maybe it was the light, but his hair looked 
almost white, and he looked so, so tired. Only reaching out for Mrs. Midoriya’s hand seemed to 
give him back some energy, help him stand taller. 


“Holy crap did you see that?! Shinsou, are they holding hands?” Ashido said, and the returned joy 
in her voice was so great to hear that he didn’t complain even when she grabbed him by the 
shoulders and shook him, grinning with complicity as if they were sharing a secret...and not that 
she had just shouted it at a volume that the adults had totally heard. 


“They are, ’m pretty sure they are a thing now.” He remembered Izuku off handedly remarking 
“Oh, my mom and All Might started dating” one day a couple weeks back, while doing some 
homework with him and Mei. Mei had promptly spat the energy drink she had been chugging and 
grinned, saying that “It would sell”. She had later said she was happy for Inko. 


“Oh my goddd! SO CUTE! It’s like that old animated movie with the cute old couple!” Thankfully 
she said the last part a bit quieter, “Dang! I was so sure he was with Midnight though...” she 
added, pouting a little. 


“They’re not that old, Ashido. Are they looking our way or do we still grab food?” 


The pink girl had no time to answer as the Bakugous strode deeper into the common room, spotted 


Kirishima and asked him to go with them. All Might joined them, but instead he approached 
Shinsou, “Young man, we’re having a meeting about Izuku’s mission, we’d be happy if you joined 
us, I know how much you care about him.” 


“Can I join too?” For some reason, Shinsou didn’t feel annoyed at the idea of Ashido joining them. 
Fuck me, talking with her was already improving my mood anyway, go for it. He nodded and All 
Might seemed to consider it quickly, smiling kindly and nodding in kind. 


“Sure thing! You’re a friend, too, right? Come on, Tsukauchi said he would meet us in the parking 
lot. Hatsume will give him a lift back.” All Might said, pointing towards the side of campus where 
the cars and buses were parked. From nearly getting your flying license revoked to ferrying the 
Tokyo Police Commissioner...not bad, Mei, for being a messy genius. 


Inko Midoriya joined them, staying closer to the Bakugous. The three looked absolutely terrified, 
and Shinsou was piecing everything together; Tsukauchi had been the one in charge of Izuku’s 
mission, so he would know its result. It was a private thing, maybe even secret, so he would tell 
them in person. “How about the others? Todoroki and lida and everyone?” 


“They...they stayed back to help. Young Shouto wished to talk with his father, but the Commission 
took him away, with Hawks. I don’t know who is the lead hero out there now. Many died...way too 
many. It might be the deadliest hero battle in decades.” All Might said with a sigh. 


He seemed to be holding on through sheer force of will, through the simple wish to hear his boy 
was Okay. I wouldn’t be surprised if he slept for three days straight after they tell us he is okay. 
Hell, P'll do the same, I'll celebrate with a family sized pizza and the good catnip for that orange 
rascal Feanor, and I'll sleep a whole week...Or maybe I'll do something reckless and stupid and 
this time I'll be the one inviting Ashido to some dumb place...Okay I don’t think I’m 
brave...no...stupid enough for that. 


With the Bakugous was just Kirishima at first, but mere moments later Sero had joined them in the 
beeline for the parking lot. “This is more important than a nap.” he said, looking focused. The 
parents seemed very proud, the dad almost to the point of tears. Js it cause your son is less of a 
dickhead now and has good friends? Or maybe it is fear for his life? God I know I'd be terrified... 
AM terrified, but if it was my son and not my friend putting his life on the line...I get that, Mr. 
Bakugou, I hope it’s good news for your sake too... 


The tense, stressed out group made their way quickly, and above them Shinsou saw the angular 
shape of Mei’s plane approaching, slower than usual, the thrust adjustments a bit too careful . Mei 
was focused on flying, that was for sure, but was it to distract herself from possible bad news? 


The jet plane landed in an open space among the buses, and Mei climbed down the crew bay, still 
wearing her helmet and flight harness, holding a hammer in hand, and she seemed to be yelling at 
someone. A moment later, Commissioner Tsukauchi appeared, visibly spooked with the flight 
over, shaking his head in amazement. The two met the families and friends close to the plane, and 
Tsukauchi quickly introduced himself to everyone he hadn’t met yet. 


“Just stop fucking about, man! Tell me about my son!” Mrs. Bakugou exploded, when the 
introductions were finished, prompting Tsukauchi to take a satellite phone from his jacket and 
quickly key a number. 


“Okay everyone...the fight already happened. I got a call from my counterpart in China about what 
they had seen on the long distance drones they flew above the battlefield.” The sat phone rang one 
time, two, three... “It is a victory! All for One is gone.” 


Ashido, Sero and Kirishima cheered out loud, Mei yelled curse words that would have made sailors 
blush and punched her plane with the hammer she carried, too happy to know how to express it. 
Shinsou felt a big, lazy smile spreading across his lips, and it didn’t die even when the 
“Bakusquad” pulled him in for a big group hug. All Might fell to his knees, hugging Inko, both 
weeping openly. 


The Bakugous embraced too, and they wept, but the father addressed the implicit “but” that hung 
over Tsukauchi’s words like a shadow. Please...please don’t tell us that they died to take down All 
for One... “Sir...You don’t tell us about our boys...[s my son...alive?” 


The sat phone connected, and a voice with a heavy Chinese accent spoke, the Japanese he used 
informal and sloppy, but still understandable, “This Commander Zhang Huang. Medical 
evacuation team is meeting heroes...now. Heroes used a...well, a grenade, instead of a flare, but 
helicopters and drones confirmed All for One killed in action. Three heroes alive, all Japanese. 
Mission accomplished!” 


Shinsou felt the weight of the world leave his shoulders. He heard sobbing all around, and found 
himself patting a crying Mei on the back, before trying an extremely awkward hug that he was not 
sure helped at all. He had never seen her crying, and he doubted it would ever happen again. 


He’s okay. Or maybe he isn’t...but he’s alive. It’s okay now, Mei. Cry all you need to. Shinsou 
himself sobbed like there was no tomorrow, until his eyes and throat were sore, until he had been 
too exhausted and overwhelmed to stand. Mei had then gone to hug Inko Midoriya, and Shinsou 
found himself drifting, unsure where he was walking. 


He eventually sat down beside All Might, along with Ashido. He felt so much relief and frustration 
in the old hero’s eyes when he peered into them that it shook him to the core. He was All Might , 
the symbol of peace, undefeated even when forced to retire...but he was also a man. A man hurt by 
the fear of his found son being hurt or killed. How do you handle this, All Might, even with all that 
pain you Still look stronger than I could ever feel... “All Might, sir? Do you feel...?” 


“Feel okay?” Ashido said, completing Shinsou’s sentence. Well, that wasn’t just completely 
unnerving, was it? I’m overthinking stuff. Just...don’t notice that she is quite close and that she just 
patted your head a short while back, and you liked it a lot. 


“T’m not sure, kiddos. As a hero...yes. I felt so frustrated and powerless seeing the enemy I couldn’t 
defeat properly rise again. It...it should never have been Izuku’s fight, but in the end it was. As a 
hero, I feel this...this need to be there , every time. If I’m hearing about a fight or disaster from the 
news I have to tell myself that I can’t help in the same ways I could. It’s not easy.” 


“We feel the same!” Ashido replied, smiling a little bit too much when saying “we’, in Shinsou’s 
opinion. But it was factually correct so he couldn’t interrupt her anyway. He noticed that Kirishima 
and Sero had joined them, also sitting around All Might. Also want the old man to ease your doubts 
a little? Feel less like absolute losers? I know I do. 


“You’re going to be heroes, not gods.” Inko Midoriya said, walking up behind All Might, placing 
her hands on his shoulders. Ashido seemed excited enough by that public display of affection that 
she probably forgot she even had any self doubts at all. “You have limits. Don’t...don’t beat 
yourselves up, okay?” 


All Might placed one of his hands over Inko’s, smiling warmly, “Even I couldn’t do everything. 
It’s natural to feel frustrated when we feel we should be out there, but it’s best to rely on others, to 
trust others. People will help when needed, and in the ways we can help, in the places where we 
can, we will help too! Don’t feel bad today for not being in the frontline in Shibuya, don’t feel bad 


for not being with your friends battling All for One...Worry will just hinder you.” 


His words slowly became stronger, and he turned the smile towards them now, its full power 
becoming more apparent, “When the time comes, though, when you can help, give it your all. Tell 
the world “I am here’”!” He laughed, that same comforting laugh from ads and movies and 
cartoons, from news clips where he talked about saving thousands. 


Of course there had been many he had not been able to save. There had been enemies that had 
eluded him, like All for One, who had ended up someone else’s responsibility. But in the moment, 
All Might had given it his all. Guess that all makes sense. But it’s one thing to know what I should 
do and try and convince myself about, another is doing it. I don’t think these doubts are going 
anywhere... 


“Well at least All for One is gone, right? It’s the end of that war! We won!” Kirishima said, cutting 
the few seconds of warm feelings that All Might’s words had left. In an instant it all felt awkward, 
and Shinsou lowered his gaze, noticing before he did so that All Might’s face fell, his eyes 
becoming distant and his brow furrowing. 


“Tt’s a victory, yes. But I had thought I had won this fight seven years ago. And a year ago. And 
you all have faced villains unrelated to him ,” All Might said, spitting the pronoun instead of saying 
the name. Now dead, All for One’s name would eventually be forgotten, his legacy gone in the 
wind. “I’m sorry, my students. But this is no ending.” 


The way home 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Everything drifted, in and out. One moment Izuku knew where he was, he knew what he had done, 
what he had helped achieve. He felt victory, then anguish with Kacchan dying before his eyes. He 

felt relief watching colour return to his friend’s skin, having replenished a good amount of the lost 
blood with his own...but he had miscalculated, and given away too much. 


He’d been too weak to take off the [V tube connecting them when the time came and had been 
unable to react to Tenko approaching the two and using Kacchan’s grenade launcher to signal for 
help. He’d had enough presence of mind to thank Mei for everything, and his willpower had kept 
his eyes open until paramedics swarmed them and he could feel, distantly, that the IV was changed 
and he was carried on a stretcher. 


If he closed his eyes now, he could still feel how bumpy it had all been when carried by the 
Chinese troopers, how the helicopter had vibrated under him, the sterile yet faraway scent of 
oxygen from a mask. People talking loudly around him, far too quickly for him to catch their 
words. And sleep, so much sleep. 


The stretcher had been exchanged for one bed, then another. His eyes had opened a dozen times, 
his ears even more. He’d understood more words this time, from a female doctor who spoke 
Mandarin clearly and confidently. “Doctor Yuexin’, he heard the others call her, and she seemed 
absolutely determined to treat them, sounding even vengeful at times. Izuku didn’t know how they 
had won this friend in China, but he was grateful. 


He heard her talk about Kacchan’s injuries and Tenko’s and he would have smiled, had his lips 
answered him, but even in his sedated state he felt a strange pride at being the least injured hero for 
once. 


He counted Tenko as a hero now too. He’d believed in him all along and been proven right, but 
when Tenko had used that grenade to get them rescued it had proved something even more 
important; free from All for One’s influence, Tenko wanted to be good . But whenever Izuku 
started thinking about laws and prisons, his conscience drifted even more. 


There was no way to keep track of time or distance, to know where he was, but during the brief 
moments where his skin could feel around him he inferred that it had to be a hospital, and not just 
a field hospital; there was no draft at all and the sheets were far too soft for a military hospital. But 
is this the first hospital or have I been in many? The others are here, or they wouldn’t talk about 
their progress, right? We’re together. I have opened my eyes a number of times, so I’m not in a 
coma, I’m just...tired. 


There had not been operating lights above him at any moment, of that he was sure. No surgery had 
been performed on him, he was just hooked up to electrolyte [Vs and oxygen tubes. Hour by hour, 
he knew he was getting stronger, and then his eyes opened. He could see an empty room, he could 
hear a radio in the distance, he could smell clean air. And he could feel as if every inch of his skin 

was a bruise. 


“18 that...” his voice rasped when he spoke, his ears focusing on the radio. The music had just 
started, and it sounded old. Very old, more than a hundred years old by the tune, heavily 
synthesized, the lyrics a Mandarin cover of some song. It felt familiar and yet alien, and it 


grounded him. “Is that..The Man Who Sold...No, no idea what song it was...” 


His bed was raised slightly, but not enough for him to look around with his pained neck, so he 
reached out with his right hand and found the bed’s controls. The buttons were labelled in Chinese, 
but Izuku was sadly well acquainted with hospitals, and he knew by heart how to do everything. 


As the bed shifted to a more upright position, Izuku’s finger hovered over the “call nurse” button. 
Do I want the world to know I’m awake? Or rest a bit more, take it easy? We won, goddammit, I 
get the chance to deci- 


“Oh, you woke up.” A doctor walked in, a clipboard in hand. The labcoat she wore seemed more 
suited for an academic, and the scrubs under it were clearly brand new, not broken in. She’s not 
from this hospital, is she? “Vm doctor Han Yuexin. I took charge of you and your two friends, as 
well as the commandos injured in the raid. Pleased to meet you. Izuku, was it?” He noticed she was 
speaking Japanese, a bit mechanically, but understandably. 


“Y-yeah.” he said, his throat dry. The doctor took a seat next to him, and scribbled something 
quickly on her clipboard. 


“You must have a couple hundred questions. Why’s, how’s, where’s. You can take your time and 
ask later everything I miss, but I think I can make most of it clear easily enough.” The doctor 
sighed, the cool, collected mask slipping for a second to reveal a haunted face. She’s seen terrible 
things. She is caring for us...why? 


“T’ve got three PHD’s on Quirk related illnesses from the Nanjing Medical University. I published 
papers, did research, even a bit of surgery, got noticed...I was even a candidate for the Nobel. So 
All for One’s people kidnapped me and held me hostage, threatening my family. I was not alone in 
this; he kidnapped many colleagues and, later on, some people to...to steal their Quirks. I think...I 
think I’m the only one who is... functional , I guess. I hope the others recover, but...” She waved 
off frustratedly, as if banishing the idea. 


“When All for One went to fight you, his monks got distracted. Some even stopped to watch the 
fight with binoculars...The soldiers killed them. And you killed All for One. The moment I was 
free, the moment I knew my family was not threatened anymore, I knew I owed all of you. That’s 
the why.” She gave Izuku a very sad smile and tapped her clipboard with her pen. 


“The how is simple. The commandos gave you first aid, hooked you up to a fresh blood bag, 
closed Shigaraki’s open wounds, put Bakugou’s bones back in place, immobilizing those that cut 
through the skin. We moved you to an operating room at the soldiers’ base, and there Bakugou got 
everything back in place, Shigaraki stitched closed. Then we brought you here to speed up 
recovery.” 


“T...thanks.” Izuku said, hoping not to interrupt her. “Thank you for healing us.” 


“Tt’s my job. Like yours was to stop All for One. Succeeding at our work is thanks enough for each 
other, no?” Her smile turned a bit brighter, gentle. 


“T...I guess. Are my...my friends...?” Friends. A year back, Tenko was my sworn enemy. And 
Kacchan...we had some real bad blood. But now he literally has my blood. Blood...Blood... 
“Himiko!” he yelped, unable to stop himself. The sedatives made his words less inhibited, 
perhaps... 


“Ah yes, you said “Himiko” many times, in the periods of REM sleep...Exactly twenty seven 
mentions. Compared to fifteen mentions of “Mei”, twelve of “Kacchan’, ten of “Mom” and “All 


Might’, three of “Hitoshi” and one of “Shouto”... You were clearly talking with people in those 
dreams. Do the names seem familiar?” There was no judgement in her voice, at all. No recognition 
of any name, not even All Might’s. 


“Yeah, they...they are all important to me. Family, loved ones. Umm Himiko is...” Can I tell her? 
She is clearly not a spy with anyone, she is seriously helping us as her revenge...I'Il tell her. “She 
is...well, not really my girlfriend. It’s...complicated.” 


“Tt always is, isn't it?” Yuexin said, her smile genuine. “Might want to save the “you’re under 
arrest” talk for when it’s...less complicated.” 


“Oh...uhh...sorry about that...Must’ve been awkward. But!” He needed to change the subject before 
spilling the beans and admitting that he had the plans to both tell Himiko his full feelings for her, 
and arrest her...or maybe let her keep being free. His heart was at war, selfishly wishing for 
Himiko to be free, but also acknowledging that she could get the best help if he used the justice 
system for it... “Kacchan and Tenko?” 


“Ah yes...They are Katsuki Bakugou and Tomura Shigaraki, alias Tenko Shimura, yes? I’m not 
really fluent enough to understand the name changes or nicknames, but they are making a speedy 
recovery. Shigaraki...Shimura? Yes?” Izuku nodded emphatically, “Okay. Shimura is physically 
okay, but mentally he is a bit...unstable. Nightmares every sleep, cold sweat, paranoia...I think it 
may be best to send him back to Japan right away. As for Bakugou, he’s in a bit worse shape, and 
in a full body cast, but he has been awake the most. Thankfully he curses just in Japanese.” 


“When can we go back?” Izuku asked. The mission was over, and there were a lot of things 
worrying him now, all of them back in Japan. I have to talk to everyone, see them again. I have to 
know about what All for One said, about that villain strike. And Himiko. I need to know he was 
bluffing, I need to know we can still do our plan! “And...have our parents been told we’re okay? 
Our families, I mean. And our government?” 


“Yes.” A male voice almost made him jump from shock; he had been so focused on talking with 
the doctor, that he had not heard the man entering. He was dressed like an officer, and Izuku 
vaguely recognized him as the Dragon Twins’ superior, a commander. Commander ...Zhang 
Huang, was it? Yeah, I think so... “We told the liaison, Tsukauchi. He put the phone on speaker, I 
heard mothers cry. They know.” 


“Should I leave?” Yuexin asked, rising from her seat. The commander nodded and the doctor made 
a move to leave, giving Izuku a final smile. The man took her place on Izuku’s bedside. 


“Can we talk in Mandarin instead?” The soldier asked, already switching tongues. Izuku nodded, 
and the man continued, “Thank you. I’ve been meaning to speak with you, to confirm some details 
about the battle. After that and some medical checkups...well, there’s a plane for you and the 
others.” 


“Of course.” Izuku felt tenser than with the doctor; he was pretty sure that the commander had to 
be a spy. [f All for One did infiltrate Chinese intelligence again...could he try and kill me? He is 

unarmed, and has no apparent Quirks, but I’m hurt all over. Can I use One for All, or have they 

medically suppressed it? 


Chemicals could subdue Quirks temporarily for surgery, and they were carefully controlled 
substances, even if their effectiveness was much lower than Overhaul’s first anti-Quirk bullets, the 
temporary ones. But the chemicals were either too weak against One for All, or absent, as he found 
out when building up his power ever so slightly... 


“First, we have confirmed your identity through several scans, no worries on that. Next, we 
reviewed all available footage of the battle; we had drones high above, hovering with high powered 
cameras, and the Twins were transmitting video and audio feeds before their death. Tell me about 
the entire operation. Everything you remember.” 


Izuku felt compelled to answer. He didn’t know if it was a Quirk, a possible truth serum in the [V 
drip injected into his arm, or simply that he was tired and wanted to be done with it all. But he 
spoke clearly, slowly. Talking in Mandarin helped him; the delay between translating what he 
wanted to say and speaking was enough that he could choose carefully everything said and keep 
out everything All for One had said to taunt him in personal ways, everything related to One for 
All, and any mention of Himiko. 


He started with the helicopter getting hit, then his journey through the rock cliffs, describing 

briefly the battles against the monks he found. The commander made notes on a little green 
notebook, which comforted Izuku a bit more. Whatever type of person this man might be, or even if 
he is an enemy, I can at least empathize with note taking! 


He spoke about how he met up with Kacchan and Tenko, but by then his throat was sore, so they 
called a nurse and waited until Izuku had drunk some water before continuing. He told the 
commander about the Twins arriving to help, and All for One starting the final battle by smashing 
a helicopter gunship against them. 


It was painful to recall the fight, and even more painful to know that he would have to retell it 
again and again until he had told his truth to everyone involved, to every authority. He didn’t know 
if some parts were nightmares, especially with the Twins dying. He had known they were 
duplicitous and probably trying to manipulate him, but they had been people and he had seen them 
die before his eyes in horrible agony. He knew those memories would haunt his mind forever. 


He explained to the best of his ability and vocabulary, and it seemed to satisfy the soldier, who 
nodded eagerly to everything he said. He detailed his attacks and Bakugou’s, and he spoke about 
how AFO offered him power. But he didn’t mention specifics, or what he thought about it. Only 
that he had refused, and it had been key for Tenko to kill the supervillain. 


“And that was the end of it. The rest is just first aid stuff...” 


“According to this, you gave Bakugou about half again the safe amount for a blood transfusion, no 
wonder your condition was bad. Are you usually this self-sacrificing?” The commander raised an 
eyebrow, expecting Izuku’s answer. 


“No. I’m used to uhh...breaking several major bone groups for fights of this caliber, though...well, 
this was much beyond any before...” Izuku said, and the commander shook his head, disappointed. 


“That’s it for me. We’re all just...tired. It’s been a rough couple of days. Killing All for One, but 
losing the Dragon Twins in exchange?” The commander gave a sigh, the stern mask slipping for a 
moment to show an exhausted man weighed down by the consequences of the battle. “Not to 
mention all the pilots and commandos I lost. All of them were under my command, so this...in the 
end it was up to me. It’s sad, you know? They were all young, those that died. None older than 
thirty. Patriots, all. I don’t regret their deaths, though.” His voice suddenly had a deadly edge, and 
the gleam in the commander’s eyes reminded Izuku of Himiko. “To stop All for One, I’d have 
killed every single one of my soldiers, my heroes, and you.” 


“What...what am I supposed to say about that?” Izuku said, instinctively adjusting the flow of Full 
Cowling around him up to 2%. He could feel strength in every muscle again, even if it hurt, he was 
ready if the man tried something. 


“Honestly, I don’t know. I just did not want to lie to you. All along, this strike force was 
expendable. Disposable, even. I was, too. A thousand heroes, that is what we were mustering. A 
thousand heroes and five thousand commandos, the true attack...Of course, I wasn’t supposed to 
know where they would be, or when they would. Did you get a feeling like we had walked into an 
ambush in the attack? Because I did. There had to be a traitor somewhere.” 


“Yeah...The way they hit the choppers did seem a bit convenient. But who? Didn’t you check your 
people?” Unless it was one of the Twins? One of them, Shang, did seem a bit twitchy, but he was 
loyal. Jingoistically loyal, even. 


“We did. And the Twins couldn't have turned. The only unusual thing was one of them reported 
some insomnia. So I have a sleepless hero and a spotless army, and no obvious traitors. What do 
you think happened?” Why are you asking me? I’m not even out of school and you’re an officer...Is 
it just you being polite? 


“There’s Quirks of all types out there. All for One had one he used against us that let him know 
about us, detailed information. I don’t have the whole picture...and I never will, Iknow, but I think 
it worked through dialogue.” Izuku spoke quicker, switching back to Japanese to express himself 
best. When it was about Quirks, he only had the full vocabulary in his mother tongue. 


“Then again he also had “Search”, it used to be the Quirk of a pro hero, friend of my teachers, 
Ragdoll. It let her know the information of a hundred different people in an area. It was used for 
mountain rescue...Oh! So that is why he chose that hideout, I hadn’t put two and two together. He 
would only need to have found us on the way and reacted.” 


“Not bad.” The commander said, looking at Izuku with a kinder stare than before, appreciatively. 
“If you’d been born Chinese, boy, you’d have a spot on the Ministry with that mind. But you 
aren’t, so Ill just tell you this; being on our side will always be the best option, no matter where 
you are. If you aim for the top, remember that. Heroics might just get a bit...international, in the 
future, and you'll want to choose carefully who is your friend.” 


Izuku smiled placatingly, the kind of smile that an expert spy would definitely know was fake. [ 
make my own decisions, commander, don’t try to influence me. “I know who my friends are, sir. I 
know it very well. You have nothing to worry about from me. I just want to go home, I don’t have 
anything else to do here in China.” 


“The Beijing Hero University would give you a full scholarship if you asked, boy. I hope you will 
consider the offer?” Threats and offers, is it? Hell no. 'm never coming back, the moment the 
plane leaves I’m gone. 


“T-thanks for the offer. I... don’t have a plan yet for higher education but...1’1l consider it.” 


The commander nodded, a small grin on his lips. He thinks I will think it over. Fat chance. “That 
should be all with me. And, even if my demeanor doesn’t really showcase it, I’m thankful for your 
actions, Hero Deku. Congratulations on winning. We can’t give you medals or anything, but at 
least know that we don’t blame you for our top heroes dying. You are not getting a parade in your 
honour down the streets of Beijing anytime soon, but you can leave China healed up. Is that fair to 
you?” Please just let me rest a bit, commander. I’m tired and I just want to get home already . 


“Yeah, of course. So you said we can leave soon?” 


“Tl have a talk with Shigaraki before letting all of you be transferred...Give it four hours overall, 
including boarding the plane. If the doctors say you can, you can even walk down the plane back to 
Japan. You can move your legs, right?” Izuku raised his knee up with some effort, then lowered it 


back. 


“T’m good. I just....really want to go back home. There’s people waiting for me, I miss them, I 
want to see them.” Mom, All Might, everyone...Himiko. Please, let it just have been a bluff. I want 
to see you again, please...I think I’ve got everything figured out now. All my feelings...I have to tell 
you. 


The back of the command vehicle, the HPSC's improptu debriefing room, was far too cramped. 
Maybe it was that Endeavor’s thick frame occupied a lot of space, or that Keigo’s wings were not 
exactly subtle or compact. Or perhaps it was that he simply hated being so close to Chairwoman 
Hana Ishigami, the Hero Public Safety Commission leader. 


She was toxic. Constantly scheming and using heroes for her own gain even more often, she’d 
been Keigo’s superior for a long, long time. More than a decade, in fact. She had at least had the 
decency to be open about it, while her predecessor, a man named Tanaseda, had orchestrated all of 
Hawks’ “training”, with every single human rights loophole it had involved, and had always kept 
him in the dark about everything. 


At least now Keigo knew his role fully, and he knew exactly what to detest about it. 


Being in a closed-off armoured truck opposite Ishigami was uncomfortable for a number of 
reasons, besides space. First, because Hawks was not in high regard with the Commission after 
ditching the mission to spy on the League of Villains. Second, because Endeavor didn’t know all 
about his activities as the HPSC’s enforcer, and it was ever so awkward to have his father in law 
beside him while his angry boss glared at him. 


And third, because he had no idea what the conversation would be about. 


The vehicle had started moving a couple seconds after the doors had been closed, but Ishigami had 
remained silent up till now, simply watching the two heroes, either admiring the paramedics’ work 
patching up the two, or perhaps trying to find a single square inch of undamaged leather on Hawks’ 
jacket. 


When she finally spoke, he almost jumped in his seat, “This was a shitshow.” 


“Ma’am, we couldn’t-” Endeavor started, much calmer than Keigo felt, likely due to the painkillers 
moving through his veins, but Ishigami cut him off with a raised hand. 


“Predict a strike? No. React to one? That was the whole point of your deployments. Hawks, you 
both salvaged this dog and pony show, and put a knife to our fucking throat. The villains had to die, 
that’s true, but you know how easy it would have been to manipulate your self defence kills right 
now? How easy it would be to spin that to an execution ?” Ishigami snapped her fingers 
impatiently, “You two owe the HPSC a debt. Or in your case, Takami, a bigger one.” 


Keigo frowned, but he held his tongue back. One day, boss. One day this ends. I’m not your toy, 
I’m aman, and I chose my own path...But how do I do that? The Chair is not an elected position. 
It’s appointed. I'd need the fucking Emperor on my side to remove you. Or the Prime 
Minister...which she controls. The Intelligence agencies are all your pals, they might as well be 
your underlings. Who can help me? Chaos, one day? I could kill her right here, right now...What 
would you do, Endeavor? 


He looked towards the man. Flawed to a fault, but deeply human. Ambitious, willful, driven. Not a 
good man, not a good father or husband. But the hero he had admired most, the hero that the 
Commission had used as a beacon for Keigo to become Hawks. 


Endeavor glanced back. He was exhausted, and in his eyes Keigo saw that he fought his own 
demons, his own regrets. He was in no condition to assassinate anyone...hell, he might even try and 
stop Hawks. I’m not doing this. I’m playing the long game. I want to be free to be an actual hero 
and keep protecting others, and I want to live as my own man. If that can be with Fuyumi and a 
bunch of kids, even better. 


“We don’t have any special missions for either of you. Hawks, your clearances and permissions 
have not been restored to your previous levels as before you left your mission a year ago. We will 
not be using you directly in some time.” He sensed a “but”, and he tensed his muscles, 
involuntarily reacting as if it was a punch, “But, you’re still a precious asset, and Japan comes first, 
should we need you.” 


I’m still your slave, you mean. I'll break free, Ishigami. You gave me a foot and I took a mile; you 
could have killed me when I refused my mission, but you are just pushing me away. You pushed me 
and now look at me, at all I have now that matters to me. The more I become a person, the less you 
can control me. It’s just a matter of time... 


“Endeavor...you’re a tragedy. A goddamn waste. You know it, Hawks knows it, I know it. You’ re 
still a hero cause we allow it, because you’re familiar to the people. They may not exactly love 
you, but you reassure them. Your family life...we know. We’ve always known. Personally, I don’t 
care. But if you let that get out of hand, start thinking about your next move, because we will not 
bail you out unless it’s to the benefit of Japan. So,” Ishigami grinned, “Stay useful and, when you 
stop being so, try to quit while you’re ahead.” 


Endeavor didn’t answer and looked at his boots pensively, frowning. Keigo hated seeing him so 
defeated , but there was nothing he could do, not truly. Not yet. Maybe one day. So he gave the big 
man a pat on the back, as reassuring as possible. 


“Despite us having to salvage the situation by literally making it invisible from the other heroes, 
the storm itself was convenient, and no news outlets saw a thing. You’re off the hook, for now, and 
we’re counting this as a victory.” 


“Thanks, ma’am!” Keigo said, feigning grateful respect, even bowing for the woman. One day that 
dark suit would be switched for prison overalls, he told himself. 


“A costly victory, though. That is the part we can’t hide from the public. Twenty-three heroes 
dead, about twice that number injured grievously...We lost some recognizable people out there; X- 
Less, Death Arms, that other one, with the mask...” Ishigami made a gesture with her hand, then 
shook her head, “Honestly, I don’t remember many names. But Majestic’s in critical condition, and 
he’s a candidate for the top ten. He’s not one of mine yet, but if he dies, [Il need to rely more on 
you two.” 


Keigo just nodded. Majestic did his job as a hero and got hurt, and now all she cares about is 
using him as a pawn? Maybe, if he lives, he’d be on my side... 


Ishigami sighed. “Good grief. Get out on the next stop; Fuyumi and Shouto Todoroki have been 
brought to this garage. That other hero that was with the kid too, Yaoyorozu. Go home, rest, read 
the scripts on your email. Interviews will happen, and they will happen in the way that is best for 
Japan.” 


“Thank you.” Endeavor replied quietly. Keigo just nodded. Sure, it would all leave a bad taste on 
his mouth, but it was still what he had lived all his adult life doing. A few more lies “for the good 
of Japan” might even help the peace. All he truly wanted was to see Fuyumi again, hold her, praise 
her for all she had done to help. Give her a kiss or ten. 


He glanced again at Endeavor and their eyes met. You also want to rest, don’t you? Talk with your 
son. Maybe with Natsuo and Fuyumi too, even with Dabi or Rei. With me. End this damn day 
already. 


“We’re here.” Ishigami said, when the truck stopped. An instant later one of the armoured cops 
Ishigami had brought opened the heavy steel door on the vehicle’s back and motioned them 
forward. These heavily armed troopers were relatively new, Keigo knew, and he didn’t trust their 
full-face helmets in the slightest. 


“You’ve got your orders and there’s a pair of cars to take you wherever you need, with a low 
profile. If you’ll excuse me, I’ve got a meeting with the Wild Wild Pussycats. They fucked up 
several orders of magnitude beyond you two, and I have to deal with it. Get out of my sight, 
Hawks. And Endeavor,” she sighed, her face softening slightly, “think things through. We’|l talk 
again, soon, and I expect options about your career.” 


Usually, Keigo would have snarked back with something witty or even flirty. Today he just nodded 
and bowed, and hurried up to get the hell away from the heavy armour cops. The cops were not 
Ishigami’s idea, it had been the brainchild of one of her captains, a ruthless bastard called 
Kashiwagi. The ruthless bastard likeliest to succeed Ishigami. And now he has a couple thousand 
faceless goons, armed decently enough, and with this bunch of nice vehicles...The guy gained a lot 
with the fear that the fight at Kamino ward brought. 


Endeavor didn’t even seem to notice them as he limped around. For a man with a dozen bone 
fractures and bruises all over his body, he was remarkably unfazed by that and seemed entirely 
caught up with his own inner struggle. Would it cheer him up if I pinch his buttcheek or tease him 
in some way? Come on, Enji, we’re friends, however much of a shit you can be. 


Keigo felt a dozen of the HPSC troopers staring at him, their black helmets concealing them when 
he stared back. Besides them there were some twenty support personnel in suits, a couple 
janitors...and the Todorokis (with Momo Yaoyorozu), waiting at an awkwardly placed lounge. 
Keigo made a beeline towards them, speeding up when Fuyumi spotted him. 


Like always, she wore her heart on her sleeve. Happiness, relief, pride in her actions, overwhelming 
fear of death and loss, exhaustion, frustration at her glasses getting fogged up...it was all there in 
her smile, in her tears, in her tight, warm hug. 


For a couple minutes, Keigo let go of all the tension, all the fear he had been holding onto 
throughout the fight and Ishigami’s lecture. All of Slice’s threats of death and pain vanished, torn 
apart by the adorable image of Fuyumi cleaning her glasses with a special cloth, saying that pocket 
tissues would leave them all greasy. All his inner turmoil at freedom, rebellion and death were 
washed away by a squinty Fuyumi trying to see where Endeavor was, remembering her glasses 
were on her hand and laughing softly. 


Even if he didn’t change anything in the end, at least he had this all. “Hey, Fuyumi?” Keigo asked, 
holding her even closer. He could feel everyone staring, with Endeavor shuffling around 
awkwardly,and the assault troopers uncomfortable at the public display of affection. 


“Yes?” Fuyumi replied, looking up at him, her eyes inquisitive. Not for the first time, Keigo 
looked at her eyes, admiring the colour, a soft greyish blue that could look like moonstones or 


sapphires depending on the light. Adorable, lively and oh so nearsighted big eyes... 


“Don’t tell your dad this,” Keigo whispered in her ear, feeling a grin grow on his lips, “But you are 
my favorite hero.” 


“T uhh... a hero? Oh no, I could never-” she started, blushing, but also looking proud, 
accomplished, helpful. He cut her off with a wink, continuing in a louder tone that Endeavor could 
hear. 


“You were the coolest hero today! No offense to the rest, and I might be biased! The bravest.” 
“Oh shaddup!” she replied, giggling. “But...something happened, right? Something ugly?” 


Keigo nodded and wrapped an arm around her waist, giving a slight push to motion Fuyumi to 
move a bit away from the others. He saw that Endeavor had sat down with Shouto and, for once, 
Enji seemed to be listening to his son before speaking his piece. Yaoyorozu stayed with them, 
clearly supporting Shouto, sitting beside him almost protectively. 


They all needed space to talk, just like he did. 


Keigo and Fuyumi walked up to the car that would take them home. Home probably meant 
Keigo’s apartment, given Ishigami’s instructions, but that was fine. He had some frozen pizza they 
could eat, the blankets were clean, there was no real issue...but he honestly preferred staying at her 
house, because that felt like a home. 


“Can you give us a minute?” Keigo said, grinning at the driver. He didn’t look like one of 
Ishigami’s spooks or Kashiwagi’s goons, so he was probably one of Mera Yokimura’s people. The 
sleepy HPSC officer was the closest to an honest man they had in the higher ups, and he actually 
tried steering heroes in ways that benefited everyone...Which usually meant the guy would work 
for weeks without sleep and end up crashing down at times. 


“Sure thing, Hawks. Just tell us when you want to leave.” The agent replied, flashing a genuine 
smile. I’/l remember you, friend. I don’t forget good people, even those that do me small favours 
like this. 


With the driver gone, Keigo did his best to cram his wings into the passenger seats and leave 
enough room for Fuyumi to sit comfortably. It was pretty cozy. When she turned to look at him, 
her face was serious, “Keigo...what happened out there? I trust you, okay? So just tell me.” 


“The fight got...ugly. Personal. They knew about you and me...about us. One of the villains said 
she’d...she said a lot of things that I don’t want to repeat. She’s dead now, I think all the villains 
here are dead.” 


Fuyumi’s eyes widened, “Oh...I see. Do I...[ mean, am I...I don’t want to be a burden or a danger. I 
know that with dad, people might want to hurt me but...” 


“The one that puts someone in danger is me, Fuyumi.” Keigo said. He felt his heart breaking even 
uttering the words. “And I don’t know what to feel, what to do about it. If you...if anything 
happened to you, I could never forgive myself but...Goddammit, why the hell am I a hero if not to 
protect?” 


“T...what can we do? I don’t want to break up just because some villain said things...” Fuyumi 
whispered, looking away. “Happiness or safety, is it?” 


Keigo brought his hand up to his jaw on instinct, covering his mouth. J know what I want, and I 


know how I want to do things...but risking Fuyumi? Fuck. He shook his head, cleared his thoughts, 
and made a choice. “It’s not just happiness. It’s freedom. Being free to love each other and not be 
afraid of it...” 


“So? What do you choose?” Her voice was soft, but it was confident. The spark in her eyes knew 
his answer long before his own mind was made up. 


“Taking the risk. You really got me wrapped around your finger, Yumi...I’m not leaving in any 
way. Ill keep you safe.” 


“T know. And I'll do my best to keep you out of trouble too, Keigo!”” Fuyumi said, her hand 
reaching out for his cheek. “Do you...do you want to talk about the fight? What the villain said? 
What happened in the dn? And...and...what the spies just told you?” 


“T’m not going to hide anything from you...But I'd like to hear your story first, Yumi!” Keigo gave 
her a wink, feeling the tension die down. Fuyumi smiled shyly when he continued, “Tell me about 
your day, darlin’!”” 


The four hours that the commander had mentioned were gone in a flash, thanks to a pair of naps, 
and spending the rest of the time talking with doctor Yuexin, learning all about her experience as 
All for One’s captive. In part it was a relief that all the prisoners had made it alive, but Izuku felt 
somewhat responsible for those that had lost their Quirks to him, all of it for a single use of a 
hijacking combination, the one they had seen on their phones and screens. 


The doctor, along with a pair of nurses, had evaluated him more critically, testing his reflexes and 
how much his body had healed. They explained to him that the serum on his IV drip was a 
metabolism enhancer similar to Recovery Girl’s Quirk, but there were also other chemicals added 
for different types of muscular and tissue healing. 


All in all, it had saved him from massive muscle damage, and he had luckily escaped internal 
bleeding. His bones had been strained, and there was some damage to his tendons, especially on 
his back and chest, but nothing had been broken, and he felt a fierce pride from it. Slowly but 
surely, he would work to increase his “safe” level to the amounts of power he had used during the 
fight, and then surpass them. 


And he was sure Mei would help him every step of the way, and be overjoyed that her gear had 
held up. 


He had not been permitted to use his phone, but doctor Yuexin assured him that all his friends and 
loved ones knew he was alive and out of danger, that she herself had talked with Tsukauchi, who 
had then relayed the message. 


The commissioner would be the one to meet them back in Tokyo, in the same airbase they had left 
from, just six days earlier. Six days that now felt eternal, a whole lifetime away from his family, 
from his friends. A whole lifetime from fulfilling his promise to Himiko, to properly arrest her and 
start the long process to her rehabilitation, fighting every step of the way for her to get the help she 
deserved and for justice to treat her fairly. 


And maybe when it all was done...maybe there could be...something. 


After his tests, the doctor had given him a plastic bag full of medicine to take; pills, ointments, 
even a bottled drink to take just before the flight, as well as his personal effects; his locked bag 
from the camp, a sealed plastic bag with his hero gear neatly folded inside, and a set of clean 
clothes for the flight. 


Izuku had thanked the doctor and nurses, and asked for some privacy to change. He switched the 
given shoes for a pair of ol’ reliable reds from his suitcase, all the while feeling his body limber up 
slightly. He still felt as if he’d been run over by a hundred cars and every complex move made him 
grimace, but he could stand unassisted and walk a few meters without holding onto a railing, and 
that was enough. 


But still, the hospital was massive and labyrinthine, so he readily accepted doctor Yuexin’s offer of 
a wheelchair, and a nurse wheeled him all the way out, helping him unto a van, where Tenko 
Shimura sat already, a wheelchair similarly beside him, folded over. 


“Tzuku? They gave me the cuffs, not put them on.” Tenko said, showing Izuku the pair of Hatsume 
Industries handcuffs, crafted especially for him, the explosive device meant to sever his hands now 
cruel in Izuku’s eyes. The former villain was also dressed in basic street clothes, similar to the ones 
the doctors had given to Izuku, with a heavy plaid shirt and a maroon shirt that combined well with 
his red eyes. 


He wore his hair in a loose bun with a few strands scattered around his face, leaving his scarred, 
skin-damaged face more open than ever before...and also much better moisturized. Izuku assumed 
it was because he was following the skincare routine he’d been given at Abbadon Prison strictly, 
which was more discipline that he’d given him credit for. And he was glad to be pleasantly 
surprised by Tenko Shimura. 


“I’m not going to ask you to put them back on. Or put them on you. You saved our lives, we owe 
you that much, right?” If it was up to Izuku, he’d never ask Tenko to wear handcuffs ever again. 


“Oh...you sure?” Izuku nodded and Tenko smiled, a bit shyly, “It'll be more comfortable on the 
journey, thanks.” 


There was very little to talk about as the van started and drove for a few minutes. The skyline 
beyond their window was unknown to Izuku, and he realized that he’d never been told where they 
were, and all he knew was that the hospital was very well equipped, and close to some kind of 
airfield. 


“Do you know where we are?” Tenko asked, as if reading Izuku’s mind. 


“No...no idea.” Izuku answered. Their eyes met, then turned towards the driver and nurses with 
some distrust. Could they...no, they wouldn’t do something to us, right? “What did the soldier ask 
you?” 


“My version of the battle. About my crimes. About my names. About my “accomplices” ...I played 
his game, with that one...I talked about you . And Bakugou. He didn’t insist.” His eyes were 
reassuring , and Izuku wondered at the bizarre situation he found himself in; his former enemy was 
now close enough that he could tell that Izuku’s other former enemy’s secret was safe from the 
Chinese. 


Izuku gave a sigh of relief, “Oh, that’s good. I... hope you didn’t badmouth Kacchan too much?” 


“T just called him a noob.” Tenko said, then grinned like some kind of weird internet cat. It was 
strangely endearing, “I...[ used that talk to get my mind in order about some things. I’m not...?m 
not dealing well with some...some things.” His face fell, the semblance of peace receding in an 
instant, revealing a face that looked so, so very lost . 


His features were lined with doubt, and his lips parted slightly, letting his quickened breaths 
escape. His eyes were distant. “I have no idea what the fuck I’m supposed to do now, Izuku. No 
idea at all. I’m...I’m regretting things, regretting even our win...Because back then I had a goal in 
mind. Or before, when I was still Shigaraki, I knew what I had to do, I knew what I wanted to do. 
Now?” He shook his head, his shoulders shaking so much that Izuku thought he was about to cry. 


“Hey,” Izuku reached out and placed a hand on his shoulder, “I...1 know what it’s like to suddenly 
be...to have no dream. To suddenly be alone, without even knowing who you are...But you won’t 
actually be alone through this. I’ll be with you, Nejire-senpai will be with you, maybe even da...I 
mean, All Might, can visit! We can’t set a path for you...or even give you that many options, 
but...” 


Shigaraki’s eyes lit up slightly, but he still recoiled slightly from the touch. When he spoke, he 
seemed to doubt everything more and more with every word. “You don’t know that... You don’t 
know what will happen, what...what I could become. What if this is all just one of his visions and it 
ends in an instant, when I least expect it? What....what if I really am evil and any effort is-” 


“Tenko, stop.” Izuku said, maybe a little too forcefully. Seeing Tenko’s doubts eat at him before 
his eyes reminded him far too much of his own dark thoughts back when Bakugou had bullied him, 
or right after All Might had told him he couldn’t be a hero. “This is all real. For better or worse, it’s 
real. We’ll...we’ ll talk more, as long as you need, but...but not here . I can hear the planes taking 
off and landing, and we’re slowing down.” 


Tenko nodded, looking at the driver and nurses, and when he next exchanged a glance with Izuku, 
he looked even more withdrawn within himself. /t’s not a one-day thing, Tenko. Not some miracle 
cure. You need to find out what you want to do with your life and then push forward, always 
forward. I don’t know how long your sentence will be, but you'll have friends outside. I promise. 


The nurses didn’t seem to have understood their conversation in Japanese, but maybe they were 
just blessed with a poker face that Himiko would have commended. There I go, thinking about her 
again. I’m worried, so worried, but also...what if it was all a bluff? Can...can I back down from 
arresting her? It wouldn’t be the right thing to do , but...isn’t it also doing good to help her? 
Maybe...maybe if I went to therapy and told the psychologist about her problems as if they were 
mine...No, that would probably just hurt us both....I need a solution, I need to think of something... 


The two were wheeled across a stretch of tarmac, two rows of hangars beside them. There weren’t 
any visible airport or airfield markings, and none of the flights seemed commercial; all were either 
private jets or small military aircrafts. In the horizon he saw mountains very, very far away, but he 
had no way of knowing what mountain range they belonged to. Jt might as well be the middle of 

nowhere; I recognize nothing . Not the mountains, not the planes, not the town on the other side... 


They saw an ambulance parked beside a medium cargo plane, painted white, with a golden 
caduceus symbol on the tailfin; clearly a medical plane. Only for us? Or...or is Kacchan really in 
such a bad state? 


Izuku saw him then, as some paramedics moved a big stretcher from the ambulance up the plane’s 
ramp. Even with the entire body covered in bandages and plaster, his hair was free, that spiky 
blond hair Izuku could have known anywhere in the world. He let out a breath he had not known he 


was holding, and felt even more relief after being wheeled into the plane, when he saw that 
Bakugou was not shifting his position or talking. He’s alive and well and asleep...Maybe I'll catch 
some sleep on the plane, too- 


“DEKU!” If he’d had any more energy, Izuku would have jumped up from the wheelchair. 
“Motherfucker...They didn’t tell me you were coming too...SHIGARAKI? YOU TOO? The hell? 
Isn’t this urgent or-” He was interrupted by a nurse speaking in Mandarin, which he promptly 
ignored, “Oi! OI! What’s the deal?” 


“We’re going to Japan!” Izuku yelled back, not knowing if he’d be wheeled beyond Bakugou’s 
earshot, but it was unnecessary, as he was soon helped onto a comfortable leather seat and helped 
by a nurse to connect a new IV drip into his arm. Soon he was feeling a little bit better. 


The plane’s interior was a cool medical grey, with light blue accents, and it looked almost 
futuristic, like something out of a dream Mei could have. There was good medical equipment all 
around, which Izuku begrudgingly knew about due to his time spent in hospitals, and Izuku saw a 
surgeon and a team of nurses take their places in some nearby seats. [f anything happens, they’re 
here for us. 


Tenko sat next to him, grimacing with the injection but easing into the seat later, his hands loose 
on the armrests. He looked to the wall, annoyed at the lack of a window. “Japan, eh?” 


“You’re not headed for Fiji or anything, motherfucker. You’re with us till the end of line. After 
that...who knows, eh?” 


Nobody spoke for a long, long time. The plane took off and flew steadily, and Izuku did not know 
when or where they would end up. He hoped for Tokyo, but he had no way of knowing. Stupid, I 
can’t know unless I ask! “Umm...excuse me?” Izuku tried with Mandarin, and a nurse quickly 
rushed to his side, looking at him inquisitively. “Could you please...please tell me where we’ Il 
land?” 


“Tokyo military airbase!” The nurse gave it an earnest try in Japanese, smiling. He was one of 
Bakugou’s nurses, from the ambulance, and somewhat reminded Izuku of Kaminari. Maybe it’s the 
eyes. “Commander Tsukauchi will meet us there, he’ II talk more with the officers we bring. 
They’ re riding nearer to the cockpit.” His Japanese exhausted, the nurse switched to Mandarin, 
speaking loud and clear, and Izuku got absolutely everything. 


“T-thanks.” Izuku groaned back, and the nurse left, returning to his post. Tsukauchi is meeting us, 
then? Will our families be tehre too? Our friends? The doctor said Tsukauchi had told 
everyone...But...but...It’s no use worrying about that. I'll still ask him for help with Himiko. To 
bring a cruiser for it, lend me some cuffs, and then we talk. Yeah! 


The plane’s interior started to feel tense. All three of them were awake, but nobody was speaking, 
or switched off with headphones. There was so much to talk about; all three of them had things to 
say, things to ask, and Izuku had no idea how to start. 


“Come on, you fucking bastard, I know you wanna say something dumb. “Oh how tables have 
turned” or “Oh Kacchan, Recovery Girl will be so mad at you’. Shut it, Deku, I don't wanna hear 
it!” Bakugou said, his voice muffled under the bandages, talking at last, his rude voice cutting 
through the tension Izuku had felt. 


“T would never!” Izuku replied, almost laughing, “I have a big sympathy for anyone wearing casts, 
Kacchan! Especially full body ones...I hope you don't get any itches because you're not supposed to 
scratch.” Now that he’d started talking, it all felt easy. 


“IT KNOW. Just get to your damn seat, man.” 


“Tam at my seat!” Izuku said, and he heard Bakugou grumble something about sound reverb and 
echo before he continued, “But honestly...I'm glad you're okay, Kacchan. That thing I did with my 
blood was-” 


“Pretty fucking stupid? Reckless? Annoyingly brave and admirable but also braindead?” Oh yeah, 
it was all of those...And I'd do it again in a heartbeat. For you, for mom, for All Might, for 
anyone. 


“..yeah. I'll take that as praise, okay? I guess now I know how much I can really give!” How much 
had the doctor said...half again as much as it was safe? Maybe next time I'll donate blood 
responsibly. Maybe. 


For a long time, Bakugou didn't talk. Izuku knew he was thinking his words, and decided it was 
best to be thankful for that instead of interrupting. Eventually, Bakugou found the words, and 
spoke. 


“T'm not gonna say I'm glad you're okay, that you two are okay, because that sounds lame. But it's a 
relief. Fuck me, I really thought we'd die.” Including Tenko there? Thank you, Kacchan, thank you. 


“But we didn't. I'm...I'm also happy you survived, never thought I'd say that.” Tenko said, his voice 
distant. Izuku had never expected Tenko to butt in on the conversation, but he was glad he had. 
The relationship between him and Bakugou had improved markedly, so much so that Izuku now 
believed they would not try to kill each other openly if there was a chance! "We won, but what 
now? What happens next?” 


Izuku knew what to say, what might end the conversation, but leave a comfortable silence and let 
them all rest in the trip back. A trip back...did I even consider a trip back, when we were fighting? 
Not at the end. But here I am, every muscle feels like it’s made of acid and the painkillers they have 
me on feel way too good for me to lower my guard around them...And we’re going back. “We go 
home, all of us.” 


Chapter End Notes 


Just a couple chapters left now. Hope the story has been good so far! Thanks for 
reading! 


Reunions, backseats and hospital beds 


Three days passed from the moment Inko Midoriya had known her son was alive. Three days of 
stress and bittersweetness, of pride and victory, and so much worry. It had been too much to bear 
alone, so Toshinori had been living with her for the past three days, their every moment shared. 


And Inko felt stronger now that she wasn’t facing the situation alone. The Chinese drip fed them 
information on Izuku’s condition, little by little, slowly assuring Inko that Izuku was alive, then 
stable, then, miraculously, free from any lasting bone or tendon damage. 


The doctor, a nice lady by the name of Yuexin, had explained in her emails that Izuku had simply 
not used enough of his own power to result in such damage, and all he was dealing with was 
muscle tears and inflammation. It had brought Inko to tears, both of joy and distress; her baby boy 
had grown to a point where he’d endured the fight of a lifetime without lasting harm...but he was 
probably in constant pain, and that gave Inko grief. 


With Toshinori around, she’d managed to keep the worst of her doubts and insecurities, and the 
two had ended up looking at the positives of it all, instead of wallowing alone in misery. They’d 
even shared some wine, raising a toast to their son...And goddamn did it feel right to call Izuku a 
son to both of them. 


Of course, that glass of rosé, to victory, had not been the last one, and that night they had added 
something else to the list of things that belonged to both of them; their bed. 


They’d spent a morning hungover but happy, crying for hours and yet full of life, full of ideas and 
the energy to make them a reality. All sorts of activities with Izuku, to bring them all closer, to 
cherish him closely now that he would return to them; camping, cooking with the families of his 
friends, visiting hero conventions. 


It had become a time of dreaming faster than Inko had realized, and her excitement only grew when 
Tsukauchi summoned them to a hospital near the airbase that Izuku and Katsuki and Shigaraki had 
left from. They had climbed onto Toshinori’s car and sped down the road, reaching the hospital 
early, with Mitsuki and Masaru Bakugou arriving a few minutes later, along some young people 
that Inko vaguely recognized as being Izuku’s upperclassmen; an adorable, pointy eared, anxious 
young man, a beefy sunshine teen, and a pretty gal with blue hair whose attention had suddenly 
been caught by a passing cargo truck with a funny logo. 


Inko felt a bit bad about making Izuku’s friends wait, but she preferred to have that reunion at 
home and not here. /t’/l be just us here, and that’s alright! 


Tsukauchi appeared the very second he’d asked for the meeting, striding through the hospital 
doors confidently, trench coat catching the wind. He looked a bit older than when Inko had last 
seen him, undoubtedly due to stress, but he also looked proud, accomplished. Izuku and a young 
man in grey prison overalls followed him at a distance, and there was no sign of young Katsuki. 


“Thanks for meeting us here. Mr. and Mrs. Bakugou, Mrs. Midoriya, Big 3, Toshinori...It’s all 
over. We won this, and the boys are here!” As if waiting for his signal, Izuku rushed from behind 
Tsukauchi, bringing both Inko and Toshinori into a huge, warm hug. And they hugged him back, 
tears flowing freely. 


He’s free. Free from that damn blood feud. From Toshinori’s mistakes. From the League of 
Villains and that threat against him. He’s free to be a hero now, to live his dream...I’ve never been 


prouder, never been happier...Oh, Izuku... Inko sobbed even harder, Toshinori softly rubbing her 
back and crying himself a bit less than Inko. 


Behind them, she saw the boy in prison clothes take a couple hesitant steps, then break into a run. 
The blue haired girl met him halfway and hugged him hard. The boy returned the hug, embracing 
her somewhat awkwardly; he was clearly not used to affectionate touch...or any kind of touch, 
given the strange gloves he wore. It looked very sweet, full of love, even if those two didn’t know 
it yet, it was plain to see. 


“Young Katsuki is in a room close to here, please follow me, Bakugous. Sansa, can you please stay 
with them?” Tsukauchi said, motioning towards the hospital’s sleek glass entrance, and a 
lieutenant with a cat head that Inko hadn’t noticed before stepped forward, keeping an attentive eye 
on the boy in prison fatigues. 


Mitsuki and Masaru hurried to join Tsukauchi and, before walking in, he turned back momentarily, 
looking at Inko, All Might and Izuku with a soft smile on his face. Inko wanted to thank the man; 
even if he’d had a big role in Izuku leaving to fight AFO, Tsukauchi had as much a role in bringing 
him back safely. Consider yourself an honorary Midoriya now, chief! You brought my son home! 


The hug lasted for a long, long while. Inko cried hard, bittersweet tears and tears of exhaustion, 
even tears of victory, and her son matched her, teardrop by teardrop. Her poor baby had suffered so 
much, she knew. Seen so much. Maybe too much. His eyes were so haunted when he looked away 
from Inko and into the distance, and she didn’t know if he was back in that fight within his mind, 
or if he had other worries. 


“Tzuku...oh Izuku...we were so worried, so so worried...” Inko started, when she could finally 
speak, holding onto her son’s shoulders and looking at his face. She noticed his new haircut now, 
which looked rather stylish in her eyes, and she noticed the dark bags under his tired eyes. She saw 
how his smile pushed past everything he’d lived through, how hope was still there, still strong, still 
overwhelming. 


He’d only been gone a week or so and yet, he had changed. Nobody could have gone through such 
a thing unscathed, and she saw that all over Izuku. The bruises, the bandages, the new scars. The 
small glimmer of pride whenever he looked at the boy in the prison uniform, that said “I turned 
him’. The soft confidence of his win erasing some of the doubts she’d seen on his face recently. 


“But now you’re here. Now you’re home, with us. And we couldn’t be prouder!” Izuku’s eyes 
shone with a simple, innocent joy at the recognition, at his win being acknowledged, at being the 
hero he’d always wished to be. His eyes shone until Inko’s vision became too blurry and watery to 
see them, and she cried openly again. 


“Mom, dad...I’m just...so glad to...to be back. To have lived.” Izuku’s voice was still a bit hoarse, 
and Inko hated to hear the fear in those words, to know her baby had felt he would not return. 


“You won, Izuku! Son...you did what I could not. I...1’m so sorry!” 


“All Might!” Izuku saw that Toshinori was sobbing too and wrapped him up in a tight hug, and 
seeing his kindness, seeing his love, it all made Inko cry more and more. 


Officer Sansa remained to the side, respectfully giving the family some space, watching instead 
how the big beefy blonde had picked up the young prisoner and spun him in the air. Inko didn’t 
quite know what to think of the three heroes but the prisoner...She realized it was Tomura 
Shigaraki, the one Izuku had so skillfully turned into an ally. When her eyes crossed with his, she 
saw a very, very conflicted young man. 


A young man full of doubts, of worries, of an inner struggle. A young man that had been fueled by 
anger and revenge and death and now had nothing...unless he saw what was around him. Inko 
wasn’t quite as quick to forgive as Izuku, and she knew that Shigaraki had done much harm, 
caused much pain. But if he found himself and started a new path, who knew where he might end? 
If the path Shigaraki takes includes giving the anxious boy a hug, it’d be best, nobody has hugged 
him yet and that’s unfair. 


“Mom...I...my legs still hurt a bit. Did you park nearby?” Izuku said, patting his legs with a 
grimace. 


“Oh, yes! Just around the corner. Will it be okay to just leave?” Inko asked, looking around for 
officer Sansa, who nodded quickly and gave her a thumbs up. 


“Yeah. They are umm...taking Tenko to jail soon and later in the evening I’m having a meeting 
with Tsukauchi but he said it’s fine to go home and see everyone now.” 


“Do you...did they ask you to keep some parts secret? I won’t tell anyone if you ask me not to, son, 
just like with One for All.” It had not been a difficult secret to keep, Inko had found. All she had to 
do was call it “Superpower”, like Izuku’s paperwork did, and nobody batted an eye. Some implied 
that it was simply him inheriting All Might’s power, given how close the two were, and at this 
point she didn’t much care about people implying she had something with Toshinori. Because I 
have something...though the timeline wouldn't fit at all for him being Izuku’s dad. Not like that, at 
least. 


“Some parts but...V’1 tell you all I can, okay? Just not out here.” Izuku said, “Hey, Tenko? I'll see 
you soon, okay?” Izuku waved at the former villain and the three heroes around him, “Bye senpais! 
We'll catch up soon!” 


Shigaraki waved back, a weak smile on his face, caught off guard completely by Izuku’s gesture. It 
warmed Inko’s heart. 


She started guiding Toshinori and Izuku back to the parking lot, wondering how they would all fit 
in Toshinori’s car, realizing she’d never really given much thought to the back seats. Probably 
cause I was more focused on those blue eyes or his big hands on the steering wheel and stick 
shift...Inko, your situational awareness needs work! 


Then Toshinori stopped, giving Inko a soft pat on the shoulder. “Id like to have a quick word with 
young Tenko, before we leave...Can you wait for me?” 


“Sure thing, Toshinori!” Inko answered, happily, meeting his eyes. It was probably too intimate a 
thing for Izuku, who coughed and looked away, scratching the back of his neck just like his friend 
Hitoshi. Oh baby boy, you’re picking traits of your friends when embarrassed now? I’m so sorry if 
we’re a bit ummm...saccharine... 


Toshinori gave her the car keys and a smile, then a quick laugh, and he turned back, making a 
beeline for the entrance, where the two boys of the Big 3 had drifted a few meters apart from 
Shigaraki and the girl, who had sat down at a bench. If there were benches, why did you want to 
get to the car, Izuku? For more privacy? 


They walked a short way further into the parking lot and quickly found the big muscle car and, 
with a click of the keys, they unlocked it and walked into the passenger seats. It wasn’t exactly a 
spacious sedan, but both Midoriyas fit comfortably enough. 


“Okay...mom, I... want to tell you everything I can, okay? I want to...to tell you all I’ve been 


through. All I'll tell my friends when we see them in a few. All I’m allowed to say.” He gave a sigh 
and Inko saw how heavily it weighed on him, so she put a hand on his shoulder and urged him on, 
to tell his tale. 


And tell he did. He did not spare any detail of the trip to China, or the twin heroes they met, and 
how he felt about them; they seemed secretive, even duplicitous, but they had been brave in battle, 
noble even. He told her about the war camp, and the three days he spent with Katsuki and Tenko, 
and explained that the young man was very intent on reclaiming his identity, so Inko made a note 
to only refer to him as Tenko Shimura from then on. 


By then Toshinori had joined them, taking his place at the driver’s seat, leaning around to join the 
conversation.He quickly explained that he’d talked with Tenko about his heritage, and thanked him 
for ending All for One. “I...I thanked him. Not as a hero, no, but as a man who failed. He finished 
my fight, thanks to you and young Bakugou.” 


“And the Dragon Twins.” Izuku added, before diving fully into the battle against All for One. He 
seemed bothered when he mentioned AFO’s message, which Inko had also seen on her phone and 
TV, but he talked calmly about their helicopter being shot down, almost as if it had happened to 
someone else and he was just repeating what he’d been told. He even smiled when he said he’d 
ended up pushing Katsuki off the craft as it hurtled to the ground. 


Of course, Inko was absolutely terrified about the whole thing and only Izuku being there calmed 
her down. Jumping out of a burning helicopter? Jeus fucking Christ and I’m not even a 
Christian...oh Izuku you brave, reckless...hero? I don’t know. Please don’t try that again... 


Toshinori’s face was full of concern as Izuku told them about the next part of the battle, where All 
for One used several Quirks to taunt them and drive them into skirmishes with a force of villains 
he’d taken over. Toshinori knew those Quirks, Inko was sure, and he’d likely been on the receiving 
end of them. But eventually, the heroes had crossed the maze of rock cliffs and fog, with Izuku and 
Katsuki beating a trio of brothers who, in Izuku’s assessment, would have turned the fog into an 
electric trap and killed them, if given half a chance. 


Then Izuku had interrupted himself, all embarrassed, saying that the Chinese government didn’t 
hold him or the others accountable for the damage done to the environment in a protected habitat. 
To Inko's ears, though, it sounded like the mainlanders would gladly have blown up the entire 
place for the same result Izuku and company got, the ecological damage be damned. 


More and more Inko wished to interrupt and ask Izuku to stop. He was not particularly graphic with 
his details, but Inko knew that the part where he faced All for One approached, and she didn’t 
know if she was brave enough for it. But she held her tongue and hoped her heart could take it, and 
Izuku began that fateful part of the fight. 


He spared them most of the gory details, thankfully. He just mentioned that the Dragon Twins had 
been cruelly murdered, one of them with his own Quirk, which made Inko’s skin crawl on instinct. 
Ever since All for One had been revealed to the public, and poor Ragdoll and Lemillion had lost 
their Quirks, it had been a common, and understandable fear, and Inko felt it now through the tale. 


With the Twins gone, Izuku said, they had all tried their best to adapt and fight, all the strategies 
and tactics thought beforehand evolving to their natural response. He looked haunted as he spoke, 
but without regrets; he knew he had done his best. And at last, Tenko Shimura had placed his 
hands on All for One’s chest and ended the supervillain’s life. 


Toshinori had nothing but praise to give, nothing but smiles. Inko, though, could now see that 
Izuku had survived by the skin of his teeth, and that the win had been very hard won. She was torn, 


between the relief of feeling her son had won his hardest possible fight, and the fear that their could 
still be extremely tough foes out there, comparable to All for One in power, only waiting for the 
right moment to strike. AFO was but one of the most wanted, after all...there are still bad guys out 
there. And Izuku will want to fight them. 


“That...Izuku, ve told you before that I wish that fight had been anyone else’s. And this...all of 
this? It scares me. You had so many close calls with death that ’'m shaking.” She showed them her 
unsteady hands. “I...I want to believe that the worst is behind us. Do you believe that? Toshinori?” 


“Yes, I do.” Toshinori answered, solemnly, “With this, at least, some of the past is dead. The future 
is Izuku’s now. I’m sure you’ll have enemies; power calls to power, and ambitious people will see 
you as an obstacle. And evil...some evils can never be fully eradicated, and will need fighting. And 
I’m sure you’ll be ready!” 


“T...thanks! I...I at least feel like I can finish school in peace now, before worrying about anything 
else?” Izuku said, flashing a brief smile, “I want to believe we’re done for a while, at least, too.” 


“You deserve a rest, son!” Inko said, giving his hand a little squeeze. His unbroken hand. Swollen 
and bruised, sure, but unbroken. And he had used more than half his total power! Inko was sure 
Mei would be overjoyed about it, just like she was. “Let’s go home. Your friends are all there, and 
there is a ton of food, too! Katsudon, pizza, pasta, kebabs, a few burgers...Mei and the Yaoyorozu 
girl got a catering service and all!” 


Izuku’s eyes sparkled at the mention of food, and his stomach growled. He nodded eagerly, and a 
minute later they were cruising down the road, back home. Sure, Izuku would have a drive with 
Tsukauchi later, probably to talk about stuff he couldn’t tell them about, but before that happened, 
he’d get a chance to eat, see his friends, change his clothes, maybe even take a quick nap. He’d be 
home. 


Katsuki wasn’t used to hospitals. The small wounds and scrapes he’d taken at UA had never 
landed him a full day in Recovery Girl’s infirmary, and the lengthiest medical examination had 
been a few hours after his kidnapping. Besides that, all healthcare had been quick and to the point. 


Three days of surgeries in China, interspersed with talks with the army guy and some doctor 
woman, with breaks to eat shitty hospital food that tasted like wet cardboard, and then a bumpy 
plane ride, still in a full body cast, to arrive in Japan and straight away be punched again by 
Recovery Girl’s niece who happened be working on a short contract at the hospital they were 
brought to...Katsuki was not exactly happy or in his element. 


But to the doctors’ credit, an hour after arrival in Japan he’d been freed from the full body cast and 
even given a stick to scratch his back with. It had been absolute bliss...for all of ten seconds, before 
he was instructed to remain in his bed and get new bandages. He’d raged about how his bones felt 
good as new and they’d argued that it was only the chemical cocktail in his veins keeping him 
from collapsing back into the bed once the healing Quirks reached their full effects. 


Thus he’d been pissed off when Deku and Shigaraki had come to say goodbye, and not been 


exactly friendly with either, which he later regretted, given how unlikely he was to see the ex- 
villain and to think his last impression had been so negative. At least he’d see Deku again and tell 
him, “Oh that was a friendly “Fuck off and I hope you break both legs and get a cast as itchy as 
mine were!” I said, Deku, it was just banter!”, with Shigaraki he’d need to visit to apologize...so he 
wouldn’t. 


Given his worse condition, compared to Deku and Shigaraki, he’d been told to stay the night at the 
hospital, and Tsukauchi, who’d been with them since landing, quickly told his parents and 
arranged everything for his friends to visit. 


His parents had arrived first, and he’d never seen such a powerful, overwhelming mix of fierce 
pride, absolute fear and a never ending sense of relief that manifested in every touch, every smile, 
every word they spoke. They’d been completely terrified by the battle, he knew, and they saw how 
close it all was to disaster, but they had their son with them, now. They were together, and the 
“what ifs” were for chumps. 


He’d cried when talking to them. When telling them of how afraid he had been, of the pain he had 
suffered, hell, he’d even told them about the overwhelming desire to scratch his goddamn back 
while he had the cast on. And he smiled, he smiled while telling about a victory that wasn’t just 
his, he smiled when telling them about how Deku had saved him from bleeding out. 


He did frown a bit when telling them that Shigaraki was, ultimately, just as responsible for all three 
being rescued by the Chinese, and got a small, half hearted reprimand from his mom in return; “I 
didn’t raise you to be an asshole WHEN IN A HOSPITAL, Katsuki!” 


She didn’t seem too bothered by whom he’d been an asshole to, though. 


Of course, being all weepy and open with his folks had not lasted, and eventually their coddling 
and worrying had started to annoy him beyond words, when they’d started to find strange things to 
muse about and be thankful for, with his return. He had seriously considered using the “call nurse” 
button and asking for a burly nurse to dropkick his dad out the room after he had laughed and said 
he was glad that Katsuki had not lost all his hair in the battle. 


Thankfully, his friends had arrived then. They were a different, more manageable kind of annoying 
than his parents, though he could see just how much shit they’d gone through themselves, 
emotionally. Jirou and Kaminari were quiet, sticking together, looking exhausted, Sero looked 
frustrated, Ashido wore her heart on her sleeve and cried the most. And Eijirou... 


Katsuki had missed him the most. To see him again made everything right again, made it all worth 
it. Now he really knew the fight was over. “?M SO GLAD YOU?RE OKAY?!” he said, rushing 
over to his side. In an instant, his hand reached for Katsuki’s cheek and he smiled, so bright, so 
perfectly, with those stupid little shark teeth... 


“Yeah, yeah, I’m okay.” Katsuki said, smiling too. He reached and touched Eijirou’s hand, as best 
he could with the bandages in the way, but his fingertips still felt his boyfriend’s warmth. “I’m not 
dead, got it? I fucking survived! WE WON!” 


Katsuki let out a laugh that turned to painful coughing, and caused Ejjirou, his parents and the 
burly nurse he had imagined dropkicking his dad all to rush to his side and check he was okay. He 
was, but his ribs hurt like a bitch when he laughed or yelled, so he decided to limit himself to just 
talking. 


His friends all asked questions about the fight, so he gave them the most complete version he 
could. He didn’t tell them too much of All for One’s more personal attacks, though. They didn’t 


need to know specifics. Only Eijirou would know, and that would be later...when Katsuki himself 
had processed the fight entirely. 


Or when the night terrors made it necessary to explain. 


To their credit, his friends all respected his story. They cheered for him when he bragged about his 
actions, and they nodded respectfully when he told them about the others. Ashido even got sad for 
the Twins, even with Katsuki assuring them all that he had never trusted them much. 


In truth, he was much more affected by their deaths than he’d let on. The primal fear of having his 
Quirk turned against him and dying would haunt him, even when he knew there was nobody 
around that could steal his Quirk, not anymore. Unless... 


“The fucker that attacked Shibuya. Tsukauchi...he got a phone call about it while they were 
bringing us in. What...are you surprised I could overhear that? I’m high on painkillers, not some 
noise cancelling drug, you dumbasses!”’ 


Their faces had been uneasy, then. Especially Ashido and Sero, who looked absolutely dejected. 
He knew at a glance that they had not fought at Shibuya and neither had Eijirou; there wasn’t any 
of that self-doubting, introspective brooding that clawed at his mind with every big fight, with his 
own mind trying to convince himself that he wasn’t worthy. 


In contrast, he knew that Jirou and Kaminari had been there. In the area, if not the fight itself, and 
they’d probably met the full force of civilians panicking... 


“They’re releasing a statement in an hour or so, interviewing Endeavor and Hawks!” Ashido 
answered. She seemed to be looking forward to it, to finding out a sliver of truth. And now Katsuki 
wanted to know, too. 


So they talked in the time before the statement was set to broadcast. He’d already told them all 
about the fight, so he now spoke about the food, and the landscapes, and the planes, and even 
about Deku’s stupid haircut. Opinions of it were mixed, with Sero and Masaru saying it probably 
looked awesome, and the others in various degrees of apprehension. 


“He was our wholesome neighbor kid! Running around with a haircut like he’s in a tacky Beijing 
boyband? I’d never have believed it.” Mitsuki announced, causing even Katsuki to laugh, at the 
expense of his pained ribs. 


“Guys, guys! It’s starting!” Sero said, interrupting the talk. By then everyone had picked up a chair 
from a nearby lounge, with the nurse begrudgingly agreeing to it, as long as they didn’t yell or 
laugh too loudly and bother other patients. While his other friends sat down on chairs, Eijirou 
joined Katsuki at the bed, sitting on the edge, looking over his shoulder at Katsuki with a 
tenderness in his eyes that would have made Katsuki gag a year back. Now he liked that look. 


“This fight...Man, Katsuki, you had us all spooked...” 


“Well, it’s over now, no use crying over fucking spilled milk.” He grinned, “It...it was a good fight. 
Even if it was literal hell too. I...I think I understand Deku a bit more now and Shig...no, and 
Shimura . It’s...it’s weird. I have accepted them as...as different people than what they once were, I 
think. I... don’t think it might make me be especially polite with them or anything but...” 


“You’ve changed, you know?” Ejjirou said, his bright smile showing off his teeth. “I like it. 
You’re...you’re even more of a hero now. Ground Zero...Man, I love that name! Manly as hell!” 


On the TV, Endeavor and Hawks were starting to talk. Aggressive and powerful, agile and 


cunning, they were a weird duo that Katsuki couldn’t understand at all. Except for the part where 
Hawks was apparently dating Endeavor’s daughter, so some kind of relation was expected. But no, 
it looked like they had each other’s back, for better or worse. “You see those two, Eijirou? Pll 
surpass them right away. I'll show those crusty old idiots how it’s done! I helped take down a man 
with hundreds of Quirks, and they? Just people with one Quirk eac-” 


“The villain they fought had multiple Quirks.” Sero interrupted, and Katsuki instantly glued his 
eyes to the screen. Multiple Quirks? That means a Nomu, or maybe...That doctor Deku mentioned, 
AFO’s doctor...He died. A sniper blew off his brains, right? He can’t be around anymore, no...It 
had to be some old experiment, some... 


“the villain leader, Nine, had clear ties with All for One, through a man called Garaki. Garaki 
was All for One’s doctor, and the mastermind behind the Nomus that terrorized our cities these 
past couple years...”” Hawks spoke clearly, with confidence and charisma. Katsuki knew it was an 
act and yet he still felt comforted by his manner, if not his words. “Nine had several Quirks, of 
which we saw at least seven in our battle.”” Hawks then listed six Quirks, some offensive, some 
defensive, some passive that he assumed were there. 


“And the seventh? Motherfucker, what did you see that you can’t tell?” 


It was Ashido who answered, her voice much, much gloomier than usual, “Nejire-senpai told me 
and...I guess it won’t be public knowledge but...Nine almost stole her Quirk.” 


The world seemed to grow dim in an instant, dim and muffled. One moment his vision was filled 
by his hospital room’s screen and the next it had tunneled, and all he could see was the ugly roof 
panels and a light panel. If his mind had not been too busy with the revelation, he’d have known he 
was passing out, losing consciousness. 


There’s more like All for One out there. Maybe the doctor just made Nine but...if there was a way 
to replicate it, if there was a way to make another AFO Quirk...There have to be records. Samples. 
Prototypes.There could be more of them out there... 
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“Just read the lines, and it’1l go by quickly. Got any plans after this?” Hawks asked, casually, as the 
makeup technicians worked on him and a wardrobe guy fiddled with his jacket collar. 


Enji didn’t let them do anything to his costume or his face, bearing the bruises and bandages 
proudly. If he was to be a mouthpiece, then at least he’d show the world what he’d been through. 
He gave the speech written for him yet another glance, marvelling at how it sounded exactly like 
his words, as if he’d written them himself...except they weren’t, and he’d likely chosen a much 
more laconic speech in the style of his “Just watch me” of the prior year. Maybe I’d have just said 
“Villains, you saw what happened. Fuck around and find out.”” Hmmm...maybe not. But I'll keep 
that one-liner for a rainy day. 


“T’ll be ready, Hawks. And after this...[ don’t know. My team is strategizing some patrol routes and 
a few raids against known groups, they can handle it alone. Shouto is at his friend’s house, waiting 
for him, what was his name...Midoriya. Deku.” Enji said, frowning at the young hero’s name 
almost escaping his memory. Hawks motioned for the makeup crew to give them a few minutes to 
talk alone, and Enji continued, “Deku...what do we know of their mission so far? About Operation 
SKYWALKER?”’ 


Hawks gave him a lazy grin and replied, “It was a success. AFO is dead. I don’t know how, the 
Commission didn’t tell me much...but their silence means a lot of things, Endeavor.” Hawks 
winked secretively, “One, the Chinese haven’t told them all, and that has them off balance. Two, 
Tsukauchi’s little project turned into a huge success against all odds and with a tiny budget. Shit, it 
was probably just Tsukauchi’s phone bill and a couple tanks of gas, the Chinese did most of the 
spending! Three, the Commission will want to take as much credit as possible...and do it now. All 
for One is dead, and the entire Japanese government will rejoice . And the HPSC will tell them.” 


“Clever. So we give them a message that we’re still standing, and then she tells the world that their 
bogeyman bit the dust.” Enji said, tapping the sheet of paper with his lines again. Understanding 
the plan gave him a bit more confidence on the lines themselves, and hoped they’d work. 


As a hero, he was often frustrated at the reactive nature of his work. Unless a villain group had 
been staked out and researched thoroughly, and a raid was organized, most of hero work was 
reacting to incidents reported. And that could mean casualties, collateral damage, even other heroes 
dead. 


Enji didn’t get bogged down by the damage or the dead. He did his job with all his power, all his 
strength, all his effort, so his frustrations were seldom the what ifs of a battle. Instead, he’d always 
struggled with his worth, with his prestige, how the world appreciated the results he got. And to be 
reactive felt like the grossest waste of his talent and Quirk. 


So he had to be a deterrent. The face of state violence, for villains to fear, so they’d spend every 
waking hour afraid of getting burnt to ashes. All Might may have never spoken about it, but that 


had been the power of the Symbol of Peace, that fear he created inside villains. And now, if the 
villains could see that heroes had killed All for One and someone nearly as powerful, and on the 
same day, they might fear as much as they had when All Might was around. The HPSC might be 
tired of me, of Hawks...but we’re their face now, with this. You may hide the kids who fought All 
for One, and that only pushes us further...I should still settle my scores, change what I can. Be a 
father, for once. 


“So I guess I’m having a solo patrol after this. Not sure what route. ’ve got some stuff to think 
about, things I want to discuss with Shouto, Natsuo and Fuyumi.” 


“Is one of those things how I’m such an awesome son-in-law?” Hawks said, raising his eyebrows 
mockingly and laughing. 


“You’re the only one who hasn’t approached Fuyumi for fame, wealth or power, so...” Enji said, 
with a sigh. He hated how much he had affected Fuyumi’s life, through neglect and pain and being 
responsible for her growing up the last ten years without her mother around. You may be a strange 
hero, and a strange man, sneaky and deadly, but at least with Fuyumi you’re honest. And I guess 
you’re my friend. Maybe the only one...“You might be more annoying than those useless 
bootlicks, Hawks.” 


“Buuuut???” Hawks asked, unbelievably smug. 


“But you’re alright. Maybe...maybe I can organize a barbecue. Something during the day, get 
Shouto and Natsuo to bring over their girlfriends. You’re invited.” 


“Will you cook some burgers with your flames? ve always wondered about their use for food 
cooking and grilling and such....” 


Enji gave a disapproving shake of his head, “Hawks, we’re not animals. We’re grilling with 
propane . It burns clean and one can actually taste the meat instead of the charcoal.” The both 
grinned, and Hawks motioned back the makeup crew, who were quickly done with him. Soon they 
were both walking out into a well-lit auditorium, filled to the brim with reporters and cameras. 


Most of them were Japanese, but there were a fair number of international reporters, too, a lot more 
than in usual official statements. Some had photo cameras, others video, some just phones and a 
surprising number of camera drones flying around noiselessly. More and more, Enji felt that 
technology outpaced him; after the relative stagnation in phones, computers and robotics of most of 
his life, in just a few years it all had started speeding up. It’s the industry. Detnerat, OCP, people 
like that friend of Shouto with the weird pink hair...At this rate I'll have trouble even texting soon. 


“Welcome, reporters and news agencies of Japan and the world, to the official statement regarding 
the attack at Shibuya Crossing three days ago, as well as statements on the Hero Public Safety Plan 
for the rest of the year, and Operation SKYWALKER.” Chairwoman Ishigami spoke from a 
podium, to the left of the table set up for Enji and Hawks. 


The reporters erupted with questions, trying to be heard above each other, microphones aimed at 
the stage, but Ishigami quieted them down with a raised hand and a smile. “All in good time, ladies 
and gentlemen, we’ll answer every doubt in time. For now, please introduce yourselves, for the 
audience.” 


“The Flame Hero: Endeavor.” 


“And I’m the Winged Hero: Hawks.” Hawks spoke seriously and his gaze was intes¢nse. Are you 
letting the dead get to you? Are you angered on their behalf? Or is this an act? Are you playing a 


game here? Theirs? Or your own game? 


“You may sit down, thank you. Where were you when the attack happened?” Ishigami asked. The 
polite cheer in her voice from just a few seconds ago had been replaced by a “good cop” 
interrogator’s neutrality. 


“In the very centre of the Crossing, right where the attack happened.” He could vividly recall the 
ruthless attack and the shock after it, and his own reaction. He had acted without hesitation, as 
befitted a hero. 


“A nearby restaurant. I wasn’t on patrol.” Hawks said, “With me at the restaurant were the young 
UA students, and fully licensed heroes, Frostburn and Philosopher, so I asked them to set up an 
evacuation area. Then I rushed to help.” 


What followed were a series of prompts by Ishigami, directing the heroes step by step in retelling 
their experience of the battle, all following the script. Their lines all worked wonders for the 
reputations of wounded and dead heroes, heaping praise on their actions. Some of them, Enji knew, 
did deserve it. 


He let a quiet anger temper all his words, while Hawks spoke candidly, openly grieving the dead 
and giving energy to the statements pushing them to the forefront. 


“Now, we only know some of the villain’s reasons for attacking. I...1 know everyone wants to 
know why this tragedy happened, to rationalize things. We want someone to blame. I may have 
been a gang less known that perpetrated this attack, but the man guiding his hand was All for 
One!” Hawks said, with a passion that shook Enji to the core. He acts his role, just like how I have 
acted mine. Like how I showed the world the hero, and hid the man, the monster, the abuser. The 
villain I truly was. 


“Shibuya Crossing is the busiest place in our busiest city.” Enji said, every word harsh and 
merciless. He felt his anger grow, but he still spoke clearly, purposefully, “The villains knew that 
thousands of innocents would be there, and that us heroes would be there, too. They were not afraid 
to be captured, or even killed. Their objective was an act of terror, to make us afraid, to make us 
lose hope. Us heroes fought them.” 


“An act of terror dictated by All for One. Their connections are deep, very deep, we have learned. 
The villain leader, Nine, had clear ties with All for One, through a man called Garaki. Garaki was 
All for One’s doctor, and the mastermind behind the Nomus that terrorized our cities these past 
couple years...” Hawks said, leaning into his microphone, his sharp eyes burning with anger. Enji 
no longer knew if it was the script, but Ishigami was not stopping him. 


“A man that preyed on our children for these Nomus! He went by many aliases; Tsubasa, 
Ujiko...He was a well respected doctor in public, but behind closed doors, he played god, turning 
corpses and stolen Quirks into monsters. Endeavor and I nearly died battling one of those, many 
more were captured at Tartarus, where “Garaki” was killed...if that was even his true name. And 
what else did this doctor do, what other experiments?” 


Enji knew what to say, how to help Hawks keep his speech going. “Nine. Our latest foe.” 


“Nine had several Quirks, of which we saw at least seven in our battle.” Hawks said, almost 
calmly, “Deadliest of all, he could control the weather and make a storm appear from thin air. The 
storm was small, but concentrated the full power of a typhoon within it. Next he had an energy 
shield, which he used liberally and to dangerous effects, saving himself from a quick end by flames 
and energy blasts from the amazing Wave Motion. 


“Purple lasers, too, erupted from his fingers and killed my comrades, killed your sons and 
daughters, fathers and mothers, brothers and sisters, killed my people! Dragons appeared from his 
back, like ghosts, only turning solid to use their jaws. He kept going, superhumanly, so passive 
regeneration Quirks must have been at play, and even when outflanked, he knew where we were 
through a search Quirk...He was deadly. We stopped him, but the price paid was high.” 


The reporters were caught in a trance, quietly waiting for Hawks to continue. When you turn on the 
Commission, will this be how you do it? “All for One gave the orders for Shibuya. His doctor made 
a deadly villain for this, with all the power of the strongest Nomu, and all the ruthless cunning of a 
man. But Garaki is dead. Nine did not survive his injuries, on the way to prison.” 


“And All for One, the architect behind this tragedy, the supervillain that kept us in a state of 
emergency ever since escaping Tartarus, the criminal who held Japan in a shadow grasp for nearly 
a century, the bastard who made us afraid...” Ishigami now commanded the attention of the entire 
hall. Gone was the clean cut, businesslike Ishigami that had given Endeavor and the heroes their 
patrol routes a few days back, this woman spoke with fire and brimstone, flexing her power more 
than ever. “...is dead.” 


The reporter’s silent trance from Hawks’ words, and the breath of anticipation for Ishigami’s 
words, had ended in an instant. The floodgates had opened, the tide had changed. Enji could see 
victory in the eyes of the reporters, he could see retribution. He could see vengeance. 


They all asked questions at the same time, but again Ishigami quieted them down expertly, 
“Gentlemen, ladies, I’m getting to it, never fear! Now, this mission was a top secret affair, so what 
I will reveal will be a surprise for you, but we were never idle against All for One’s threat. A crack 
team of heroes was set up, forgoing the glory of capturing the greatest enemy of our nation, in 
exchange for speed and secrecy. Their identities shall remain hidden, in respect for their wishes. 


“Unknown heroes, they shall remain. Unknown heroes who made contact with all of Asia, 
searching high and low for our enemy. Deep in the mountains of China he was found, and the 
heroes went above and beyond, acting as diplomats and envoys, finding help where there had been 
none. An alliance of heroes, brave but humble, of both nations.” Ishigami took a quick drink of 
water and examined the reaction to her words. 


It was working. The illusion of peace could live on a while longer. “The heroes fought him in the 
mountains in a battle as deadly as All Might’s in Kamino. It was the stuff of legends, I’m told, but 
our heroes want no praise. They fought, some to the death, and in the end, defeated All for One. 
All Might’s mercy for Japan’s nemesis was not repeated, and All for One was killed!” 


They cheered. The reporters cheered the victory, even if deep down their morality might resent the 
death. It was a harsh reality that they would always make a big fuzz about, even when it was 
obvious how every villain would fight with the intent to kill, and most heroes didn’t have the 
luxury of handicapping themselves with less lethal options. The bleeding hearts got heroes killed, 
that was what he thought. 


“Japan prevailed! Japan endured! We are strong, we are brave. We have heroes like Endeavor, like 
Hawks, like the unknowns who gave their lives for us! The time for fear is over, the time of heroes 
is NOW!” 


Home. It all felt...different. In just a few days, the weather had turned warmer, and the skies 
clearer, but that wasn’t the change. The change wasn’t how natural All Might’s car looked in his 
driveway. The change wasn’t any of that, or in the friends that rushed to the driveway to see him, 
and dragged him, laughing and cheering, to the small green area that the apartment building 
tenants shared. 


The change was in him. He had seen death in the face, gruesome and haunting and even liberating. 
He’d lost fellow heroes, and he had seen Tenko take a life, and what he had felt had been relief. He 
knew he would never be quite the same Izuku that had left, not now that he had been touched by 
the shadow of war. 


But that didn’t mean he could feel no joy. That he couldn’t feel his heart filled to the brim with 
warmth as Tenya picked him up for a bear hug, or for the teary eyes shared gaze with Shouto and 
his soft words of welcome, or Hitoshi’s awkward, touch starved embrace. He was home, and his 
heart was happy, even if he knew a part of him had stayed behind in that mountain, a part of him 
that would return in nightmares with all he had seen, all he had heard, all he had felt. 


And there was another part of him somewhere else, too, a part of him that didn’t let him fully relax, 
that kept checking the time and reminding him at what time they would meet if they lost their 
phone or anything unexpected happened. Sunset. by the bakery, on a rooftop. Just a short walk 
away from here, but...I need Tsukauchi to have the patrol car for it...Please, please be there... 


Yet he knew time would only pass slower if he fixated on it, and he’d worry everyone, so he 
focused. He put his whole mind in the moment, in the present, and only then did he truly start 
enjoying himself completely. 


Everyone had brought him to the little park, and, once he’d hugged everyone approximately thirty 
times individually and twenty in group form, and he was completely charged up with warm, 
positive energy, they had asked him about the fight. 


Momo and Mei had asked about more technical stuff, like the helicopters and the contact lenses 
they’d used, while Tenya and Tsuyu had focused on asking about navigation in the cliffs and how 
they'd gotten around them. Hitoshi had asked, very clearly, if the Chinese had been duplicitugous 
and sneaky and Izuku had finally been able to explain just how tense it had all been, how they had 
acted like spies and interrogators at times, even. 


Shouto and Uraraka had asked him about All for One and if he had been manipulated emotionally 
during the battle. With Shouto he understood; he’d been with Izuku at Kamino and felt AFo’s 
presence and “fear” Quirk back then, which now he knew was simply his “Mental Image” Quirk 
working at a subconscious level instead of actively putting images into one person’s mind. 


Uraraka, though, was unexpected. He had not imagined to see her, for some reason, thinking that 
her last words of “friendship” were just a sign they were estranged and there was no way to be 
close again. He’d had plenty of other things on his mind, and deeper, stronger feelings had pushed 
it all away, so now he hoped it was genuinely friendship. “Deku! We got worried! I started 
thinking about all the “Aura” stuff you’d told us about, and how he taunted you at Tartarus, so I 
thought, maybe...he said some things?” 


“He ubh...he did. He said a lot of stuff, I think...1 think he was trying to see what hurt. Talked about 
my father, about All Might and me not being a worthy successor, and about all of you. This...this 
was while we were at the cliffs, and he stopped at one point, but then...but then...” 


“What did he do, Izuku?” Shouto asked, and Izuku told them about the true battle. He added all the 
details he had omitted from his retelling for Inko, hoping she was still giving them all space and 


wouldn’t hear. He spoke about every injury and every moment of pain, and soon found himself 
flanked by Mei and Hitoshi, his “comfort zone”, who gave him the peace of mind needed to give 
every detail about the death of the Twins, and their desperate efforts to corner AFO again. 


He saw Uraraka and Tsuyu wince when he mentioned Bakugou’s injuries, when just a moment 
earlier everyone had given their hearty approval for the explosions prior. In particular, he saw 
Uraraka react the most to Bakugou’s part of the story, and he was glad; he knew how much they 
respected each other, and would support their friendship forever. 


Because of that he also recognized some guilt in her features, and he saw them on Tenya, too, when 
he crossed gazes with Uraraka. He saw how everyone’s expressions changed when talking about 
Tenko, going from distrust to approval, to delight when he finally told them how they had won. Of 
course, none of them would openly say they were happy for a person dying, except maybe Mei or a 
particularly angered Tenya or Hitoshi, but their faces today showed that they approved. 


It had been the only way. And the price had been high. “If there had been any other way...I would 
have wanted to take it. But there wasn’t. He’s gone, gone for good. I hope...I hope this will make 
things better for all of us!” Izuku said, smiling brightly. All the fear was gone in his friends, all the 
dread. The battle he had spoken about would be a thing of the past, a reminder of what he had 
accomplished, of what he had managed to organize. 


A reminder of how he had made his lifelong bully, his villain nemesis, two foreign strangers and 
himself, the unready wielder of One for All, into a team as strong as All Might, and had ended the 
blood feud. The spirits of One for All could rest easy now. 


Especially if he dulled their minds with copious amounts of katsudon, pizza, pasta and everything 
else his mom brought forward. Everyone ate heartily, with gusto, as if they’d all been eating 
hospital food like he had. 


He saw Mei devour two big turkey legs at once, and Hitoshi declaring he would nap on the grass, 
and he saw Uraraka give many, many thanks to everyone for the food (and pack a couple plastic 
containers with it). He laughed out loud seeing Tsuyu swipe a plate of meatballs, one by one, with 
her tongue, and he listened to Momo and Shouto tell of their own battle, enthralled, watching how 
they coordinated the story between them, one talking while the other munched on a hamburger. 


All Might and Inko joined them, too, eating a bit more moderately, but still filling his heart with 
pure joy. They had gotten closer in his absence, the evidence of it was everywhere...and he 
approved. By god he approved. Mom deserves happiness, All Might deserves someone to keep him 
company. I couldn’t bear to imagine my dad alone again... 


His phone had suddenly flashed with messages, so many messages; welcoming messages from 
everyone in class, a few well wishes from the few who had learned about the mission from 2-B, 
like Kendou and Monoma, the latter being unusually polite, putting the class rivalry aside to give 
him heartfelt congratulations. Or maybe the text is sarcastic and I just am not catching the 
tone...I’ll believe he is being sincere this time! 


More messages showed up, with a few from Aizawa, who could barely hide his pride and how 
happy he was that his two “problem students” had returned home in one piece. And a few 
messages down, there was an adorable selfie where Eri had swiped Aizawa’s phone, which showed 
a beaming Eri and a smiling Aizawa, with a much calmer and less sardonic smile than usual. It was 
a joy to see. 


And it also showed that Aizawa was currently wearing ugly pink sweatpants. 


As they all finished eating, conversation flowed naturally. He talked mostly with Tsuyu and 
Shouto, then, trying to get as much information as possible on the attack on Shibuya, both from 
someone who had been there, and someone who had not been so directly involved, while Uraraka 
and Tenya discussed how far back exams had been pushed. Watching those two made Izuku’s 
heart feel a strange sadness, even if he knew he was happy for them and how easy they interacted 
with each other... 


It brought his mind to thoughts of friendship and love and relationships, so of course he checked 
his phone again for the time, hoping against hope there would be a message from Himiko icon the 
screen...and there was none. He felt exhausted, seeing the absence, exhausted and worried and 
upset, completely ready to cry. 


Tenya saw it first. “Everyone! It’s getting late and we have imposed on the Midoriyas far too 
much, eating for hours and hours in their apartment building garden!” he said, the square gestures 
he made with his hands making Izuku smile; there was nothing more mundane, nothing was a 
greater sign of normality at UA, than Tenya’s hand movements. “And Izuku has to be tired! Come 
on, everyone, we have to let him rest before he has his meeting with the police later today!” 


“Yeah, that’s true. ’m somewhat curious to see what Endeavor said on TV...I asked Fuyumi to 
record it, do you want me to send it in a few?” Shouto asked. 


“He’s giving a statement?” Izuku asked, and Shouto nodded, “Yeah! That...that’d be great! Thanks! 
And...thank you, everyone, for everything. It’s...it’s good to be home. I... know it’s sappy and 
dumb but... You guys are my home, all of you.” 


He was too caught up in the positive feelings the reunion filled him with to second guess himself 
and cheesy choices of words, though, and instead heard their answers. 


“Of course! You’re our dear friend and it’s only natural!” 

“Home is where the heart is, kero. We think the same.” 

“You can count on us!” 

“You’re as much family as...well, my actual family, so my home is yours, too, if you want.” 
“We’re so glad to have you back!” 


“Ha! We’re business partners! Of course it feels like a home, we transcended an office 
environment long ago!” 


One by one they left, giving him one last goodbye hug each. Momo and Shouto left together, and 
Uraraka, Tenya and Tsuyu left as a group. Soon only Hitoshi and Mei remained, both having 
sensed there was more to talk about, more that he wanted to talk only with them. 


Hitoshi took his time, still resting on the ground, commenting casually as Izuku and Mei started to 
walk away, “The grass is pretty comfy, man. Not the itchy grass, thank goodness, this one’s damn 
good!” 


Izuku knew he’d be there when he returned, so he started walking, and Mei followed. They left the 
building complex and kept going, aimlessly. “Mei, L..[ won. I won , Mei. It...it hurt, yeah, and I did 
reckless things. I... damaged your Babies, Mei. They didn’t fail me, not even in the end, but I 
dam-” 


“T don’t give a shit about them.” Mei said, her tone quiet. Izuku stopped and looked at her, and 


found her looking at the floor, tears running down her cheeks. He reached out and cleaned them 
away with his sleeve, and Mei looked up at him. “They were the best I could make, Izuku and I...I 
felt they were not enough. I spent all those days apart second guessing every stitch, every metal 
plate, every line on the blueprints...And I hated myself for...for maybe not being good enough.” 


“Mei, |-” 


“T wasn’t good enough , Izuku. Not this time. Not when it mattered. We can...you can...you can 
find someone better. You can call Melissa Shield, or Detnerat or anyone, I...1 FAILED YOU!” Mei 
said, sobbing openly. Izuku had never seen her cry a single tear, let alone anything like this. It 
shook him to the core. 


So he wrapped her in a tight hug. He patted her back as she sobbed, and he whispered how she had 
done amazingly, how her gear had kept him alive, how he owed her his life. She sobbed in denial, 
admitting how scared she had been, “It all got so...so real. Your life, your health...It was all in my 
hands . My mistakes could have cost you everything. I...1 wasn’t just playing at CEO, I wasn’t 
making whimsical little inventions that never mattered. It...it wasn’t about contracts or business 
partnerships or anything. You’re important, Izuku. Fuck, you’re important to me.” 


“T...[ know, you’re important to me too, Mei. You’re my best friend, you’re...you’re the person I 
trust most. That is why I put my life in your hands, okay? I knew you were good enough, you were 
good enough! I’m here, Mei, and that is thanks to you!” 


“Tzuku, you...you...” Mei cried again, even harder, hugging him tightly. 


“Your gear kept my arms safe, and my legs, and...well, everything. And only the items you 
designed for Kacchan gave us the edge to win! Tenko...Tenko used the grenade launcher to get us 
rescued!” Mei separated, looking at Izuku through reddened, irritated eyes. Big, beautiful, sad eyes 
that he never again wished to see tearing up, and he promised to do everything to stop that from 
happening again. 


“Mei, I don’t want Melissa, or some other engineer I’ve never even met. It’s all you. Even the 
underwear and everything...I trust you. Completely. Can you...can you accept that? I’m here, 
you’re here...we’re Hatsume Industries, you and I.” 


A faint, weak smile started to form, as her eyes focused again, slowly, her eyebrows moving to a 
determined expression. “That’s...yes. That’s us. A good team. The best team! The genius in the 
workshop, in the materials lab, in the sewing shop, and the genius in the battle! You and I!” She 
laughed, wiping away the tears and unceremoniously wiping her nose with a rag she carried around. 


“And...my friend. My first friend in who knows how long. My smartest friend...even if my math is 
sometimes too much, even if I’m weird. You...you befriend the weird easy, Izuku. Like with 
Shinsou! He’d agree, I think. My...my best friend. That’s what you are. And...are you sure I didn’t 
fail you?” Her eyes were wide open, pleading, looking for an answer. 


In the moment of truth, had her skill failed? Had her manufacture been sloppy, her metalwork 
insufficient? “Of course you didn’t fail! You’re Mei Hatsume!” 


“T AM! Iam MEI! And I’m smart! Too fucking smart for my own good! Ambitious, ruthless, good 
with sales! That’s me, for fucks sake! I AM MEI HATSUME AND I’M GONNA BE YOUR 
ENGINEER!” Mei said, a huge grin showing up in her face. 


She laughed and laughed, and Izuku again hugged her, a hug of joy and not one to fight doubts. 
People looked at them, and he had no idea what they saw. A young hero and the best 


businesswoman in all of Japan getting hyped up? Two best friends finally free of fear and worry? 
Or maybe...more? 


As they held each other, Izuku considered how easy it would be to kiss Mei, to let the wave of 
excitement and happiness take him, to see what happened. But he was afraid, afraid that it would 
fracture the friendship they had, the trust they had just renewed, by adding deeper feelings into the 
mix. 


It could have been the easiest thing in the world...but the results could have destroyed everything 
they had together. He just hugged Mei and the two laughed and laughed, until they got tired, and 
walked back together. 


She spoke of all her new plans, of armor suits and bipedal tank mechs, of upgrades for the Mei and 
for ideas on how to reverse engineer Quirks with technology. She was speaking about theoretical 
flamethrowers stronger than Endeavor’s flames when they saw her dad had come by to pick her up, 
and she walked away, giving Izuku one last quick hug and a huge smile. 


“Just you wait, Izuku! Our success will scare the world, I tell you! We’ll be UNSTOPPABLE!” 


“Sure! Bye, Mei!” Izuku finally said, watching her get into the car and leave. He waved until the 
car was out of sight and turned around to find Hitoshi beside him, having snuck up on him almost 
as quietly as Aizawa, but nowhere near Himiko’s noiseless footsteps. 


“She was worried sick about having made mistakes on the gear. She had nothing to worry about, 
right?” Hitoshi said, his voice soft. 


“Nothing at all. I think it’s just...just who I was facing. And her gear held on. It all worked like a 
dream. And....I think I’d never seen her have doubts. It was....” 


“Difficult? I know. But she looked happy when she left, so...thanks, Izuku. You know us well, 
don’t you?” He stood by Izuku in comfortable silence for a few seconds, before adding, “I was 
worried too. I felt...guilty. I knew all along that you didn’t want us there, to keep us all safe, but...it 
is one thing thinking that during the day, when other things can be on my mind and at night, where 
regret was all i had.” 


“Hitoshi...” 


“T know how little I could have accomplished in this fight. It might have gotten me killed. You and 
I...we might be aiming to be different kinds of heroes. I’m not...not so reckless, I hope. But who 
knows? Maybe one day I’ll be the one hurt by a huge fight, and you’ll be the one welcoming me 
home...And I think that would be okay. I... have no idea where I’m going with my ramble now, 
Izuku.” Hitoshi said, laughing softly and rubbing the back of his neck nervously. 


“You don’t need to say anything special. I’m happy to be home, I’m happy to have everyone, to 
have Mei, to have you. I’m not alone anymore, and...as long as I’m here, you won’t be either.” 
Izuku said, giving Hitoshi a smile. 


Hitoshi looked away, awkwardly, “I...1 know. You’re...you’re one of the few I have trusted 
with...with the whole story. About my Quirk and everyone and...and Jsana .” 


Izuku felt anger flaring at that, “And I’m never, ever letting anyone like that hurt you.” 


Hitoshi was silent for a long moment, and the sky started to turn red while they remained in 
silence. Shadows grew longer, and then he spoke again, “With AFO gone, your Quirk’s not a 
responsibility to some ghosts now...I know you have a plan. I know you want to change things for 


good, Izuku. So...I guess I can say three things, man.” 


He smiled, that awkward smile that looked eerily similar to Aizawa’s, and raised a finger, “First, 
when you start changing the entire fucking world, count me in. If you survived and won against 
AFO, what are some laws and social norms gonna do to you? Tickle you? I want in on that.” 


“Of course, Hitoshi!” Izuku said, grinning. 


“Two, welcome back. Thanks for checking in with the phone but goddamn did I miss you...a bit. 
Don’t wanna get your head all big with too much flattery now, do I? Ha!” Hitoshi said, laughing 
grimly, “And three...i’m sorry to say it, but you’re not getting any actual rest, now that Mei and I 
talked with you. Tsukauchi’s car is over there.” 


Izuku turned to see Tsukauchi diligently trying to parallel park his police cruiser between a couple 
SUV’s, with less than stellar results and some clear annoyance. “Oh yeah, he’s there! I should go 
to him before he actually parks!” Izuku started to run, but turned around, quickly catching Hitoshi 
in a quick hug, that the taller boy returned as warmly as he could. 


“Good luck, Izuku.” 
“Thanks... think we might see each other only at school, so...” 
“See you, Izuku. Go with the cop now.” 


Izuku turned again and ran. He didn’t need rest. He needed to see Himiko again, and to know she 
was safe, to know that she’d spend the night in a comfortable cell and have a decent dinner, that he 
would get some time to talk with her. 


It was all he needed now, all he had left to do. So he hoped with all his heart, and prayed with all 
his soul, and asked for any god who would hear his plea, that Himiko would be safe, and he would 
see her soon. 


Dozens of mobsters sat around the table. Italian Mafiosi , Colombian and Mexican Cartel lords, 
warlords from the Middle East and the ongoing African wars, Triad elders and pirate kings out of 
Somalia and Roanapur, along with American kingpins and British crime bosses. All of Pestilentia’s 
empire, all his top lieutenants, had been assembled. 


It had been a hastily organized emergency meeting, with Pestilentia himself calling each and every 
one of his caporegimes personally, through their dreams, calling them to his mansion in Saint 
Petersburg, Russia. 


Girolamo Nazzaro, Pestilentia’s man in Italy and a dozen other locations, had received the message 
while taking a beauty nap, and jumped on his private jet immediately, but not every one of the 
captains had been so quick to settle their affairs and meet, so it had taken three days for everyone to 
assemble. 


But now here they were. They had all walked through the heavy wooden doors, under the coat of 
arms of the Krasnov family, proudly displayed above the stairs. They had all walked into the great 
hall, where dozens of generations of Krasnovs had entertained their officers, even during the 
communist days, their influence keeping their wealth intact. 


Nazzaro had taken his seat to the left of Pestilentia, trying not to fall under his red gaze, at least not 
while he looked angered. Because the boss was angered. To make an emergency meeting 
necessary, something world-altering needed to have happened, and Nazzaro prayed it wasn’t that 
the boss had decided to start the Pestilence, a long running plan to drastically reduce the world’s 
population and place all survivors under his direct control. 


If Nazzaro had to be honest about it, he imagined none of the other captains in the hall would have 
much liked starting the Pestilence, themselves, but fear would keep them all from ever stating that 
fact. 


Fear that was personified in the dozen of guards lining the walls; soldiers with physiques and 
power to rival pro heroes and assassins, agile and deadly, outfitted in black sneaking suits, which 
contrasted with the soldiers’ drab armors. All of them bearing weapons. Any of those guards could 
probably kill half the crime bosses in the room in the blink of an eye. 


Nobody spoke. They all knew their place and, while in private Nazzaro might talk more at ease 
with Pestilentia, when everyone was gathered, no one was safe. 


“T have called all of you here with news. The world just changed, three days ago, and now it is 
being revealed to the public. All for One is dead.” Pestilentia said. Nobody spoke, nobody raised a 
glass to pay respects. Everyone waited. “Our plans in Asia have changed. Our plans worldwide will 
adjust to fit this. With him gone, J am the world’s bogeyman...All of you will get to work, earn 
some money, do your crimes. Our time is coming, my people. Times are changing, and our game 
will not be stopped.” 


The Pestilence is nigh , he seemed to say, with those glowing red eyes, with that calm, aristocratic 
face that could not portray his true power and influence. “This world needs us. My nightmares, 
your control. Our Pestilence. It begins now.” 
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The drive to the place Izuku knew to meet Himiko was silent. Tsukauchi had understood why 
Izuku wanted a police cruiser and handcuffs, and he had his badge at the ready, but he gave Izuku 
all the space in the world, not chiming in with any questions. 


Tsukauchi himself looked a bit distracted, and Izuku knew at once that he was focused on outside 
events, probably the statement Shouto had told him about. It made sense; with Endeavor, Hawks 
and the Hero Commission telling their version of events, it was probably the best possible moment 
to reveal that AFO was gone and undercut the panic a devastating villain attack like the one at 
Shibuya would inevitably cause. 


I guess Kacchan will be pissed off that they won’t reveal our names until...until who knows when? 
Izuku knew that their involvement wouldn’t be released to the public at least until they graduated 
from UA, and even afterwards, he guessed, they would prefer to keep it a secret. Then again they 
are perfectly alright with us students fighting alongside pro heroes in every internship, and nobody 
bats an eye except mom, so Japan at large would really not care too much. Maybe...that could 
change too? 


It was just a short way’s off from the Midoriya house, close enough that he had walked there the 
last time. He saw the bakery that Himiko had told him he’d started working at, and saw the baker 
sweeping the floor outside. Himiko’s shift is already over, I know it, she told me her work hours! 
She...she was so excited about everything, about having something stable and normal, it got me 
excited too. Please, Himiko, please be okay... 


They passed the bakery quickly, and he saw the restaurant where they’d eaten before he’d left for 
China. It had only been a few days, and yet it felt like forever ago. The picture of Himiko grinning 
and eating happily, the memory of their conversation about everything and nothing, that feeling of 
ease and comfort, it all hit him like a ton of bricks. 


If All for One was not bluffing, that could all be gone now. She could be in danger, or even hurt in 
that very moment, and Izuku felt selfish when all his thoughts were about the happy moments he’d 
shared with her. She could really be in trouble and all I'm thinking about is how she made my heart 
flutter and how much fun we had. I'm so afraid to lose her... 


Tsukauchi rounded a corner, and Izuku could now see the spot, a few meters away from the train 
stop, where they had kissed. He felt his face burn at the memory, as well as a big, involuntary 
smile. He remembered the taste of her lips as if it had just happened, and the warmth of her hands, 
her fingers intertwined with his. 


The car then moved to the parking lot of a small commercial plaza, with two underground levels 
for parking and two levels above with shops and restaurants. It was a relatively old mall, and some 
of the shops had gone bankrupt due to poor planning, so he had planned their meeting at a 


relatively deserted area with abandoned stores, at a couple of benches. 


Every day at sunset, we'll go there if we lose contact. If AFO breaks your phone, or I lose mine, 
we'll meet there! And we can eat at one of the restaurants that is still open! He remembered her 
words very, very clearly as Tsukauchi parked. 


Their eyes crossed, and Izuku could feel a question coming. It lingered in the silence for a long 
moment, as Izuku stuffed the handcuffs into his coat pocket. Finally, Tsukauchi spoke, “Are you 
ready for this?” 


“T...I honestly don’t know.” Izuku answered. He didn’t know how to explain without spending at 
least ten or fifteen minutes telling the whole story, and sunset was approaching. He had to be 
punctual. “But I wasn’t ready to fight All for One, either, and we won, so...I have to do this.” 


“T won’t ask you anything about this. It’s your personal struggle, I know. Should I come with? 
Help more directly? If I stay here Pll probably just be watching that broadcast and I'd prefer doing 
something .” Tsukauchi offered, good naturedly. Izuku was sure that he’d probably end up at least 
a bit pissed off if the HPSC omitted the role of the police in AFO’s fall, and he wanted to learn that 
as late as possible. 


“T...I have to decline. Thank you. But she...I mean, but this arrest...this arrest is my responsibility. 
A promise I made. I...[ just need your word on something, if...if it’s okay?” I will ask you for the 
world, for what might sound impossible, but it isn’t. It shouldn’t be. Himiko WILL get the best help, 
and she will get treated well, and I need your help for it. But if you don’t help me, Ill get whoever 
does. You...you’re my honorary uncle, mom just said that, so...so help me, help me this time! 


“Sure, Izuku, you can count on me.” Tsukauchi said with a brief nod. Just...just like that? 


“When... if I bring this person in, it is because I know she...they agreed to this. I talked with them. I 
need to know that they will be treated fairly. That they’ll get psychological help.” Izuku said, 
suddenly feeling a pang of anger and adding, “And not of the “Quirk counseling” type they have at 
schools, none of that stuff to repress one’s own identity. She needs real help, please! Not to be 
treated like a monster anymore. I...1 need you to promise to me. Promise me this as the police 
commissioner, as All Might’s friend, as someone I trust. As the man who sent me to war. Promise 
me, Tsukauchi, that you’ll treat her well.” 


Tsukauchi was silent for a long moment, meditating his response with a neutral expression. Izuku 
felt his face fall as he realized all the information he’d already given, and how Tsukauchi was 
probably putting two and two together. Himiko has to be there. I have to meet her, I have to see her, 
TI have to help her. That’s all that matters. She IS here. I know it, I know it. I feel it. I have to feel it, 
or...or I'll...’ ll lose hope. Please, Himiko... 


“T’ll do everything in my power, Izuku. You have my word. I know a good psychiatric institute 
where they can go to. It’s run by the police, that is where we are taking Shig...[ mean, Shimura, 
before we transfer him to the new Hades prison in a few months. It will all be okay, Izuku. We 
won’t send this person to Tartarus, I promise you.” 


Izuku let out a breath he didn’t know he had been holding. Everything seemed a little shinier again, 
a little more hopeful. But the dark cloud of All for One’s words still hung over him like the sword 
of Damocles, their doom too close and ever present. Please, I...if any god hears me, if anyone can 
hear my plea, just...just let Himiko be safe. I just need to hear her voice, see her face, take her hand 
in mine, know she’s alright and alive and unhurt...Please, I will never ask for anything else again, I 
will not... 


“Thank you. I...I hope not to take too long.” 


Izuku left the car, closing the door carefully so as not to slam it and dent the metal with a careless 
flow of One for All. He realized his breathing was quick and anxious, and he could feel his 
heartbeat drumming at his ears. 


He moved quickly, all but running to the elevator. He poked the button to call it, but the elevator 
was moving at a snail’s pace, so he took the stairs, going two or three steps at a time, jumping 
around the corners. Four floors passed by in half a minute, and he thankfully had not run anyone 
over. 


He jogged past the occupied area of the mall, with a few clothes boutiques and a suitcase shop 
clicking on their lights to be ready for nightfall. On the horizon, he saw the sun was almost 
reaching the tops of the skyscrapers in the distance. Am I late? Am I too late? 


He ran, faster and faster. He felt his heart at his throat, every vein pulsing quicker and quicker. He 
reached the spot, surrounded by a dozen “‘for rent” signs and dusty, empty showcase windows. He 
saw the benches, and saw no golden eyes looking back at him, glowing in the half light. He saw no 
savage, violent grin with adorable little fangs. He saw no eternal blush adorning soft, smooth 
cheeks. He saw no messy hair buns of blonde hair, with strands wildly reaching in every direction. 


Himiko was not there. 


Izuku forced himself to calm down. To breathe in and out slowly, to look around. He paced around 
the empty shops, then dashed to the food court, hoping to find Himiko there. She was absent there, 
too. His heart wasn’t slowing down, even with the slow breaths, and he felt oxygen slipping away 
from him. She’s not here, she’s...she’s not here...Please...just...The phone! Ill text her and call her, 
maybe she’s running late, maybe...maybe I’m afraid for nothing. 


He sent her message after message, and tried calling her several times, as the sun went down. The 
sky turned orange, then pink, then purple, and stars started showing up in the distance. His eyes 
fixed on Venus, shining bright, as yet another call failed to connect. “The phone number you have 
reached is currently unavailable, please try again in a few minutes...” 


He collapsed unto one of the benches, putting his phone beside him gently, controlling himself. In 
his frustration, he wanted nothing more than to use Full Cowling and toss the phone into the sun, 
and hope the voicemail’s voice burned. “Please...come on...” 


Sunset was over, and night had fully taken the sky. To the distance he could see memorial lights on 
the Tokyo Sky Egg, and holograms projected upwards from other buildings joined it, mourning 
those lost at Shibuya. A plane passed overhead, and Izuku took yet another deep breath. He 
couldn’t give up. No matter what happened to him, no matter if Himiko had not shown up that day, 
she could appear tomorrow, or a day later. 


He could try talking with the baker, track her down. He knew the chances of finding her were close 
to none, if she didn’t want to be found, but he’d given his word. He had promised her something, 
he had promised his help and his friendship and his support, and he would give it, one way or 
another. 


As he looked into the dark sky, Izuku clenched his fists, hard, until his knuckles were white. “I’m 
not...’m not breaking down. If I’m still alive, ’'m helping her. If I’m still alive, if I’m here...’m 
not giving up. Himiko...wherever you are, I-” 


His phone rang. The ringtone that would usually have given him a sense of comfort, of stability, 


now had his heart beating like a drum, panic just a moment away. He grabbed the phone too 
quickly, unlocking it without even checking who it was. 


“Himiko, is that you?” Izuku said, feeling his voice crack slightly. The weight of the world seemed 
to crash down on him and wash all over his body, making his limbs feel numb and uneasy, and his 
head full of water, and the exhaustion of the fight, of the trip home, of his entire life, all of it 
suddenly vanished, the second after feeling it all gathered. It all vanished the second he heard her 
breath on the other side of the line, with small whimpers as if recovering from sobbing a long, long 
time. 


He was instantly relieved by hearing her, even if he could only hear her breath. She was alive! That 
already lifted away the worst fears and hit him hard. If she was alive, he could find her, he could 
reach her. All they had to do was talk. 


“T...Izuku?’ Himiko said. Izuku felt sudden joy, quickly cut by fear. Why...why is her voice so raw? 
Has she been...screaming ? Crying? What...what is happening? Please, please you have to tell me! 
“T thought...1 thought I would never hear your voice again. I thought...[ would never be able to 
move my fingers and click the phone...I thought I would never be able to...talk again.” 


“Himiko? You’re...you’re scaring me a bit...” Izuku said. Never be able to talk? Never be able to 
speak with me again? Why...WHY? 


“T.... don’t know why I said that...[...[ don’t know a lot of...things.” Her voice was full of pain, as 
if she was fighting a migraine as well as her sore throat. “I... have to tell you. I must . I...I did 
something. I know...I know you will...not forgive me.” And what will happen to her? Oh dear. 
Izuku remembered AFO’s words, as loud as if he was whispering them in his ear,, as if he could 
still hear a lingering laugh. Will you still protect her after everything she will do? 


“Himiko, you can tell me. [...[ don’t have to forgive you for anything, okay? You are my friend. 
More than that. A lot more. I said I wanted to help, didn’t I? To listen?” 


“You...you did. But this...[zuku, what I did...” 


“Please, Himiko. We can work through it. We can deal with it. I will listen. I won’t shut you out. I 
will listen, okay? I’m here, I’m here for you. Please...please just tell me. Tell me where you are 
and-” 


“T can’t!” Himiko said, letting out a pained yelp, “I’m...I’m in a safe place. If they...if they did 
something to you because of me, I....I can’t tell. Not yet. Not until...not until I tell you everything. 
It...it hurts. The shame. The anger. The sadness I feel. The hunger, oh fuck, the HUNGER! [’m 
scared, Izuku, I’m really, really scared.” 


Izuku thought he knew frustration. He knew the powerlessness of being Quirkless, of bullying, of 
feeling unworthy. But the frustration he felt now at not being there for Himiko, for not being able 
to hug her and tell her everything would be alright, that he was going nowhere and that he’d gladly 
give his life if it meant helping her...that frustration tore into his heart like a raging storm and broke 
it, again and again. 


How could he dispel her fear with just his words? How could he reassure her, convince her it 
would get better? How could he be the hero she needed, just through the phone? “Himiko, I won’t 
judge you. I am with you, I’m on your side. Just tell me where you are and [’Il be right over!” 


“T'm...?'m not in Japan, Izuku.” Himiko said, cautiously. Izuku could feel her pain and it broke his 
heart. Why...why do you have to hide where you are? What happened? 


“Himiko, you said you were safe, right? If...if you’re not in Japan, Pll just umm...take the first 
flight! Go right away. I have my savings, and...I could ask Mei to use her plane if not, but..Please, 
just tell me where you are. I...1 miss you, okay? Very, very much, and I will get there in a flash. 
Just tell me where, Himiko.” 


“No. I... can’t. It would make you a target, put you in danger. Make people ask questions. They 
would ask why you rushed over, just after returning. And...and I don’t think it would be safe for 
you. I know you’re strong, but...1 don’t want you to face this, okay? Please? Can you promise 
me?’ Himiko’s voice was so distressed, but Izuku didn’t know what to ask, what to say, to help her. 


“Maybe...maybe we can meet up somewhere else! Somewhere safer! Are you being chased by 
someone? Some gang or organization? If it’s the police-” 


“Tt’s not that, Izuku. I...] will explain it. All of it. Why...Why I’m so scared.” 


“Then...then I promise I won’t try and find you. Unless you want me to find you. But...[ need you 
to know that ’'m on your side, okay?” Just...just need a hint. It has been days, she could be 
anywhere in the world. I will spend every fucking yen I have on a plane ticket if I have to, I just 
need a place! Please, Himiko, give me a hint... 


“After I tell you...you might not want to be.” Her tone was cautionary, and only made Izuku’s heart 
ache more. Will you still protect her after everything she will do? 


“Himiko...If it is difficult to say it, it can wait. I can wait as long as you need me to. Take your 
time. I’m not going anywhere and...honestly, I really needed to hear your voice! I...I feel like the 
worst friend and son but...[ missed you the most, out of everyone. I...[ am at the plaza. Where we 
were supposed to meet, remember? Don’t worry about it, Himiko, I’m here but it doesn’t matter if 
you’re elsewhere, all I really needed was to hear...” 


Himiko started crying again, loudly sobbing away from the mic, hurt, so hurt that Izuku wanted to 
reach out and hug her even more, “...your voice. Hey...hey, I am not leaving. Cry as much as you 
need to, please. I... wish I could be right there, right now.” But I can’t be. I don’t even know where 
you are. At least...at least you’re safe enough to talk. But I want to see you... 


“Tm not physically there but...’m not abandoning you. Now or ever. I’m with you!” Himiko 
sobbed even more, and Izuku tried whispering every comforting word he knew, every sweet word 
possible. He reached into his memory, looking for everything nice he’d ever heard, from his mom, 
from All Might, from Mei and Hitoshi and Shouto and Tenya and Uraraka... 


He tried soothing her with whispers, to tell her everything would be alright. “Himiko, remember 
Okinawa. Remember that collapsed building, remember how we talked! You had attacked me, 
but...but just a few minutes later we were talking. We...we got to know each other. Things...things 
may hurt now. They may look bleak but...we’ll think things through together, just like back then.” 


“Just...just like back then.” she said, the sobs starting to die out slightly. She sounded completely 
exhausted, just like Izuku was and, for a moment, he contemplated the idea of falling asleep while 
talking with her. Only if she fell asleep first. I...1 would feel relaxed hearing her breathe, just like in 
Okinawa. It would be peaceful. Is that creepy of me? 


“Tzu-Izu...” she said, after some sniffling and wiping her nose on what Izuku assumed was her 
sleeve. Her voice was weak, slightly panicked, fearful of her next words, but backed with some 
determination. He knew that, if they had been face to face, her eyes would have been fierce. ““What 
I did was...wrong. In every way I can imagine. I failed, I failed everything, I failed you. I failed my 
promises, every promise. I failed myself.” 


Izuku waited for her to continue. What did you do, Himiko? What broke all these promises? I...I 
will not judge you, I’m on your side... Will you still protect her after everything she will do? 


“T...it hurts to even explain. It’s far too frustrating! I thought I was making progress, I thought I was 
changing, I thought everything could go right , but...I have...gaps in my memory, and they...they 
terrify me. I felt like...” Himiko sighed angrily, “How do I explain it? I saw All for One and 
then...then I woke up and I...I had done it! They were all around me, there was blood on my hands 
and...No, I think...I think I remember more.” 


Himiko gave a quick sigh, the air escaping her lungs with clear apprehension, and continued, her 
voice scared of the memories, “I saw All for One. When he appeared on every fucking screen at 
the café. I heard him talk, strange words...It terrified me. I knew them . And then...then I couldn’t 
move. I couldn’t even blink. But I moved! I walked away from that café and...[ was pushed . 
Pushed down, deep inside, into my own head...no, my own mind . But...but only some thoughts 
were mine. Some...some I didn’t recognize. I don’t know what happened but I was me one moment 
and the next I was a different me. Something broke, something fractured, something angry, 
something hungry...[ don’t know what...I don’t know... don’t know why it happened.” 


Izuku had picked up the call! His voice, every detail of it on the other side of the line, Toga tried 
absorbing it, burning it into her memory, hoping his words stayed with her forever. “J’m on your 
side”. She had needed that...and it only made her feel worse about her betrayal of his trust, of 
everything they had promised. 


Night fell before her, and the air around her started to become as cold as the pit in her stomach, as 
the icy dread that gripped her heart. Hong Kong was in the distance, a city of neon, life and death. 
A city she would not reveal to Izuku. J should tell him. I should! And...and kill him! KILL HIM! 


The thoughts, the evil thoughts, the bloodlust...it was overwhelming at times. Only crying had 
made them leave for a bit, and now Izuku’s words cut through them like a hot knife through butter. 
She was certain now that keeping her location was the wisest move; if he knew where she was, he 
would want to save her. Or to help her. 


And he would be enough of an accomplice just by knowing what she had done. But he deserved the 
truth, he deserved an explanation. She hadn’t fled without a word on her own will, so she had to 
correct it...And prevent her fall from dragging him down with her. If he wanted to help her, even 
after she told him...it could ruin his life, his career, everything. She couldn’t allow that to happen. / 
have changed, haven’t I? From wanting to hurt him, to this...I don’t regret it. Oh, Izu-Izu, if this 
blood on my hands had been shed for you instead, I would have no regrets at all...But I broke my 
promise. That is the problem. 


“T don’t know what happened but I wasme one moment and the next I was a different me. 
Something broke, something fractured, something angry, something hungry... don’t know what...I 
don’t know...[ don’t know why it happened.” I’m me. But...not. These words, these thoughts, the 
ones that always told me to kill, to take...it was THEM. I know it, I know it! No...it was me. It was! 
It was you, Himiko. 


“You...you said you saw All for One? Let’s...let’s go step by step, okay?” The entire phone call 
had gone...differently than in Toga’s mind. She had no idea what to expect next, but her heart 


fluttered in her chest with every word Izuku spoke. He’s on my side, he’s on my side! Accept his 
offer, let him come here...KILL HIM . “He...he taunted me, while I was fighting him. It all 
happened around the same time, I guess? You were near the bakery?” 


“Y-yes. At a café, like I said. I had bought some books, and some romance manga, and some hentai 
to give me ideas when...Sorry, I am getting off topic. I thought...I thought it might be easier to wait 
somewhere quiet while...you know. I was worried about you but...1 knew you’d win! I knew you’d 
be okay, I knew...I knew... KNEW IT ALL ALONG!” Izuku had won! He had lived, and that, at 
least, gave her some hope. If Izuku was alive, the future was just a little brighter, just a little better. 
He wanted to change things, and she knew he would make it. He would succeed. The future would 
be his. 


“We killed him, Himiko. He’s gone. Dead! Tenko killed him, he’s dust in the wind now. And ’m 
glad about it. We’re all free from him now.” Good riddance....Wait. The man I killed, the target 
...It happend after he was dead, right? Yes...But it was his will. His will and...and...who else’s? She 
was confused, so damn confused. A posthumous Quirk? Or...is this someone else’s Quirk? Could it 
be some...some drug? 


Toga gave a short, grim laugh, when Izuku mentioned freedom. “No...no...if...if I saw him, if those 
words...The words did something to me, Izuku. They did this! They...they made me change . They 
made me wake up , they made me lose it, lose myself, and then...and then...” She felt her heart 
racing and her voice turning shrill, almost shouting. /T MADE ME CHANGE! It...It gave power 
to...the bloodlust. To that side of me... 


“That...Himiko, those words, they sounded like a code. A brainwashing code. Hitoshi had told me 
about MK Ultra and projects like it and...when All for One said them...[ didn’t know what to 
think.” MK-Ultra? No...that project was a failure. We remember our history, we remember the 
explanations, we remember everything... 


It flooded her mind in an instant, and was gone the next. Images of death and destruction, of 
torture, terrifying her until one day they couldn’t hurt her. Sounds, so loud and terrible, until she 
grew desensitized to them, too. Words on a screen, scrolling by so quickly, etched into her very 
brain. Knowledge, information. Then the list, much later. 


Toga thought she was about to throw up for a moment. Short, quick breaths let her get some 
control back, and the memories, those fragments...they all left, becoming just part of her dreams 
and half-remembered events. She breathed quickly, until they had left her, and only the sight and 
smell and deadly silence of her sin remained. 


She hated herself for it, she knew. “And then I killed them. I killed them all, Izu-Izu! I...I wasn’t 
myself but...”” Go on. GO ON! Say it...say it. Be honest. “But I liked it . I felt good, I felt alive. I...I 
wanted to stop myself, I wanted to stop what I was doing, to stop my blade before it cut their flesh, 
before the blood erupted all around but...[ woke up later and...and all I knew was that I had liked 
it.” 


She had said it. She had admitted it. But had it been truly her? The doubt nagged at her, that small 
instant of lost control harrowing. If...if she could influence her like that, was there any real hope? 
Could she get her freedom back at all? Or had it been an illusion of choice all along? 


She knew what she had to do now. There were only two real options, it was clear; do it herself, kill 
the people on the list, or Jet go . Let the other take control, let the bloodlust rule. Make a list of 
twenty five into a hundred graves. Two hundred, three...everyone who stepped in her way! 


She couldn’t take that option. No matter how much she remembered enjoying the deaths of the 


target and his men, and how much it was on her mind. No matter her own lack of a moral compass 
and the almost certain knowledge that any goons she ended up killing would be willingly putting 
their lives on the line. 


To kill like that was no longer an option. She would fight the bloodlust, not for any other reason 
than her own freedom. She had made a choice, and a promise to Izuku, and she wanted to live as 
someone who could keep her word. 


“But I liked it . I felt good, I felt alive. I...1 wanted to stop myself, I wanted to stop what I was 
doing, to stop my blade before it cut their flesh, before the blood erupted all around but...[ woke up 
later and...and all I knew was that I had liked it.” 


Izuku didn’t know what to say. He didn’t know how to tell her that everything was right. There was 
no way to say that now. He couldn’t wash the blood off her hands on a phone call. Will you still 
protect her after everything she will do? Could he forgive her for killing? Who had she even killed? 
No, I'm...?'m not supposed to rationalize it, ’'m not supposed to accept it...I say I'm on her side, but 
this changes things, right? 


Izuku shook his head. Who am I? What am I? Am I a hypocrite who just took part in an 
assassination and judges someone else? Am I a hero who stands for nothing? Am I a liar? 
Himiko...how do I handle this? How do I do what’s right? “Himiko...you’re a sleeper agent. I 
think...I think that’s certain now. Killing these people...that...that is not what you wanted. All for 
One...he had to do this. He got in your head somehow and-” 


“Red eyes...1 remember red eyes! A chair.” Himiko’s words were as bitter as they were sad, as 
frustrated as they were angry. He had never wanted more to hug someone, and tell them all would 
be okay. “I saw their faces, Izuku! I saw the entire list! I know it by heart...This won’t stop, this 
can’t stop.” 


“T was a passenger inside myself.” Himiko continued, grimly, “My feet walked into that place, my 
hands used those weapons. Used that knife. Took those lives. I can’t...I can’t say it wasn’t me. But 
it wasn’t me . Not...not the me that I try to be, the one that was ready to accept my punishment. 
The one that loves you. It was...1t was the me that...that is not free. She...she obeys. J obey...And I 
don’t know who gave the orders. I... thought that voice...that was just part of me, and it is, 
but...but it’s also alien. It took over and I....” 


“T really am a monster!” Toga said, laughing, the giggles quickly turning to pained sobs again, 
“They were right all along, EVERYONE! I’m the monster, the demon, the vampire. Kill, kill, 
KILL! Take, consume, BECOME! That’s in my head all the time and it took over this time. I could 
do nothing, right? But I was doing everything . The bloodlust...oh, Izuku, the bloodlust! Red, red, 
so much red!” 


Her screaming was hurting Izuku’s ear on the phone, but he didn’t dare let go, he didn’t dare stop 
listening. “The walls covered in blood, my hands wet with it up to the elbows! Who is the real me, 


Izuku? Who? WHO? TELL ME! TELL ME, IZUKU! Tell me who the fuck I am...” Himiko...] 
know you. I know the good inside you. You’re you, Himiko, the girl I wanted to see the most, the 
girl I want to help the most! “Tell me what I am....I can’t! I can’t wash the blood away, I can’t 
look at my hands without seeing it there again and...and feeling satisfied .” 


“We will wash away the blood, Himiko, we will-” 


“Help me...HELP ME!” Himiko shouted, despair taking over. “I don’t know who I am, not 
really.....Am I really Himiko Toga? Am I Ako? Am I...some number? A code? A parasyte? 
I’m...am I dreaming? Fading in and out, blink by blink? I’m scared. So, so scared...Because deep 
down I know that I could give in. I could be this monster forever. I know it’s not me, not the me I 
want to be, the me that you believed in, but...I could be...I just have to reach out and take it! Give 
in! Obey! Obey the blood, obey the orders, kill them all, kill until I am killed, until I can’t go on! 
It’s right at my fingertips, Izuku, and I... don’t want to do it!” 


“Himiko...you can fight this, you can stop yourself from giving in!” Izuku said. Fight, Himiko, 
fight! You can'’t...you can’t lose! You have to win, you have to remain yourself! 


“But it will make me. The voice in my head, those intrusive thoughts, the bloodlust, the 
orders...whatever we want to call them...they WILL make me do it.” Himiko said, the words 
heavy, their impact upon Izuku almost physical. They were inevitable, unavoidable, and if Himiko 
didn’t see a way out... “I have to do it. There’s no way out, Izu-Izu. No way out. Unless...[ have a 
knife. I could...” 


“NO!” Izuku pleaded, his voice breaking at the implication of her words. “Himiko, no! 
Don’t...don’t you do that! Please, please! There...there has to be a way. Any way. Just...just don’t 
do anything against yourself. Please. I...1 won’t ask for anything else. Nothing at all. I just... just 
can’t....not like this, no, NO! Himiko, we’ll find a way.” Anything but that! Don’t, please! Don’t 
listen to that thought, don’t...don’t walk to the tall building with the open roof, the one that 
overlooks the city. Don’t take that swan dive off the roof... 


“A way, you say. A way. No...I’m too far gone for options. I’m broken. I can’t be forgiven.” she 
said, sniffling, holding tears back. 


“That’s not true! You’re still you , you’re still Himiko, you’re still the same girl. You’re still...you 
still have good in you. I know it. This call is proof. You can fight anything, you can do anything! 
This call, us talking...you wouldn’t do that if you were too far gone! Himiko, there’s still hope, we 
will turn this around, trust me, trust yourself, trust...trust us .” Izuku pleaded again, desperately, 
letting his own feelings get in the way. 


I want that, I know it now. You and I, Himiko, together. That...that is what I want. That is why I will 
do anything. It’s...it’s more than just helping, more than being a good person, more than being a 
hero. So much more. 


“Himiko, there’s still hope, we will turn this around, trust me, trust yourself, trust...trust us .” Izuku 
said, his entire heart open to Toga’s ears. All his hope, all his dreams, all that he wished for was 
concentrated in just a few words, and for Toga to be in them...It was the greatest victory, and the 
hardest blow she could imagine. 


Her despair, her desperation, all that fear that threatened to take over as she had spoken and broken 
down, all of it was now on the backburner. Izuku saw Toga and himself as a thing, as a unit, as a 
couple even. And that snapped Toga from the depths of her despair, focused her mind a bit. She 
wiped her tears again and cleared her throat, knowing again what to say, what to do. 


She had won, she had achieved what her heart had desired, by making Izuku care so much for her, 
but her situation would not let her enjoy it. All she could feel now was the danger, to him, to 
herself. To us . So she had to do something, she had to say something before she lost the resolve. 
She had to part ways before it was too late. 


“Us?” Toga could feel her heart shattering in a million pieces, burning colder than ice as she spoke. 
It hurt even more to keep on speaking. “Izuku....this call was...was to say goodbye. I...I didn’t 
know when I clicked on my phone but....but I realize it now. I’m out of options, Izuku. I have to...I 
have to become the weapon.” Jf J let go, you will never hear from me again. You will be safe. Iam 
the monster, Izuku, but...if I accept it....it would happen away from you. 


“Himiko, no! You still have a choice, there is always a choice.” A choice? I’m cornered. Backed to 
the wall, between death and exile... 


“Let go or kill them myself? That’s all the choice I’m seeing, Izuku, can you still say I’m free?” 
Toga said, the weight of the inevitable again bearing down on her. Just two paths. Two options. 
One where I keep some freedom, and live everyday with myself, with the knowledge I’m breaking 
my promise further and further...Or let go. I could let go; everyone already expected that of me, I 
could prove them right, and make them pay for it. They pushed and pushed and pushed...Push 
back. Fight back. 


“Kill them.” Toga almost choked hearing Izuku’s answer. She had given him just two choices, but 
to hear him say it changed everything. Keep fighting the bloodlust, day by day? Fight for the 
chance to one day go to jail? Yes...yes...NO! NO! I can’t...1 CAN. I WILL. I will keep my word, one 
day! “Kill them, Himiko.” His words were sad, resigned to that dark fate, embracing the dark path 
she would walk. And her heart fluttered when hearing it. 


“Let go or kill them myself? That’s all the choice I’m seeing, Izuku, can you still say I’m free?” 


“Kill them.” Izuku knew how wrong it was. He knew it was the least heroic thing he could have 
ever said. He knew it wasn’t just acceptance, it was complicity. He was now as guilty as she was. 
“Kall them, Himiko.” 


“Wait...what?” 


“Tf...if it’s the only way to keep your freedom, if it stops the...the bloodlust from taking over. If it 
keeps you as Himiko. If-” 


“Stop! STOP! You’re not supposed to...to encourage me!” Himiko’s voice was almost casual 
again, almost her usual, cheerful self, for an instant, and Izuku held onto it, on that short moment of 
familiarity, he held on tightly, not letting go. He knew now where he stood, what he had to do to 
help Himiko best. 


“T said I would be your friend! I said I would be with you! I AM with you...till the end, Himiko. 


This isn’t the end, not by far!” Izuku said, putting all his conviction, all the confidence, all the Jove 
he had into those words. “I care for you, Himiko, I’m not leaving! Now or ever. We can still get 
you help, we just need...need time.” 


“Tt is time I would...I would buy with blood.” Himiko said, hesitating, “I...1 know most of them are 
bad people, but...” She’s right. People will die, no matter what choice we make. No matter what I 
say, or do. But...but I want to...I want to keep moving forward beside you! 


“Himiko, I just helped kill someone not even a week ago....my hands are not clean anymore.” 
Izuku admitted. He had known all along what would happen, and even now it was difficult to 
process. But he had rationalized it, he had convinced himself it had been a necessary death, that it 
had all been the only way. Himiko really has no other way out. Not without giving herself away 
to...to the brainwashing, or whatever is affecting her. It is inevitable, so...all I can do is be with 
her, all I can do is listen. “V'm with you. Just...just don’t shut me out. Stay with me. Talk with me.” 


“Tf...if I can find a way to fight this, to stop myself...even if I...even if I kill again, I will do it.” 
Himiko said, conviction returning to her voice, a bit of fight back in there, too. “I...fuck me, Izuku, 
Pll fight this! ’'m not giving up! ['m...I’m still so scared...” She hesitated for a moment, her breath 
caught on the other side. “There is no guarantee that I will keep control, that I won’t...1 won’t turn 
again. I don’t want to turn, Izuku!” 


For a moment, all the fear, unspoken, unbeatable, took over, poisoning their silence. They breathed, 
in and out, but there was now way Izuku knew to help, to lessen the fear. He knew how terrifying it 
was to lose control over his own body, from when the Sludge Villain had tried kidnapping him, but 
what Himiko was going through was much, much worse. 


In the end, she was the one that spoke. “I...the me that did this, all of this...she wants to kill you. It’s 
all she wants...BUT I DON’T! I love you and I don’t want to hurt you anymore....and this...this 
changes everything, doesn’t it?” She wants to kill me, but Himiko doesn’t? I can live with that. We 
can deal with that, together! 


“No...no, it...it doesn’t. ’m committed. Helping you is the right thing to do, I know it is. I will still 
talk with you and...and support you in any way I can, and do whatever it takes to get you help. 
Proper help. I...I will always listen but-” 


“But I need help . Maybe medicine, maybe therapy, maybe something else...I want to get better. I 
want to be free of...of all these thoughts! Rule myself again. And then...and then I want to be good 
. I want to be the person you think I could be. I...1 want you to be proud of me, Izu-Izu.” Can I 
admit that I am, in this horrible, terrifying moment for both of us? No, it would not help, I think it 
wouldn’t. But...I know I will be proud. “That...that is the help I need.” 


“We'll get that for you! L..[ don’t care who I have to fight, how many favours I have to 
do...anything. You'll come home and I'll meet you and it will be okay in the end, okay? You will 
face justice, but you will be treated fairly, I promise.” J don’t care if I have to fight All for One 
again, or every hero in Japan. I’m giving my word, I’m opening my heart fully. ’'m committed 
now. 


“You...you make it all sound so convincing, but...I don’t know. I still don’t... believe that you can 
just...take this. What I did. What I still have to do.” Himiko said, after waiting a few seconds to see 
if IZuku would add anything else. Take it? Well...it is difficult to get into my mind, yes... 


“T...1 would be a terrible person if I just...if I just..1gnored what you will do, but...are they bad 
people, Himiko? I...I hate it but...[ managed to rationalize Tenko killing All for One. It...it needed 
to happen and it had to be either him, or Kacchan or...or me. If these people are like that, or like 


Dr. Ujiko...[ don’t know. Maybe...maybe that would be one way to stop them. And...and if you 
don’t do this, the bloodlust will, and it will...it will only kill more. I can’t... can’t accept that 
option, Himiko.” 


“Tzu-Izu...I hate this. I hate that you have to even think about this. The list...they are people that 
abandoned All for One in the past years. They...they are mostly still villains. Bad villains.” 


“Mostly?” Izuku asked, regretting it instantly. /f..if any one of them was a_ good 
person...Abandoning All for One was a move for good on their behalf, it...it shouldn’t mean their 
deaths but... 


“Mostly.” Himiko answered, half-heartedly, sighing. “If...if we find any other way?” 


“We'll take it. We will do anything to stop this. To get you back. To free you from this!” Izuku 
said, meaning every word. 


The night around him had turned cold, colder than expected, a sudden gust of wind chilling the 
bones on his hands, making his joints hurt almost as much as his heart did, completely broken now. 
The little mall was getting lonelier and lonelier. He wondered where Himiko was, if it was cold, if 
she would have a safe place to sleep, but he knew she wouldn’t tell him, not now, not when it was 
dangerous. She can take good care of herself. She is strong, very strong. She will be alright, 
unless...no, she will still win. 


“Tzu-Izu? Are you....are you still there?” Her voice shook him from his reverie, but his concern for 
her remained. 


“Yeah, I am. Himiko...If we...if we do this?” 


“Will I be alright, you ask? I don’t know. I don’t think I could know, anyway. I need...I need to 
find a place to sleep. Something to eat, too. I’m...I’m starting this, so... don’t even know what to 
say anymore. “Wish me luck in my mission to kill 25 people”? “Good night, Izu-Izu, I love you 
and I will get back to you’? A simple “Bye-bye!’”?” Izuku almost smiled at her words, but he could 
still sense all the pain behind them. Pain he shared. 


“We could...we could call every night? Or at least every week? Text every time we can? I know 
you don’t want me knowing all but...but I will still show I care.” He didn’t even know why he was 
so hung up on the communication aspect; he knew she’d be in danger some of the time, and it 
could become unrealistic to expect daily or even weekly calls... 


“Wait...are you serious? Yes! Yes, I want that! I want the calls and photos and everything! I...I 
want to feel as connected with you as I can. Be part of your life. I... am selfish, and I want it, I 
want it all!’ She laughed, and for the first time in the conversation, there was some genuine joy in 
her voice. “I will...1 will deal with surviving, for now. Food, shelter, safety. Then...then Pll call you 
again! Give me two hours, Izu-Izu! We’re not letting go!” 


She giggled again, and the sound washed away all of Izuku’s problems for an instant. That little 
crazy laugh put the world to rights, if only briefly. “See you soon, Izu-Izu! See...OH! We can do a 
video call! I will find somewhere to wash my face, you see...if we saw each other right now, I....I 
wouldn’t like it. Not just because of the...the tears.” Himiko coughed softly, then said, “But enough 
of that. I love you, Izu-Izu. I will love you as long as I can, with all my power, with all I can give! 
Pll see you soon, okay? I love you!” 


“See you, Himiko!” Izuku said, smiling again, feeling the shadow lift from his heart, at least for a 
while, “TI... love you too.” 


He checked the phone call, and he saw that it had ended before he had clicked the button on-screen 
for it; Himiko had ended the call. Did she...did she hear what I say? He repeated it, if only to 
himself, “I love you, Himiko.” 


And then, as every fear and worry hit him again with full force, and the terror of it all paralyzed 
him, he cried. He sobbed openly, with no one to comfort him. He cried and cried, until no more 
tears were left, and he started walking back to Tsukauchi. 


Himiko’s exile had started, and he would need to be even stronger for her, for himself. For us. For 
our future. 


Chapter End Notes 


Thank you so much for reading! See you soon! 


The dust behind 


Chapter Notes 


i thought the epilogue lacked a little something, so here is a little extra! 


“T was not expecting to seeyou here today.” Shigaraki said, as Katsuki Bakugou took a seat 
opposite him in his cell. 


“T had no intention of visiting, at all. But then on the fucking TV I saw Endeavor and Hawks and 
that hag from the HPSC talking shit about All for One, and I need fucking answers. NOW.” 
Katsuki said, slamming a fist on the table between them. He still wore bandages, but he’d been out 
of casts for a few days now, and had returned to school already. 


Returning had felt strange . Like he was home and yet, details had changed. Stuff he had taken for 
granted, like food, or routine at UA, or even his parents, now seemed much more valuable, and he 
found himself smiling much more than before. 


But there was a dark cloud over this, with the news of AFO’s involvement with Nine, and his 
doctor being connected to who knew how many other plots. Even now there could still be killers 
doing his bidding, he thought, posthumously carrying out the supervillain’s will. 


“What kind of answers? I have already told the heroes and the police everything useful for the 
mission. ve had my revenge, Bakugou, I don’t know what else I can give.” Shigaraki said, 
grimly, looking away. 


Shigaraki’s new cell was more spacious than the one at Abbadon Interim Prison, and everything 
still had a “new” smell. The walls were a clean white colour, the bed looked comfortable, and he 
had even been given a small living room with a TV and a gaming console. Fucking nerd. Bet I can 
still kick his ass in fighting games, though. 


“Motherfucker, it doesn’t end with that. It doesn’t end with him! That bastard Nine had many 
Quirks, you get what that means, right?” Shigaraki’s eyes went wide and his face grew even more 
serious. 


“Ujiko had plans he never told us about. That...that...could it have been a synthetic clone of the 
AFO Quirk?” Shigaraki asked, the slightest hint of fear showing in his voice. Good. Feel the fear 
Ive felt all these days. The doubts. The paranoia. 


“Ts that even possible? You should know, shouldn’t you? You were supposed to be his successor . 
Was the plan to give you his Quirk?” Katsuki said, glaring at Shigaraki, who held his gaze. 


“Possible? Maybe. Ujiko...Ujiko could do wonders with Quirks and science. That’s why he was so 
well connected. The League...we were small time. Him helping us as much as he did was just out 
of loyalty for AFO. The Nomus we got couldn’t have been his only experiments. Nine... knew 
about him, you know? A little bit.” 


“Then fucking talk! Enlighten me , asshole.” 


“He was a freelancer, rather expensive. An idealist, pretty much by the book with that “Liberation” 


bullshit. I knew he was powerful, but he didn’t exactly put “I have seven Quirks” on his resumé, 
got it? I had considered him for the Tartarus raid, but it was cheaper to get dozens of mercs and 
helicopters. And honestly? He felt a little too charismatic to hire. It was my moment, and getting 
upstaged by another long haired fucker? Fuck no.” 


Shigaraki gave Katsuki two middle fingers, which actually made Katsuki smile. Oh I do 
understand inferiority, asshole. And in comparison to a bastard with many Quirks? You’re 
downright pathetic. “ Ujiko mentioned him exactly once and called him a “prototype”, and I had 
never made the connection, but with this development...If Ujiko duplicated AFO, Nine had it, I 
would guess. There...there is another detail about Nine I just remembered.” 


“What? That he was taller than you and it also made you feel like shit?” Katsuki offered, with 
Shigaraki shaking his head with the hints of a smile. 


“Nah. He was terminally ill.” 
“Quirk cancer or something?” 


“T guess. Giran didn’t know specifics, but here’s my thought; Ujiko picked Nine for that. AFO was 
immortal, so testing with someone very mortal would be exactly his modus operandi. 
Ujiko....Ujiko was evil. As much as All for One, maybe, but in a different way, of course. Not 
exactly final boss material, but I stand by that. He...he told us once about how he turned his 
grandson to a Nomu. I didn’t react much back then but...but now?” 


Shigaraki shook his head, grimacing as if in pain himself. So all you needed to develop fucking 
empathy was murdering AFO? Amazing work, then. “He even showed us pictures. It was this...this 
chubby kid with wings? His own son’s son, what was the name? It was...it was...” 


Katsuki felt a chill run down his spine. A chubby kid with wings? There are only a few hundred 
people with wing Quirks in Japan, but...it can’t be. Not every chubby, winged kid who goes missing 
can be... “Was it Tsuruchi? Tsumiko? Hmm...” 


Katsuki’s heart suddenly felt weak. He remembered vividly when the HPSC chairwoman had said 
Ujiko’s aliases; Ujiko, of course, Garaki... “Tsubasa?” Katsuki asked, remembering that kid, his 
old friend. As bad a bully as himself, once, extremely good at being a football goalie, an avid fan 
of Hawks, once he had debuted almost seven years back... 


“Yes, that was it!” Shigaraki said, snapping his gloved index and thumb casually. Fuck...fuck...No. 
“T remember now. Naoto Tsubasa.” 


“Fuck.” Katsuki whispered, bringing his hands to his face. “H-how?” 


“He used to run a pediatric clinic in Musutafu, but this went much further. When...when he told us 
about this, I just felt...conflicted. I was full of anger, but I needed the fucker. Toga had been sick at 
that, when Ujiko had revealed how he abducted some kids and sent them “abroad”. Her face...fuck, 
I hated seeing that. All of us did. All of us were disgusted. Dabi wanted his head, you know? I 
didn’t let him, “we need his Nomus’, I said...I wish I’d let him. That bullet he got was too little.” 


“He made a friend into a fucking Nomu . He...he might have been...Deku also went to that fucking 
clinic. Fuck me, Deku could have been taken too? As a fucking kid?” 


Shigaraki nodded, having the courtesy to look worried and hurt. 


“Fuck...just...fuck.” Katsuki punched the table again. Shigaraki looked like he would complain, but 
hesitated, and said nothing. “How far does this go? Do you know his contacts? The hospitals, the 


clinics, the labs?” 


“T gave Tsukauchi all I had on the Nomu lab but...[ don’t know anymore. I’m sorry.” Shigaraki 
said, and, looking into his eyes, Katsuki knew he meant it. “The Nomu...Tsubasa. He died. 
I’m...I’m also sorry about that.” 


“Good.” Katsuki said, trying to banish the image from his mind. An innocent kid, turned to a 
mindless creature and sent to kill? How much of Tsubasa had remained? He had been a bit of a 
dick, as a kid, but that fate was too cruel, too evil. Had he been conscious the entire time? Unable 
to control himself? His death was a release, I hope. But...but I don’t even want to know how it 
happened. It...if I had known, and had been there, could I have done it? Put him out of his misery? 


“His parents?” Shigaraki asked, tentatively. 


“T don’t know.” Katsuki lied. The father had vanished, and the mother had been consumed by grief. 
One day he had stopped hearing news about them from his parents, and only more recently had 
Mitsuki told him that Tsubasa’s mom had killed herself, unable to cope with the guilt. Was it the 
guilt of a disappeared son? Or the guilt of delivering him to that fate? What was it? 


“T wish I could help more.” Shigaraki said. J never thought he’d say that. Didn’t even think he had 
it in his vocabulary. Do I have it? Helping...fuck. I have so much to think about... 


“Ujiko’s research...The fucker was a “genius”, right?” 
“T...I guess?” Shigaraki answered, unsure where Katsuki was going. 


“Would a fucking genius keep all his research in one place ? A genius with international 
resources?” Katsuki said, punching the table yet again. It made his hand bleed under the bandage, 
the stitches snapping, but he didn’t care. “Would Ujiko not keep back ups?” 


“Yeah. He would. The secrets of the Nomus, of copying Quirks-” 


“Of All for One. Could there be more like him out there? Not like that shithead Nine, no, I mean 
like AFO. Tell me. TELL ME!” 


Shigaraki looked away, despair taking over his features. “No...Not like him. Never again. Multiple 
Quirks? Maybe. But that immortal monster is DEAD! DEAD!” Shigaraki said, screaming in his 
face now. The guards hit the door with their batons, and Shigaraki backed down. “There will never 
be anyone like him. All for One...no. NO. The man is dead. The spirit is gone .” 


“But his legacy? The fucker called out to a friend in his video, remember? “Dima”. Who the fuck 
is that? A FRIEND, he said...What did he mean? What the fuck?” Katsuki exploded again, and 
Shigaraki backed down further. When the name of the “friend” had been uttered, it seemed to make 
Shigaraki realize something. 


“Dima. Yes, I heard that name. “The Russian”. Ujiko spoke about a Russian too, but that country is 
massive. They have thousands of villains. Big ones, like Pestilentia, though they could be a fucking 
rumour for all I know, and small time chumps like those mercs working in Hokkaido for “Smelly 
losef”...It’s not a clue. It could be a misdirection, all this time. And yet-” Shigaraki paused, 
reaching to scratch his neck and stopping halfway, frowning. 


“And yet?” 


“The name just...reminds me of nightmares. Red eyes. All of my family dying to my Quirk and it 
making me feel good . All the fake memories, I relieved them some nights...Even that poor dog, 


Mon-chan. Was Mon-chan real, Bakugou? Was my dog real?” Shigaraki’s expression turned wild, 
and he snarled the last words. 


“Your...your fucking dog? You have nightmares of killing your dog and your family?” 


“And red eyes watching. Always watching, in those dreams. But they were just that, weren’t they? 
Or...Toga reacted strange when Sensei...when All for One mentioned this “Dima”. It was only for 
an instant, but I noticed...” Shigaraki said, muttering the last part to himself. 


“TI don’t give a shit about that sadistic bitch. For all I care she’s already dead in some ditch or 
alley.” “You hurt him. You hurt him in EVERY WAY POSSIBLE. If you don’t join, Pll skin your 
hands, little by little. Local anaesthetic, but not in the hands. In your spine . No moving, no 
reacting...Just feeling. Feeling as I take away your one asset in life!” I still remember, Toga. I ain’t 
forgetting, or forgiving. 


Shigaraki didn’t seem to react to what he said about Toga. He nodded weakly. “I don’t think she’d 
dead. But she’s got nothing to do with All for One now. If he had any plans for her, as the only one 
who escaped, he’d have found her or something. And she’d have fought us in China. Isn’t that 
obvious?” 


“T guess...Back to this “Dima”...What else do you remember? If...if it is the only clue I have, Pll 
take it. It starts with me...no, it started with us. You, Deku, me. We were the Ground Zero, and this 
doesn’t stop until every fucking memory of AFO is gone.” Katsuki said, rubbing his bleeding hand 
now. This is not over, not while another AFo could lurk somewhere. Not if this “Dima” could be 
another one like him. 


“Did you practice that line in the mirror, Katsuki?” Shigaraki said, with that weird grin of his. “TI 
only had one chance, and it was good enough to kill him . Would the police let me out to chase 
ghosts? To decay the rest of his legacy?” 


“No. This...this was probably it for you. What the fuck even is left for you, anyway? Therapy? Life 
between four walls? That shitty ass console?” 


“T’ve asked myself that same fucking question.” Shigaraki replied, with an honesty and openness 
that shook Katsuki to the core. “I had revenge, now I don’t. I had a family, and AFO murdered 
them. I found brothers and sisters, with the League, and my mistakes cost them all. In my brain 
it’s...10’s fucking war. The way forward is not clear at all.” 


He sighed, and added, “And the console’s pretty decent, you fucking idiot. Show some respect. It’s 
the best I got until I can get my PC.” 


They both flipped each other off, and Katsuki knew the meeting was over. Their usefulness for 
each other was at an end, and they would never be friends. And, most of all, Shigaraki’s mission 
was done, it was over. His life as Shigaraki was over now, and, as difficult as it was to accept it for 
Katsuki, he was now truly Tenko Shimura. 


And Tenko Shimura looked eager to leave AFO’s memory in the dust. 


“At least you answered some stuff. I got a clearer picture and...it’s fucking terrible. No idea how 
many Nomus, maybe a hundred fucking doctors still kidnapping people, a fake version of the AFO 
Quirk could be out there. All Might...and Deku. They both need to know.” 


Shigaraki held Katsuki’s gaze for a while, then said, “They probably know. All Might knew about 
Ujiko, but only by reputation, not name or face, and he destroyed a couple clinics back in the day. 


And Izuku...If Ujiko was his pediatrician, he made the connection a long time back.” 


“T should go. It was... thanks , I guess.” Katsuki said, and Shigaraki grinned smugly at being 
thanked. Js that satisfaction for hearing me say it? Or getting a “thanks” in general? It’s pretty 
fucking sad, either way, I say thanks all the fucking time. 


“T’ll see you around. Sooner or later. It’s probably irresistible to come over and call me names, isn’t 
it?” 


“Don’t hold your fucking breath. Go online and get all the toxicity you need from twelve year olds, 
asshole.” 


With no more left to talk, Katsuki signaled the guards, who opened the door and let him through. 
From the window, he could see Tenko Shimura waving back, smiling. It was pretty creepy. He 
kept going, following the guards, counting all the goddamn Hatsume Industries logos all over. 


The insane gearhead had scored a pretty big gig with the police to design Hades Prison, and it 
showed; all the Quirk countermeasures bore her logo, the screens at the cafeteria showed her ads, 
hyping up Deku as the favorite for the upcoming school year’s Sports Festival as well as selling 
different items for heroes and civilians alike. 


Examining a wall marked with the Crosshair Eye logo, Katsuki noticed that, in small print, it read 
the name of the company that had manufactured it under license, Toha Heavy Industries. He just 
nodded and kept going, until he was outside at the parking lot. He gave a brisk nod to the cops 
who’d been with him, and started to make a beeline to the new chopper he’d acquired, when the 
insurance had finally done their goddamn jobs and replaced the one Dabi had blown up. 


As he briefly considered returning to the prison and asking a guard for permission to go call Dabi a 
motherfucker, he noticed a lame pastel coloured scooter arriving. /f it isn’t Miss Stockholm 
Senpai... He found it disturbing how easily Nejire Hadou had given her friendship to Tenko, and, 
judging by the way he’d heard him talk about the blue haired ditz, she’d probably even given the 
poor bastard some hopes of scoring. 


“Tt’s kinda sick to imagine that, I might fucking puke...” he muttered, and went quiet as Hadou 
parked next to his bike and removed her helmet, that gigantic blue mane being unleashed. How the 
fuck does she even fit that hair inside? That’s some cartoon physics bullshit. 


“Hello, Blasty Boy Ground Zero!” Hadou said, grinning. 
“Tt’s just Ground Zero. And I was leaving.” 


“Hi bye, then!” she said, waving again, and starting to walk to the entrance.Go on, make 
Shigaraki’s day. Weirdo willlove that sundress. Hell, he might even die, and you'll save the 
taxpayers some cash. 


He watched her walk into the white gates of the prison, welcomed by the guards with smiles and 
excitement, and then turned back to his chopper, a classic Harley, just like the one Dabi had 
destroyed, but with a slightly different paintjob. The bike felt great under him as he started its 
engine and put on his helmet, almost good enough to dispel the fear of more like AFO being out 
there. 


But Ejirou’s gift wasn’t enough to hold that at bay, not even the road and the clear skies ahead were 
enough. Tsubasa’s dad...did he die, too? Kill himself? Or...or was he helping his father? Bastard, 
if you did that, if you gave your son over... His thoughts only turned darker as he left the area 


around Hades Prison, and started making his way back home. 


But he wasn’t about to let worries and doubts slow him down, he told himself. /’m Ground Zero. I 
start things, I change the fucking world. I'll look around, see if I find anything. Wait and see if 
another AFO appears, and I'll kill him. If Ujiko Jr. appears, Pll kill him. ?'m Ground Zero, and 
this is not over. 


It had been very difficult returning back to Japan for Tenko. Everything around the hospital had 
reminded him of the League; places where he could see Twice having a smoke at, or some railing 
for Dabi to lean on and complain about everything, or a blindspot to security cameras that Toga 
would have commented on. 


He had been met by the Big 3, and the relief of seeing Nejire again had almost killed him...but after 
that he had talked with All Might, told the hero how Jost he felt, how aimless he was now that he 
didn’t even have the vague desire to “destroy” that he’d once had. 


He was now free, at least mentally, free from AFO’s will guiding him, free from the driving force 
of revenge. He was vulnerable, and unsure, and his options seemed overwhelming, even when he 
knew that he’d be physically confined for years or even decades. 


For once in his life, he didn’t know what to do. All he had were strong emotions; the joy of victory, 
the taste of a righteous kill, the relief of meeting again, the longing for his friends. He missed them 
dearly, and he felt incomplete, without their company. 


All of that he had told All Might, back then, before Nejire and her friends had escorted him to his 
new home, a shiny new prison deep in the countryside, with fearsome defenses and 
countermeasures against escape. 


And All Might’s words had stuck, the message he’d given had been on Tenko’s mind every 
waking hour. 


“You're finally free from the blood feud my master, Izuku and I were involved in, too. We’re all 
free, and it is...confusing, isn’t it? I don’t think I ever got the chance to celebrate my win, seven 
years ago. My injury, Nighteye’s prophecy...We proved him wrong, by the way...There was no end 
to it. I had to keep being a hero, even after I “won”. But you? Izuku, young Bakugou? 


“This is a new chapter, a new start. I know it might be a big thing to ask...if you’re having trouble 
finding a dream, or an objective, lean on your friends. Young Hadou, especially, I’m sure she will 
listen. Izuku too, I know he will visit you. Search deep within yourself, and a path will show up. In 
prison you will find chances for education, you can take them. Learn a new language, a new skill. 
Go against that Quirk All for One gave you, Tenko, and create .” 


“Create”. That had been the big thing to ask for. And it was possibly the only way forward, now 
that the interaction of the weeks preceding to the mission was fading, and loneliness was setting in. 
In Hades Prison he was finding much more of himself, and he discovered just how much of 
Tomura was left. 


At times, when he felt especially vulnerable, or confused, when faced with difficult questions by 
the psychiatrists or sudden changes, he fe/t he was Tomura and not Tenko. And that unsettled him, 
it only made him more and more worried. 


He hoped that continued therapy would help him deal with that, but the possibility of losing the 
progress he had made was way too dreadful, and it kept him up at night. The chance of becoming 
Tomura again, for good, weighed him down. 


Only meeting people pushed that away. Therapy helped him more and more, even with those 
doubts, and at one point a woman called Tomoko Shiretoko had joined the psych team. Ragdoll, 
she had once been, and the loss of her Quirk was partly Tomura’s fault, so she had taken it upon 
herself to help Tenko. 


And best of all, Nejire visited every week . Even with isolation making his psyche fragile, and his 
aimless state damaging him further, Nejire raised his spirits enormously and helped make therapy 
more bearable. Soon, he hoped, he might fix all his issues, and be left only with the crippling 
insecurity of his feelings for her, and the way it hurt him to deal with them. 


There was no way he could Jove someone. He was far too gone for that. So he couldn’t allow 
himself to feel that. Imagine she was just his friend, limit himself to wish for that only. And yet, in 
the instants before his mind caught itself, he dreamed. 


He dreamed of freedom again, full freedom. Of doing something worthy again, something that 
brought good into the world, instead of evil. The only good thing he’d done had been killing AFO, 
and he wanted more and more...And he wanted love. He wanted touch, he wanted compassion, 
understanding. He wanted what he’d never had, and so much more besides. 


He wanted a home in the countryside, and perfect internet for gaming. He wanted an amazing 
computer, and he wanted to try new food, and he wanted even more... 


I am not aimless. I do have a dream. I have a dream I see tiny glimpses of, when Nejire and Izuku 
and All Might and Ragdoll visit me. A dream where I can be a good person, where my grandma is 
proud of me, where I have everything I longed for. A dream where...a dream where I’m happy and 
free and loved. 


“Hey hey! Tenko!” She was there, Nejire was there! He’d lost himself again inside his own mind, 
shutting away all he’d talked with Bakugou, that looming fear that the fight was not over. He’d 
retreated from that, and gone inside, trying to find a way. Maybe he had, but now he had one more 
worry; that he’d have to fight again. 


“H-hey...” 
“IT saw Blasty Boy Ground Zero outside! Did he visit you?” 


“He did.” Tenko answered, then sighed, “He’s scared. The attack at Shibuya...Nejire, Nine and All 
for One were connected.” 


Her expression darkened, “I...1 know. He...he tried to take my Quirk. I...[ hadn’t told you. It 
was...pretty scary. I’m...I feel a bit safer knowing he died, you know?” 


Tenko was left speechless, shocked. He wanted nothing more than to comfort Nejire, to help, but 
he had no idea how . But she sensed his distress, and she hugged him. It was a perfect hug, a 
painful hug. A hug where he felt his dream was real, and life would be good. A hug where he felt 
how close it had all been, how close Nine had been to stealing Nejire’s power and probably using it 


to murder her. 


It was a hug that made AFO’s words loom again over him, and fear his legacy. A hug that he 
returned as fiercely as he could, with the promise that he’d fight again if needed. To protect, this 
time, not to avenge. He’d never be a hero, but he could at least fight for his loved ones, when the 
time came. 


“Nejire...I think...I think I know what I want to do now. I think...[ think I see a path now.” Tenko 
said, some time later, after hugging for a long while, with some sobbing and even a few minutes in 
which Nejire held his gloved hands, quietly, gently. 


“You do? Yay!” Nejire said, an easy smile on her lips. Her blue eyes shone like the sky of a bright 
day, and the smile shook Tenko’s heart. Paired with the adorable sundress she wore, and the way 
her hair tumbled around her face and back, it was a gorgeous sight that took his breath away. 


“T want more therapy. I want more...more interaction. I can’t ask for more visits, but...But I can 
cherish the ones I have. I can...I don’t know...I can see if they let me send letters or something to 
my friends. And...if I ever get out of here, I want to be good .” He left out all the confused parts of 
his dream, all about how he felt towards her. J don’t deserve to feel that. She doesn’t need to know I 
have that struggle. I want her company, not...not to ruin everything. 


“Awesome!” Nejire said, patting his head softly, ruffling his long hair with her Quirk, causing his 
scalp to tickle pleasantly. My dream also includes more of that! “I'm helping, of course! [ll talk 
with Ragdoll, and with Deku and All Might, see what we can do...Oh? It’s Deku already? Do 
you...do you know if he has a secret mind reading Quirk?” 


Pushing the idea of people with extra QUirks far, far away, Tenko laughed it off as Nejire giggled 
at her own joke. “He sent a message?” 


“Yeah! He asked if I was here with you, I said yes! Said we had a bit more hugging to do, though.” 
Nejire said, giving an exaggerated pout. 


“W-what?” 


“You looked really sad! I want to make sure you can sleep easy, at least today, so more hugs.” She 
again hugged Tenko, smothering him a little, but it was damn blissful. “Okay! Now what kind of 
good do you want to do? Volunteering? Charity work? Helping the environment? Rescue? Sending 
pictures of chubby cats to people who are feeling a bit sad? Sending pictures of chubby cats to 
Aizawa sensei?” 


Tenko hesitated, “I uhh...I only have a uhh...general direction I want to go. Maybe...I seriously 
don’t even know where to begin, but...[ want to create.” 


“How about writing?” 


“T’m...I1 don’t actually have a formal education...[ don’t know if it would...work.” Tenko said, 
shyly touching the tips of his index fingers against each other. 


“Drawing?” 


“['m worse at it than Spinner . But a little better than Magne...She was amazing but stick figures 
were too much for her.” Tenko smiled sadly, remembering the “big sis” he’d lost so uselessly, for 
an alliance that had not helped them at all in the end. “Not sure...” 


“How about a plant?!” Nejire asked, quickly flicking through her phone and producing a picture of 


her proudly presenting a flower pot with a bright blue flower that matched her hair. It was 
absolutely lovely. 


“That...that could work. It could be a cactus, to start. I can call it “Dabi’’...” 


“ll bring one over next time, then! And you can water it at the sink!” Nejire said, before a cute 
pinging sound from her phone caught her attention. “Oh, oops! Deku’s right outside, and he sounds 
a bit serious...I think he’s been trying to get the guards to let him see you since yesterday? Maybe 
before?” 


““We’ve been back a week, maybe it was something important. Why couldn’t he visit?” 


“Probably the visiting hours and his UA hours?” Nejire offered, and Tenko nodded. Jt makes 
sense. He may be a goddamn beast, but he’s still not a fully fledged pro...Which is pretty damning 
for most other pros. Not you, Nejire, you’re amazing. “VL... 11 let him in and visit again tomorrow, 
okay? Make up for lost time today. You can show me a game! Or two!” 


“That would be uhh...great! Yeah. I’d love to.” Tenko admitted, feeling an intense urge to scratch 
off the entire skin of his burning cheeks. It only got worse when she hugged him again, and he was 
completely flustered when she left. 


It left him even more conflicted before, with the side of him that liked her feeling amazing and 
validated and powerful, and the side that thought he didn’t deserve any affection pushed back 
stronger. He missed her already, from the second he saw her walk out of his cell, and Izuku walked 
in. 


He didn’t take a seat, and his expression was full of worry, full of pain. That’s not the face of 
victory. Don’t tell me...don’t tell me you also want to hunt down AFO’s legacy or whatever is 
keeping Bakugou afraid? Or...something else? 


“Tt’s okay, officers! I trust him! You can give us a few minutes!” Izuku yelled, and the cops outside 
left, miraculously. He turned to Tenko, their eyes meeting. Izuku’s eyes had heavy bags under 
them, and were reddened, as if he had been crying earlier. Something definitely happened. 


“What’s...what’s going on?” Tenko asked, instinctively straightening in his chair. Izuku’s fear 
shook him much, much worse than everything Bakugou had told him, all those doubts were 
nothing compared with now. 


“T...[ have been trying to come and see you. You...you need to know, too. You knew too much to 
keep you in the dark.” He took a deep breath and continued, “It’s...it’s something I’ve been dealing 
with, ever since the fight. AFO taunted me...he taunted me with Himiko. ” No...not her. Little 
sis...no. 


“Talk, man, don’t just drop that on me and stop!” Tenko yelled, slamming his hand on the table, on 
the same spot Bakugou had during his outbursts. 


“He said she would do something. She...we talked. The day we returned. She’s...she’s somewhere , 
and she...she killed.” His face fell, and he let out a pained sob, wiping his eyes a moment later with 
his hands. 


“She’s Himiko Toga, she kills assholes, that’s natural.” Tomura answered, his chest swelling with 
pride. Why does that have you so down, Izuku? You said you’d help her, is this about that? 


“Tt wasn’t...1t wasn’t because she wanted to kill them. The video...AFO’s video...I think...I think 
she’s a sleeper agent. And that... activated her programming. That’s my hypothesis, at least. 


And...and she had a choice, you know?” Izuku sat down, next to Tenko. More tears streamed down 
his cheeks, tears of desperation, tears of not having anyone else to trust the secret to. 


“What choice?” A sleeper agent has to do what they are sent to do, no way out... The numbers, what 
do they mean? They mean we have a job to do... 


“To...to let the programming, the bloodlust, take over. Or...do it herself.” And you convinced her to 
do it herself. It sounds like the only way. I don’t blame you at all. 


“Where is she, Izuku? Where is Toga?” 


“She’s...she’s gone. I don’t know where she is, I don’t know if she'll be safe. I don’t know 
anything at all, except that I promised I would be with her, and I will do it. She’Il come back home, 
I’m sure of it...” 


Toga...where are you, you brat? You loud, lovesick puppy? You little psycho, most loyal friend? 
Where are you, Himiko? Will I ever see you again? 


Epilogue 


Chapter Notes 


And that's it for this fic. If you've read this far, thanks! You're the best! I'm glad to 
have had you in this journey. Hope you will join me in other adventures! 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Himiko Toga reached into her jacket, taking out her wallet and handing a few Euros to the bed and 
breakfast lady, a grumpy looking German woman called Renate. The lady checked the cash 
carefully, saw no obvious defects on it, then smiled flatly and motioned for Toga to walk inside the 
house. 


Located near the town centre of the city of Bremen, Germany, Toga’s refuge for the next couple of 
days was a basement, slightly dim and grubby, but miles better than sneaking into factories, 
warehouses and barns, as she had in her way to Germany, or in homeless shelters, like she had in 
Turkey, just before, or deserted alleyways, like in Hong Kong and Beijing. Sneaking into empty 
homes was the best, though. That apartment in Vietnam had a great selection of cereal... 


Her exile had taken her in the general direction of the west. She didn’t know if her list had any sort 
of priorities, but she followed it, going further inland to Asia and now, to Europe. A few months 
had passed now, since Hong Kong, and the week she had spent there was still fresh in her mind. 


The resolve to move forward had carried her, but the loneliness was mounting up. Being so utterly 
and completely alone, with just one friend to vent her burdens to, and with no possibilities of seeing 
him in person, while chipping away at her soul with kill after kill, was a slow, painful process. 


She was only five kills into the list. A fifth of the way, and yet every new target seemed better 
guarded, better hidden, more intelligent. The woman in Vietnam had three dozen guards, the man 
in Beijing had almost gotten away in a private jet before she killed him, the person in Turkey had 
moved from Ankara to Istanbul and back again... 


The b&b lady couldn’t smell it, probably, but inside two ziploc bags were a sweater and a glove 
that had ended up full of blood, the blood of a target. One less on the list... She had stalked her 
quarry for a couple days, following him to Hamburg and to Bremerhaven, where she had finally 
cornered him lounging at a bridge. 


Bremerhaven was a port town, not especially big, with a few notable landmarks, best known of all 
a natural museum called the Klimahaus, and the target, a former arms dealer called Heinrich 
Kahnwald, had chosen the bridge connecting the museum with a shopping mall, a little river 
flowing between the museum’s island and the town. He had been smoking peacefully as Toga had 
approached. 


Dressed like a backpacking teenager, Toga had gestured at Kahnwald, asking for a smoke, keeping 
his gaze on her extended left hand, not the hidden right, shoved inside her pocket. The former 
villain, supplier for some of All for One’s crimes abroad, smiled amiably and moved to give a 
smiling gal a cancer stick...when she had taken out her right hand, and the shiv she held. 


A sharpened toothbrush, it was a disposable tool in case she had to lose her other knives and still 


wished to stay armed. And by god she had sharpened it . A quick stab at Kahnwald’s aorta, then 
the carotid, a little push...Nobody had seen it firsthand, and Toga had kept her face hidden from all 
of the security cameras overlooking the bridge. 


Kahnwald had fallen, bleeding out, the contents of his wallet stolen before the push, and Toga had 
been halfway to Bremen, thirty minutes away by train, by the time his corpse had been spotted in 
the water. No news channels were reporting it, so she guessed they all had some inkling of how 
shady he was... 


It had been the fifth life she had taken off the list. She didn’t regret this death, not with the 
knowledge that Heinrich Kahnwald had supplied murderers for decades, and something deep 
inside her told of some deeper connection, the hunch that Heinrich had given weapons to people 
who had hurt someone close. He supplied the Shinigami Squad, that I know from the list, but...did 
those guys do anything to my family? Someone I knew? I keep...I keep thinking of Tomura. Man, I 
miss him. I miss them all so much... 


She’d changed her sweater for a light jacket while on the train, adding her glove as well to the 
plastic bags. If she could, she would clean them, if not, she would make the evidence disappear, 
some way. She felt more proficient with each kill, and a little more detached to it all. It scared her, 
but at the same time, it was the only thing she could do to make those deaths as clean and quick as 
possible. 


“Miss? Miss?” The b&b lady, Renate, spoke again, bringing Toga back to the present, away from 
the daunting idea of the list. There were still 20 people to go, and she was exhausted already, tired 
of surviving day by day, stealing from pockets or at knifepoint to keep herself fed, raiding drawers 
and stores closed at night to stay clothed, doing everything she could to keep herself safe at night, 
even fighting off those that had tried to harm her. 


To her credit, she hadn’t actually killed those bastards. Sure, she had taken one’s thumbs, an eye 
from another, and cut a third’s Achilles heel tendons, but that show of force had kept the streets of 
Ankara wary of her, afraid, and nobody else had tried what those men had attempted...She’d talked 
all night with Izuku, that time, too scared to sleep a single minute. 


“Yeah, I was listening to you, the washing machine costs five euros more to use, got it.” Toga said, 
quickly picking up context clues and stray words she had ignored. She immediately discarded the 
idea of using the machine; with even a little blood left on it, the grumpy German lady would have 
the entire country looking for her. It would have to be somewhere else. 


“Ja. That was all. You can leave your backpack here and head into town for your meal; dinner is 
not included.” Renate then listed a few recommendations, like a kebab shop a block away, and a 
Turkish pizza parlor a little further. Having joined a group of Turkish migrants on her path to 
Europe, all the way to Germany, Toga was pretty sure she could order anything on the menu of 
either place with the fluency of an Ankara native, but, since she would soon leave for Berlin and 
she didn’t think she could scrounge up the funds to remain in that city for long, she wanted 
something quintessentially German before fleeing down towards Italy. 


“Hmmm. Something a bit more local, then.” Renate’s English was perfect, but heavily accented 
with the harsh tones of German, “Flammkuchen place, downtown, next to the department store. Ja, 
sehr gut... That should do. The trams are cheap.” Toga shook her head, insisting she loved walking. 


With the issue of food solved (she planned to buy extra food on all the places mentioned and store 
them in plastic containers on her backpack), and a roof over her head paid for, Toga gave the 
German a big smile and received the keys, acting as if she hadn’t heard the offer to leave her 
backpack behind. 


It was her first time trying a b&b app, and of course she had installed it in a burner phone, with a 
pseudonym, insisting on the options for using cash only...and used a dead man’s Euros for it. 
Thank you, Heinrich, you shouldn’t have kept five hundred Euros on you, you gun smuggling piece 
of shit. 


“Before I go, I...1 would like to use some of my time here talking with my boyfriend, back in Japan. 
It could be late.” 


Renate shrugged, “The walls are not thin. I would not rent the basement if they were. Do whatever, 
you paid already. Have a fun time, miss Ochako.” Yes. I went with that alias. I swear I was better 
at coming up with fake identities...maybe Ill brainstorm some with Izuku later tonight... 


“Thanks!” 


With a quick check at the time, Toga set up a timer for when UA activities ended and then some, 
setting it for 5 p.m. local, Tokyo midnight.. It was a pretty big day, and she was eager to see the 
reruns on her phone; the UA Sports Festival was here! Last time we talked, I asked Izuku about it, 
and he said that with the excitement, most students and attendees stay up way past what their 
exhaustion should let them. 


Some watch the day’s other fights, some party, some...well, it’s a sporting event! People fuck a lot! 
Hormones are high! I wonder if Izu-Izu....Ughh, what am I even thinking? If he does, I would...I 
would understand it. Maybe even accept it? The jealousy and insecurity...I wasn’t like this. Is it 
cause of how close I was to really having him? Or...the dreams? 


Ever since Hong Kong, she’d had many, many more dreams than usual. Vivid, lifelike dreams that 
usually turned to nightmares and showed her dreadful things, like the faces of every person she had 
killed looking at her, smiling ear to ear, or torture of all kinds. She’d even experienced what she 
thought was a torture method used by the Spanish Inquisition; she had not expected that at all. 


But most numerous were nightmares that seemed to poke at each and every insecurity she had, and 
they all seemed to be growing. Her identity issues, based on the conflict of her Quirk letting her be 
anyone and still wanting to be herself, of finding her own sense of self versus becoming someone 
else; all her regrets at having been separated from the League and probably never seeing them 
again, and the growing battle between wanting Izuku for herself, and the dreams that showed her 
how happy he could be with anyone else. 


It made her jumpy, anxious, more jealous every dream, eroding her self worth little by little. Her 
days were hunting, her nights, avoiding sleep and the dreams as much as possible. Only talking 
with Izuku kept her grounded enough for a few full nights of sleep, but the rest of the time, she was 
on edge. So she escaped. 


Through novels, manga, anime and series, through audiobooks and music and podcasts. Through 
running a social media group, a fanclub for Izuku. Through the beautiful cities she visited, and the 
silence of empty streets at midnight. Through that escape, she kept herself sane. 


“T understand you a bit more now, Tomura. Your games were this escape for you...I wish I had 
understood. I wish I had gotten what you were going through...It was this . You were being led to 
fulfill AFO’s will, like me now...” Toga muttered to herself as she walked out of the basement and 
through a cute little alley, to a main avenue with several lanes and a tram line in the middle, going 
to the town centre and the train station one way, and to Bremen’s small airport the other. 


It was a nicely planned town, she thought. With nice buildings, and the cathedral’s green tiled 
spires in the distance, and the street she now walked on was lined with trees in full bloom, now that 


spring had hit with full force. She could smell food cooking in the distance, her sharp nose picking 
up the kebab shop and pizza parlor recommended half a hundred meters before seeing them, and 
catching notes of barbecue and grilled wurst in the wind. 


Hungrier with each step, she indulged that sensation, trying a mindfulness technique from one of 
the books she had already finished and left behind. Then again, that one said to focus on breathing 
or inane bullshit like that, not on delicious food smells to mask all this fucking inner turmoil, 
right? 


A few blocks away she reached a bridge, then another, both of which she had crossed on the way 
to the b&b in a different mindset, one of exhaustion, more mental than physical. Now, with some 
modicum of peace and the prospect of talking with Izuku mere hours away, she looked at the 
waterfront with new eyes. 


In the part of town she left behind she saw a big water tower, square and made of stone, and she 
thought for an instant it looked like a castle. A much less formidable one than those in my books, 
though! I’m halfway through them now...How many times will I end up re-reading them to keep 
myself here ? 


And before her, she saw a sailboat, what she once would have called a pirate ship, except it had no 
cannons, and thus would be particularly shit at capturing merchant vessels! When she reached the 
other end of the bridge, she saw it was a restaurant! 


A few minutes more of walking and she found herself in the town centre, looking up close at the 
cathedral and a market square. [f I had arrived at some other time, like Christmas, there sure would 
have been a festival. All that food...Fuck, ’'m hungry. Guess assassinations really do make one 
famished, huh? Or was it that I couldn’t keep down my breakfast with the nerves and the chances 
he’d escape? Both? 


“And there it is. The department store and the flammkuchen place...those look like pizzas. German 
pizzas? ’'m game!” Toga grinned, letting the small joy of finding a place make her smile. Little 
things, focus on the little things...like the store’s alarm system...I can deal with that! We’re 
debuting new outfits tonight! 


Dressed in leggings and a tight longsleeve shirt, covering her face fully, armed with a tool to 
remove clothes tags and an empty backpack, she’d raid the store for all she could, and the 
insurance would pay them back. It was a victimless crime, in her mind. 


Trying out her German, which she had the rough basics of, to ask for her totally-not-a-pizza, Toga 
paid for her meal and a bottle of soda and sat down, headphones on, checking on the Hero Deku 
fanclub, trying to see if anyone was breaking any rules while trying to keep herself spoiler-free on 
his fight results at the Festival, and the time passed quickly before she got her meal, which she 
devoured in about 3 and a half seconds, and asked for more. 


The flammkuchen was a flat, rectangular piece of bread, with melted cheese and spices on top, as 
well as a cream sauce and onions and a little bacon sprinkled all over. The savory, extremely rich 
taste of the spices and sauce combined with the hearty cheese and the good bread for an explosion 
of flavour...that Toga would have enjoyed a bit more if she had waited for it to cool down and not 
burnt the roof of her mouth! 


It was accompanied with fries that she’d ordered too, called “friet saté’, apparently they were 
Dutch style fries that had caught on in northern Germany, served with a curious peanut sauce ¢, 
that threatened to become Toga’s next addiction. This...this is GOOD! How the hell does this work 
so well? It’s...it’s almost as tasty as blood! 


She chased it all down with some local soda, comparing the taste to Japanese sodas as yet more 
“mindfulness”. Maybe I am too feral for spiritual stuff like that? Who knows. 


Heinrich Kahnwald paid for it all, and for the kebabs and pizza slices she stuffed into her 
containers later, on the way back. As she returned, she walked into a mobile phone store and got 
herself a new burner, then kept on walking until she found another store, and repeated the process. 
I'll make email accounts later, and more burner accounts for the b&b app...maybe that way I can 
live cheaply but safely, at least while this cash runs out. 


It should last me a few weeks more, if I think things well...'1l ask Izu-Izu for help budgeting it! I 
still have...a decent bit over 400 Euros? Not that bad, right? Or I could spend it all on a steak! A 
really bloody steak, yum yum! A couple blocks away from her room for the night, she spotted a 
self operated laundry with just a couple people using it. Jackpot . 


Making sure to pick a machine far away from the other customers, and in the security camera’s 
blindspot, Toga quickly buried the bloodied garments beneath her other dirty clothes, closed the lid 
and followed the instructions to fill the detergent. She sighed, finding the box didn’t feature Wash, 
the Washing MAchine Hero, missing home very, very much, but she let go of that sadness quickly. 
With this, I have used washing machines what...three times? Four? I'll be a fully trained housewife 
by the time we meet again, Izu-Izu! If...if we meet again, ever... 


The washing cycle took a long while, and the hour for a safe, private talk with Izuku got closer and 
closer. She finished washing and drying, and she hurried “home”, not hearing Renate’s presence. 
The walls are thick, I see. Now...Let’s get comfortable, for once! 


She emptied all the freshly washed clothes on the bed, still warm and nice smelling from the cycle, 
and she jumped on top, wriggling comfortably around. “An actual BED! It’s been a while, 
mattress! Man!” She took off her shoes and threw them to the ground, then her socks, wiggling her 
toes to and fro, watching them with glee. 


Her timer sounded, with an All Might theme song Izuku had spoken to her about one time, and she 
vibed to it for a few seconds, before turning it off and dialing Izuku’s number on the phone he had 
given her, which she always kept charged and ready. The dial tone sounded once, twice... 


“Himiko!” 


“Tzu-Izu! Oh, Izu-Izu, I need to know about the Festival! Come on, come on, tell me everything! 
Tell me how you’ve been! I want to hear your voice all night long! I... missed you!” Toga said, 
giving the mic a quick little kiss that she wished she could give him in person. A kiss on the lips, of 
course. Though cheek kisses are adorable, and forehead kisses...hnggghhh, that would do things to 
me... 


“Himiko, I missed you a lot, too! I also want you to tell me about you!” Izuku’s voice was filled 
with kindness, as always, but also exhaustion and a bit of leftover “fight” from the Festival, that 
Toga could pick on his tone. It made her more and more excited. 


“Sure!” Toga said, casually. Oh baby, I just killed a man in cold blood, it’s not a nice topic... “But 
you first! I made the call, so I get to decide!” 


“Okay!” he answered, cheerfully, “It was...it was pretty wonderful! It started this year with a race, 
too, like in my first year...” 


“KING OF THE HILL! Control the hill to win!” Present Mic’s voice was loud as ever, announcing 
the rules for the game, in which different “hills” would be activated along the stadium and the 
students would have to team up and battle to hold the hill as long as possible, until it changed 
locations. 


The “hills” were floating, semi-translucent hologram cylinders that visibly marked each hill, even 
in the areas with no elevation to speak of, that were not literal hills. They could fit a couple teams 
inside, spread apart with enough room to fight, and the holograms would change colors depending 
on who held the hill. 


It was all pretty straightforward, but without his capture weapon or bo stick, Hitoshi Shinsou didn’t 
think he’d have a big chance of moving onto the next round. J already have proven myself in these. 
I made it to the finals in first year, and last year too. By now they all know my power, and the 
strength and agility that got me through the race won’t be enough against Quirks in a small 
area...How the fuck do I play this? I still want to win. 


He considered his options as Present Mic went over more details, like how the hill would be 
immediately changed if it was filled with a material that wouldn’t let others move into it, like ice, 
“T’m talking to you, Todoroki! Haha! You’re amazing but you gotta PLAY FAIR! YEAAAAHHH 
YEAAAAHHH!” Do I join Izuku or Mei? I’m not sure if they are working together, and the teams 
are maximum 7 people, they have their own team ready, right? Hmm...what to do? 


Last year he had teamed up with them, as his closest friends, and the people Izuku had felt most 
comfortable with back then. It had been straightforward, but now he wasn’t so sure what to do. 
Maybe Monoma? I’m sure he can come up with a good plan. He hesitated, seeing Monoma 
quickly assemble a team of 3-B classmates, and stood by as Mic finished the explanation, unsure 
who to team up with. 


Until he heard a pair of loud, annoying, giggling voices, “SHINSOU!” Then he was hugged, 
almost tackled to the ground by Denki and Ashido, and would have fallen if not for all of Aizawa’s 
training for core and leg strength. 


“Are you trying to take me out of the game already?” he said, a small smile on his lips as he 
returned their hug by awkwardly patting them on the back. 


“Nope!” Ashido said, beaming at him, “I want you!” She suddenly blushed slightly, her cheeks 
turning a darker shade of pink, and added, “I mean we! WE want you! For our team!” 


“We do, man!” Denki said, “Pretty please?” 
Shinsou hadn’t expected that, “... why?” 


“For fun! Come on, you’re pretty strong, no? Like here just lemme...” Denki said, reaching out to 
grab Shinsou’s arm and rub at his biceps. 


“Hey! Stop that!” he said, feeling extremely flustered all of a sudden. 


“You can also rub our arms for luck!” Ashido said with a giggle, presenting her amazingly toned 
upper arm right in Shinsou’s face. A few thoughts crossed his mind, like how she could probably 
beat him in arm wrestling, or choke him out, or give him a nice, warm hug with those arms, and he 


felt his cheeks grow hotter. 


“T make my own luck.” he said, trying to hide his rapidly blushing face, unsuccessfully, as Ashido 
and Denki followed him, again way too close. “Alright, alright! Pll join, okay.” Shinsou finally 
admitted, when Denki distracted him and Ashido got right to his ear and whispered “Join!”. 


“Yay!” 


“But what use am I? Everyone knows my power already and without my gear, I’m just a dude. 
Maybe above average in strength and speed and a bit more on agility, but...” 


“It?s cause you’re our friend, man!” Denki said, with Ashido nodding. “And I’m sure you’re 
waaaay better than average, if you know what I mean...” 


“Shut up already!” Shinsou said, pushing Denki away. “‘Just...just tell me what’s the plan. And if it 
is “follow behind Bakugou while he fights” I will grumble a lot.” 


“We have a better plan!” Ashido said, elbowing him, smiling brightly. That smile is way too 
cute...No! Don’t think that. You can’t trust like that, not again... “J make puddles, you push people 
so they trip, Denki zaps them, Kyoka blasts them out of the hill! Meanwhile Sero and Bakubro and 
Kiri join up as a rocket powered medieval flail! Like the one Yaomomo used that time when she 
broke Satou’s shoulder? Poor dude! But one of those! Sero’s tape is the rope and Kiri is the ball 
and-” 


“That’s...actually pretty genius. I’m in. It was your plan, Ashido?” he asked, raising an eyebrow 
appreciatively. You’re full of surprises whenever you’re not just yelling...and I kinda have fun 
around you. At times. Very few times. But fun. 


“Yes! Even the part where you push people!” she said, nodding happily. Not for the first time, he 
found himself smiling despite it having no real basis, just an unconscious reaction to her 
expressions. 


“In that case wow. I’m legit impressed. Let’s go push some people.” 


“If we win, think [Il fight you?” Again various images of Mina choking him out flooded Shinsou’s 
mind and he had to look away to hide how flustered the prospect got him. Concentrate, Hitoshi, 
you’re not even guaranteed to pass, let alone get choked by some thighs. Get your mind back on 
track... 


“That would be, well... won’t go easy on you, if we do. Just cause you’re-” 


“Just cause I’m what, Shinsou?” she asked, her eyebrows going up and down with a huge amount 
of sass. Denki looked at them with a very smug face, as the rest of the Bakusquad joined. Shinsou 
somehow felt at ease with them, even if he didn’t actually spend time with some, like Sero or 
Kirishima. “You gonna call me a cutie?” 


“Ye-I mean, no! I was gonna say you were a friend but you’re annoying as hell. If we fight, ll 
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win. 
She grinned back and nodded a few times, giving him a thumbs up. “I’m looking forward to it!” 


Mere instants later, Present Mic announced the start of the game, and the seven teammates rushed 
at the first hill, ready to wrestle it away from Ibara Shiozaki’s team, with Kirishima plunging face 
first into the vines, thrown by Bakugou’s explosions and Sero’s tape... 


The game had passed in a blur. The desperate battles for every hill had left Shinsou bruised and 
beaten, cut with thorns and with a slight limp from a punch hitting his leg with a Double Impact. 


Near the game’s end he’d ended up running to the next hill supported by Ashido, only for Mei to 
knock them both out with a Baby he’d never seen, and he’d spent the last thirty seconds of the 
game unable to move, on the ground, with the faint knowledge that they were still holding onto 
each other, so, when they could move again, he’d made a big effort to stay away and avoid all the 
awkwardness he was sure would follow. 


He wasn’t sure how to face Ashido, what to say, or even if he should ignore it all, overthinking his 
choice to let her help him move to the next hill until he felt it had been the wrong call, starting to 
think that his actions could have done wrong. Are you stupid, Hitoshi? Aren’t you pushing people 
away all the time? Why worry about this? Are you worried because this time you want to keep her 
close, like you keep close Izuku and Mei and Denki and Monoma? More? Stupid, stupid... 


He’d found himself wandering off after getting some medical treatment, with a few minutes left 
before the individual fights were announced, when he found Mei, working on the Baby that had 
knocked him down. He had no animosity towards her for it, though. 


“Oi, Mei.” he called out, getting only a grumble in response. “Did you pass to the next stage?" 


“Nah. Me and the business kids I recruited focused on showing off the attack power of my Babies, 
they aren’t meant for individual fights...besides, I have dozens of ads playing as we speak! All the 
national TV channels broadcasting the Festival got a Hatsume Industries ad, maybe two! You’re on 
one, by the way.” Mei said, quickly producing her phone and showing Shinsou a small video clip 
in which he showed up, swinging around with his capture weapon and then a close up to his voice 
changer with slow motion and a focus on his eyes. 


“Badass. I like it. Also it’s likely to get my ass kicked if more people know my Quirk, remember?” 
“T’ll give you a thousand yen to stuff your fears away, Shinsou!” 
“Deal.” he said, and an instant later he was a little richer. “Know who’s fighting who?” 


“Sure. They announced it about...a minute ago? Still not starting. 16 fighters, and if you asked me, 
it’s seeded to have Izuku and Bakugou as the guys to beat...Oh, wait, you wondered about who you 
were fighting? It’s that girl you’re always hanging out with...the loud one with the uhh...the 
eyes...Mina?” Mei said, really using her brain at full power to remember. 


Fuck. Guess it gets even more awkward now. Worse. Or maybe better? I just have to get her to talk 
and move to the second round... “The one I hang out with more is you , dumbass. If I win, who do I 
go against?” 


“Todoroki or maybe Kendou.” 
“Fuck. Who fights first?” 
“You.” 


“FUCK.” 


The final announcements before the fights were completed as Shinsou made his way back to the 
stadium, where the arena was now set up for the individual fights. He saw the other 15 fighters; 
Todoroki looking calm and collected, Yaoyorozu the very image of dignity and power, Uraraka 
eyeing the competition eagerly, Kendou and Monoma trading tips, with Neito looking very 
nervous; he’d never made it to the third stage of the tournament, after all. 


Some distance away, he saw Bakugou grinning like an asshole, and even further back, he saw 
Izuku, his mind clearly elsewhere as he stared beyond Present Mic’s speech with all the rules. /t’s 
been a rough few months since you returned, haven’t they? Just what is haunting you, Izuku? 
Where is your heart, when it isn’t here? 


He’d switch on again when the time came, and when he was his friends, or with Mei and Shinsou, 
he’d look alive again, but when he thought no one was looking, he showed worry, even grief in his 
features. But that boundary...can I cross it? Would a friend do that? He respects my boundaries, 
only helps them change if I want to, but...but I don’t know with him. Are you still in that mountain, 
Izuku? Still battling AFO? Or is it something else? Something different? If it’s relationship talk I 
could at least listen... 


He kept scanning the group, until his eyes met with Ashido’s. Her eyes widened, she waved 
cheerfully, and then her face contorted into the smuggest, most shit eating, most self-satisfied grin 
she’d ever grinned. Which was somehow less smug than Monoma when some minor 
inconvenience happened to class 3-A, but it was definitely a new milestone for Ashido’s cute face. 
Why did I think “cute” ? Dammit. 


He stuck out his tongue at her and watched her laugh, the booming sentences of Present Mic 
preventing him from hearing the laughter. At Jeast...at least there seems to be no awkwardness. 
That’s a win. If I win, can I trick the next ones and beat them with my Quirk? Maybe, maybe 
not.After that...[zuku, most likely. Can I ask you what’s bothering you and make you walk away? 
Nah, you have only gotten stronger mentally...Bye bye, possible win for Hitoshi Shinsou. You were 
never a big hope. 


“THE FIRST ONES! Shinsou, hero name...MINDTRICK! It sounds like he dresses in green and 
sets up booby traps for a billionaire vigilante in America, doesn’t it?” Hey, Mei helped me pick it 
based on being easy to sell action figures with it, sod off! “And on the other side, Ashido! Hero 
name, ALIEN QUEEN! Despite the best efforts of our lovely Midnight, Ashido has chosen the 
name that got shot down in first year!” 


“T tried!” yelled Midnight, somewhere in the stands, to raucous laughter. 


“Acid versus mind control! Fluffy purple hair versus fluffy pink hair! DANCING VS 
INSOMNIA!!!” That’s a pretty reductive view of it, but...accurate to a degree. He walked up to the 
arena, up to the place marked for him with a small hologram with headmaster Nezu saying “Stand 
on the x, student!”, and Ashido did the same on her side, doing a handstand on top of the hologram 
to a cheer from the crowd. I do have to admit it’s pretty cool to do a handstand, not gonna lie. And 
that your abs are pretty distracting. 


Focusing, he cleared his mind and switched into the mood for a fight, with a calm rage flowing all 
over. Mina Ashido was no longer a girl who might be something of a friend, who was annoying as 
well as fun, as irritating as she was endearing; she was his opponent. And he would defeat her, one 


way or another. 


He raised his hands, adopting the martial arts posture Aizawa had coached him on. His moveset 
drew from Krav Maga, Kali and a number of the older martial arts, like Aikido, Karate and Jiu 
Jitsu, seamlessly blending punches and kicks with the capture weapon. Even with his weapons 
missing, he still had a shot. Maybe. She’s better at acrobatics and her Quirk is actually useful for 
this. 


He moved in slowly, circling around but still advancing. Ashido tapped her right foot four times, as 
if to start a ballet, smiled, and started a complex footwork set, moving her feet front and back, with 
a hypnotising sway. Capoeira, right? She...she had told me about it! All of those times while she 
prattled on and on about stuff and gossip, she dropped hints! 


The Capoeira footwork, though, immediately turned to an attack, fast and vicious, as Ashido’s 
shoes were suddenly filled with slick acid, and she shortened the distance between them in four 
bounds, her momentum aiding as she spun in the last step to throw an axe kick at Shinsou’s head. 


He rolled out of the way, narrowly dodging the foot, and tried a kick of his own to sweep Ashido 
off her feet, unsuccessfully. She kept on spinning, sending a couple waves of acid against him, 
barring his openings for escape and channeling him to a single area. J can’t get closer in case she 
“acids up” with something harmful, and I can only run away in that direction...clever. 


So he ran in that direction, three long steps that way, while her momentum carried her further 
away, until she skidded to a stop five meters away from him. Come on now, Ashido. I’m counting 
on you being an annoying chatterbox now... “Hey, Ashido, nice moves! Is that Capoeira?” 


He hoped she’d answer verbally, but instead she grinned and nodded happily. “You know? You’re 
not actually as annoying as I say you are.” Nobody else could actually hear them, given that 
adding microphones to the arena might just create shrapnel in some fights, so he could speak his 
mind and nobody else would ever know. 


He expected an answer, but she just raised an eyebrow. “Yeah. I... do get exasperated with...with 
how loud you are, but...but you’re not bad. Not a bad person. Am I...do you consider me a friend?” 
She approached slowly this time, walking cautiously, smiling and nodding. Well, at least that’s 
nice. We’re friends! Yay. I still want to win, though. I need something more... 


Even approaching slower, she’d reached him before he asked the next question, attacking with 
bursts of acid at first, then with high and low kicks, but without acid coating her feet. Js 
this...honor? The kicks were merciless when they caught him, leaving him bruised already, and the 
kicks and punches he threw back didn’t meet their mark. J need an opening. Just a moment where I 
can talk without danger of getting my mouth kicked and biting my tongue off... 


And he got his chance when he raised his arm just as a kick moved to hit his head and knock him 
out. It hurt, and the shoe had now been coated with some acid that made the fabric on his shirt 
cling to his torso and tingle uncomfortably, but it wasn’t dissolving him or anything. That’s a win 
but I might seriously end up with broken bones...this feels like Izuku at 10% of his power...Mei, why 
the fuck did you make me fight Izuku at varying power levels until he kicked my ass? 


The leg was momentarily caught under his arm, so he reached for her ankle, placed his hips for a 
throw and with his other arm, he pushed Ashido down, trying to pin her down. One moment he 
nearly had her, grappling desperately, realizing she was better at it than him, the next acid from her 
forearms had made him lose all his grip and made him slip to the side...and right into a hold, with 
Ashido pinning him down with an armbar. 


He could surrender. Forfeit the match; it was in the rules. Or get pinned to submission, if it came to 
it. His arm was hurting more and more, with Ashido stretching his muscles and their new bruises, 
and his first instinct was to tap out, punching the floor and giving up. No. She is right where I want 
her. Now focus, on the words, not on how she is using her thighs to constrict your arm... 


“Hey Ashido? What would you think if one of these days, when you asked me to go to a karaoke 
booth or a party or whatever, I said yes? Would you like that?” 


“Yes! It would be a lot of fun, you know? Denki, Tooru, me and you, everyone! We’ll have fun, I 
promise!” She talks fast...and I might even end up actually saying “yes” someday, for real. But for 
now... 


“ Let go of my arm. Now walk beyond the arena. And...we’|l hang out, I guess.” As he watched her 
walk away mechanically, Shinsou felt his face completely red, and not entirely from the grappling. 


“WHAT A PLOT TWIST! SHINSOU WINS?” Present Mic’s faith in him was as comforting as 
ever. Shinsou picked himself up, raised his less injured arm up in the air in victory, and relished all 
the cheers. He knew he’d always associate them with all the smiles Mina Ashido had shown him 
that day, and he wasn’t sure how he felt about it. She could have obliterated me. I dodged the first 
move, but after that...she was playing a bit too fair. She didn’t exactly “let me” win, but...I have to 
thank her, anyway. 


He walked away from the arena, heading in the same direction as Ashido, lifting the mind control 
as he reached her. “Aww...I lost? That sucks a bit!” she said, looking around, blinking and 
confused. 


“Yeah, I...you did pretty great, though. It was an amazing fight. I think I couldn’t connect a single 
punch...” 


“T had fun!” she said, punching him lightly on the shoulder as they walked into the tunnel and to 
the stadium’s insides. “Sorry if I broke anything!” 


“T’m fine. And...about the question I used to get you to answer?” 
“Yes?” Ashido asked, her eyes sparkling with excitement. 


“T’Il join on my own sometimes, I guess. Or...at least resist a bit less when you and Denki drag me 
over, grumble a bit less...”” As Ashido accompanied him to Recovery Girl’s field office, Shinsou 
couldn’t help a tiny, shy smile. Can I ever fully accept that Iam more scared of the feelings I could 
have, than actually annoyed at you, Mina Ashido? Can I stop lying to myself and acknowledge she 
inspires me in some ways? Accept that sometimes her noise is a thousand times better than the 
silence? 


After meeting Recovery Girl, Ashido said goodbye and joined the others at the stands, while 
Shinsou got some painkillers, a gross healing kiss from the old woman that had his fight or flight 
response on edge, and a sandwich. He watched the other fights there until it was his time, then 
walked out to meet his next opponent. 


“THE FLUFFY HAIRED UNDERDOG! VERSUS THE ICE AND FIRE PRINCE OF UA! 
Mindtrick versus Frostburn! Eraser updated me on their wins in the break between fights and OH 
YEAAAH! Both are a little badass pair! Shinsou, veteran villain battler at Tartarus!!! Todoroki! 
Frontline defender at Shibuya! Could one of them be our next champion? OH MY GOD! I 
WANNA SEE!” 


“Hey, Shouto, how’s things?” Shinsou asked, as Present Mic counted down to start the fight, and 
he squared up in a position that would keep his bones as intact as possible. 


Todoroki just looked at him calmly, a little bit coldly. “Have I ever told you that I’m really rooting 
for you and Yaoyor-” He found himself frozen in a gentle, somewhat soft yet inescapable, icy cold 
prison of snow as an avalanche pushed him out of the arena. Fuck. 


“Big bro Deku, big bro Deku!” Izuku looked up when he heard Eri’s voice, and he saw Kouta there 
too, as well as two siblings he had quickly befriended when the Pussycats had invited them to one 
of UA’s children’s events. Little Katsuma had the purest heart, and was gentle and caring, while 
Mahoro, his elder sister, was feisty and wilful, determined and a bit authoritative. She’d gotten 
along great with Bakugou, to some surprise, but Izuku loved seeing it. 


“Eri! Kouta! Katsuma and Mahoro!” he said, getting up and patting them all on the head, until Eri 
requested a “special hug”, so he spun her in the air as she laughed. Only as he spun the little girl 
around he noticed that Aizawa, Mandalay and Mr. Shimano were there. 


Mr. Shimano loved his kids dearly, and things seemed to be getting closer between him and 
Mandalay, if the exchanged looks between them were any indication. “Hey Deku!” the man 
greeted warmly, while Aizawa gave him a short nod. 


“It’s great to see you again, Midoriya! Kouta was adamant in not missing a single one of your 
fights!’ Mandalay said, with the moody boy nodding. 


“T wanted to see you kick ass! This is the year, bro!” Kouta said, raising his fist in the air. Due to a 
growth spurt, Eri was currently taller than him and he seemed just as intrigued with that as with the 
fights Izuku had already won, which he quickly asked to get retold in detail. 


The kids crowded around him, filling the couches in the waiting room, while Aizawa kept his eyes 
on the screen showing the other fights, and the other two adults found their own seats. Izuku told 
them his thought process for every fight, which had even Mahoro hooked. And she isn’t the biggest 
hero fan, I know. 


“And now it’s the final!” Eri said, as Izuku finished telling them the tale. He’d never gotten so far, 
not to the finals, and this time he felt certain of the win. For everyone that believed in me, for 
everyone that believes in me still, for you kids and to make a better future for you. For all the 
friends watching me from the stands, for mom and dad, who gave me this chance. For you too, 
Hisashi, if you’re somewhere out there, watching. For you, Mei, to keep on moving together to 
success! For my team! 


And for you, Dragon Twins. You died to help me. Whatever you were in life, in death you were 
legends. And...and for you, Himiko. If I win, I’m one step closer to you, to seeing you again, to 
being together. And...and it is a nice thing I can brag about when we talk tonight...God, I miss 
her... 


“Yeah! The end of the road...at least on the fights for third year! Me vs Kacchan...it will be fun. 
But the battles don’t end there! The ones for second will still go on for a while, and after 
that...Sensei! Can I visit the Festival food stands with the kids? After the fight?” 


“Sure. Get your friends in on it. The Big 3 are somewhere around, too.” Aizawa answered calmly. 
“There’s candy apples.” Aizawa said, looking their way, with a smile that Eri matched adorably. 


Some instructions were given to the kids, for when they were left in Izuku’s care, and he gave each 
a hug and some nice head pats, and then Mandalay took them all to a booth nearby, with a great 
view of the arena. Only Aizawa remained, and walked alongside Izuku as he made his way to the 
arena for the last fight, and facing Bakugou one more time. 


“Midoriya...You’ve changed, kid. For better, I think. Your heroic spirit is eg¢more apparent, and 
your control in battle...’'m proud of this growth. For this fight...does any animosity remain?” 
Aizawa said, his voice as cool and collected as always. 


“Not really, Sensei. We have worked through most of the anger, the hatred, all of that...But I want 
to win . I think...I think Kacchan saw out...friendship? I don’t know what to call it, but...I think he 
only saw it becoming a rivalry, so...so that is what he’ll get. A race to the top!” Izuku said, which 
earned him a little pat in the back from Aizawa. 


“That’s exactly what I wanted to hear. You ready?” Aizawa said, as they walked through the 
tunnel into the light, and thousands of people watching him, cheering. Opposite of him he saw 
Bakugou, accompanied by All Might, who was giving him some kind of pep talk. 


Bakugou looked proud, focused, slightly angry, but not unhinged as he had been in the past. He 
was at his best and, without support items, their power Izuku could safely muster was really similar 
to the one Bakugou could produce with his explosions. 


Both had trained every day for the past few weeks, Bakugou as a way to get his strength back after 
getting his bones broken, Izuku as a way to keep focused and sane, and not worry about Himiko so 
much. When he was exhausted it was easier to accept that she could take care of herself, his brain 
being too tired to form doubts. J can’t just swoop in and save her. This process needs a lot more, 
and it will have to be her effort too. And meanwhile I can at least be her friend. 


“GROUND ZERO VS DEKU! Childhood friends, then sworn enemies, now fire forged allies, 
rivals of the highest calibre! Deku, that sounds like You Can Do It! Ground Zero, that sounds 
appropriate to bombs and explosions! Join us on all social media and support your champion! The 
aggressive, cocky Bakugou? The kind hearted fighter, baby faced badass Midoriya? LET US 
KNOW! I am not betting here, because Eraser and Joke would get me into DEBT! I’m scared of 
the mortgage, dear viewers and attendees! My house is too cool to lose it to those hyenas, Eraser 
and Joke!” 


Izuku flexed his hands as he stepped into the arena, every step bringing him closer to the last big 
battle he’d have with Bakugou. It’s the fourth one, isn’t it? After we graduate, there won’t be such 
occasions again. Not with so many people around to watch us fight, see who wins and who 
loses... Your pride is at stake here, isn’t it, Kacchan? So is mine. If I win, I can save more people by 
changing things! 


“Fight, fight, FIGHT! Three... Two...ONE! LET’S GOQOOOOOOO!” 


The floor cracked under Izuku’s feet as Full Cowling flowed along his body, powering up every 
cell, every nerve, every muscle. It was electrifying; nothing better than the warmth of the spring 
sun on his skin, the feel of his red shoes underneath, and the sheer power of One for All at the 
ready. 


The cracks underneath spread, as he pushed and moved forward, jumping half the distance between 
him and Bakugou in a single bound, then taking another step and launching himself even faster, his 


legs rising for a flying kick, aimed at Bakugou’s head, who had blasted off the ground with his 
explosions and barrelled at Izuku fast as a bullet, a maniacal expression on his face. 


“DEKU!!!” Bakugou yelled, pulling his right fist behind, readying a massive explosion to blast 
right at Izuku, aiming to take him down or push him out of the arena. 


“KACCHAN!!!” Izuku screamed, his yell carrying over the sound of the explosions, as his foot 
shot towards Bakugou like a cannonball... 


“So I kicked him in the stomach right as the blast he shot at me threw me away, so we both ended 
up leaving the arena.” Izuku said, hours later, after the Sports Festival’s fights were over, after 
spending fun times with Eri, Kouta, the Shimanos and his friends. Beyond his door was a big party, 
with the music still making its way into his room, muffled and making the walls vibrate slightly. 


He’d excused himself from the party, saying he was tired. He wasn’t; he was hyped as hell, and felt 
so alive after the fights, and the fun afterwards. But he had promised to talk with Himiko, and he 
was more interested in what she had to say than glorifying himself. 


“Tzu-Izu that’s absolute bullshit! A draw? Fuck no! Tell me that wasn’t how it happened!” 
Himiko’s voice sounded much more cheerful than most of their last calls, when she’d told him 
about her experiences in reaching Europe, sleeping in trains and boats, taking the better hidden 
routes. Her mood seemed better now, so Izuku hoped she had eaten and found a safer place to rest. 


“Tt...it was not. It actually lasted more than fifteen minutes. Kacchan ended up with a broken foot 
and I have a burn on my back that stings a little, so ’'m laying on my side...” 


“Shirtless?” Himiko asked, her voice suddenly excited. Izuku’s face went red. 
“.. Yes. How about you, Himiko?” He hoped she wouldn’t make it weird. 


“Still wearing clothes...for now. So it was a draw?” she purred, making Izuku shiver, almost as if 
she’d spoken into his ear directly. 


“Yeah. They didn’t choose a definite winner, and gave us both medals. L..I think everyone was 
getting bored in the end!” Izuku said, letting out a laugh. “Hey, Himiko? I...1 miss you, you 
know?” 


“IT miss you too, Izu-Izu, you have no idea how much...I’m in Bremen now. I...I just took another 
name off the list. I...1 wanted you to know. Heinrich Kahnwald, was his name.” Himiko said, 
letting out a sigh. 


Izuku rushed to his desk, found the notebook where he’d written all the names Himiko had given 
him, as well as their rough profile. A weapons dealer, huh? Maybe...maybe this one was a good 
action, Himiko. “You said...Bremen? Is that still in Germany?” 


“Yeah, it’s...it’s really nice, you know? I could see myself living here. The climate has been good 
and the food...Hold up, I’m sending it by Line!” Izuku took the phone off his ear to check the 


picture Himiko had sent, of something that looked somewhat similar to a pizza. “And a selfie, so 
you don’t forget my face!” 


She looked gorgeous in the picture. Her hair was unkempt, she had dark bags under her eyes, and 
her smile was even more feral than before, but it was Himiko. It was still her, still that fanged 
smile and golden eyes, those messy hairbuns, that rosy blush on her cheeks. And he also noticed 
that there was no visible shirt below her neck. 


“Haha! I just heard you gasp! Noticed I’m naked now? I locked the door of the room I got, 
courtesy of the target’s wallet...and a very crappy fake identity.” Himiko said, whispering the last 
part complicitly and giggling. 


“Do I want to know what name you gave?” 
“It was Himiko Midoriya!” she said, with a slight note of embarrassment in her words. 


“R-really?” Izuku answered, feeling even redder across the cheeks. Something stirred within him, 
something he couldn’t control, something that made him hope against hope, dream against reason... 
That sounds so good... 


“No, I am too ashamed of the one I picked. Lame choice, now I know!” Himiko said, “But this 
place...this place will do. For now. While...while I get mentally prepared for the next. And the 
next, and the next...Berlin, then Budapest, then Venice, then Florence...At least it will have nice 
scenery, no?” 


It pained Izuku so much to feel how much Himiko was suffering. To know he had a part in it, both 
by supporting the path in which she took control of the list and killed the targets in her own way, 
and because he had encouraged her to be “good”, and it now gave her more conflict. 
“Himiko....could there be a way to stop this? To interrupt you?” The list has already hurt her 
enough. 


“No. If I get captured, she will escape. Or die trying. It has to be finished, but...[’m tired already, 
Izu-Izu. I...you know I want to go back. Return. I have no home but...but at least I knew Japan. 
Here? Everything is new, dangerous. And...I feel myself slipping sometimes.” 


“Tt will end, Himiko. I promise you. We’ll find a way.” 


He heard her let out a huge sigh and shake her head, and she remained silent for a minute or two. 
When she spoke again, it was clear that she wanted to change the subject away from the list. “By 
the way, I just finished that one book I told you about? The one about the humans leaving in the 
asteroid belt, and the guy with the hat?” 


“Keeps the rain off my head? Of course, you told me just...four days ago? Less?” 

“T finished it. It got weird. But in a good way! Do you mind spoilers? I’m dying to tell you!” Izuku 
knew why Himiko did that. Why she buried her nose in books during train trips, why she went to 
sleep with music and audiobooks on her earphones. Why she tried her best to get hooked on any 
kind of media that would keep her mind occupied; it kept her busy, it filled her time, it plugged in 
the silence, swapped the intrusive, destructive thoughts for words written or sung or narrated. 


It was not a perfect measure. But he was proud of her for finding a way to fight back. More and 
more, she could push the bloodlust away, Izuku hoped. “Sure, tell me!” 


“So back then I had told you about how the beltalowda had started with-” 


The conversation lasted hours on end. At one point, Himiko had nearly lost it, panicking when she 
noticed her battery was running out. Izuku had hated every second of that desperation, of feeling 
powerless to reach out and help, feeling his heart break at both how upset it got her, and the relief 
she showed when finding a charger and connecting. 


They talked about her books and series and music, and his studies and battles and friends. He felt 
like he had new ideas every minute, new things he wanted to tell her, and Himiko eagerly accepted 
it all, while telling him every fine detail of her travels. 


Together they found the best of the day, the things that had been dear to their hearts, while pushing 
away the sadness, and the separation, holding on together. 


“Himiko, do you think we’ll really be able to meet again? That we will find a solution, a way out? 
That this will end one day?” he’d asked, as sleep finally took him and he started to drift. 


“Of course we will, Izu-Izu. We will see each other again, no matter what. And when we 
do....when we do, I want to do something good, something worthy. Something that changes 
things.” 


“For me, you already changed things, Himiko...[...[ dunno if I can keep on talking...” 


“Tt’s fine, Izu-Izu. All is fine. Just sleep, PIl...stay a while and listen. I will see you again, I 
promise.” 


Chapter End Notes 


So our little foray into the past ends here...Now just the future is ahead. Thanks for 
reading, giving kudos and commenting! See you on a different story, real soon! 


End Notes 


As always, thanks so much for reading! See you next week with the next chapter! 


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work! 


